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Book One 


The Days before 

Torn-Bungay was Invented 





CHAPTER ONE 


OF BLADESOVBR HOUSE, AND MY MOTHER ; AND THE 

CONSTITUTION OF SOCIETY 



M ost people in this world seem to live “ in character ” ; 
they have a beginning, a middle and an end, and the 
three are congruous one with another and true to the 
rules of their type. You can speak of them as being of this 
sort of people or that. They are, as theatrical people say, no 
more (and no less) than “ character actors.” They have a 
class, they have a place, they know what is becoming in 
them and what is due to them, and their proper size of tomb¬ 
stone tells at last how properly they have played the part. 
But there is also another kind of life that is not so much 
living as a miscellaneous tasting of life. One gets hit by some 
unusual transverse force, one is jerked out of one's stratum 
and lives crosswise for the rest of the time, and, as it were, 
in a succession of samples. That has been my lot, and that 
is what has set me at last writing something in the nature of 
a novel. I have got an unusual series of impressions that I 
want very urgently to tell. I have seen life at very different 
levels, and at all these levels I have seen it with a sort of 
intimacy and in good faith, I have been a native in many 
social countries. X have been the unwelcome guest of a 
■working baker, my cousin, who has since died in the Chatham 
infirmary • I have eaten illegal snacks—-the unjustifiable 
gifts of footmen—in pantries, and been despised for my want 
of style (and subsequently married and divorced) by the 
daughter of a gasworks clerk ; and—to go to my other extreme 
—I was once—oh, glittering days J—an item in the house- 
party of a countess. She was, I admit, a countess with a 
financial aspect, but still, you know, a countess. I’ve seen 
these people at various angles. At the dinner-table I've met 
not simply the titled but the great. On one occasion— 
it is my brightest memory—I upset my champagne over 
the trousers of the greatest statesman in the empire—Heaven 
forbid I should be so invidious as to name him !—in the 
warmth of our mutual admiration. 

And once (though it is the most incidental thing in my 
life) I murdered a man. T l . . 

Yes, I've seen a curious variety of people and ways of 
living altogether. Odd people they all are, great and small, 
very much alike at bottom and curiously different on their 
surfaces. I wish I had ranged just a little further both up 
and down, seeing X have ranged so far. Royalty must be 
worth knowing and very great fun. But my contacts with 
princes have been limited to quite public occasions, nor at the 
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other end of the scale have I had what I should call an inside 
acquaintance with that dusty but attractive class of people 
who go about on the high roads drunk but en famille (so re¬ 
deeming the minor lapse), in the summer-time, with a peram¬ 
bulator, lavender to sell, sun-brown children, a smell, and 
ambiguous bundles that fire the imagination* Navvies, 
farm-labourers, sailormen, and stokers, all such as sit in 1834 
beer-houses, are beyond me also, and I suppose must rem ain 
so now for ever. My intercourse with the ducal rank, too, 
has been negligible ; I once went shooting with a duke, and 
in an outburst of what was no doubt snobbishness, did my 
best to get him in the legs* But that failed, v ' 

I'm sorry I haven't done the whole lot, thojrigh. ... 

You will ask by what merit I achieved this remarkable 
social range, this extensive cross-section of the British social 
organism. It was the Accident of Birth. It always is in 
England. Indeed, if I may make the remark so cosmic, 
everything is. But that is by the way. I was my uncle's 
nephew, and my uncle was no less a person than Edward 
Ponderevo, whose comet-like transit of the financial heavens 
happened—it is now ten years ago I Do you remember 
the days of Ponderevo, the great days, I mean, of Ponderevo ? 
Perhaps you had a trifle in some world-shaking enterprise r 
Then you know him only too well. Astraddle on Tono- 
Bungay, he flashed athwart the empty heavens—like a comet 
—rather, like a stupendous rocket !—and overawed investors 
spoke of his star. At his zenith he burst into a cloud of the 
most magnificent promotions. What a time that was ! The 
Napoleon of domestic conveniences ! . . . 

I was his nephew, his peculiar and intimate nephew. I 
was hanging on to his coat-tails all the way through. I 
made pills with him in the chemist's shop at Wimblehurst 
before he began. I was, you might say, the stick of his 
rocket ; and after our tremendous soar, after he had played 
with millions, a golden rain in the sky, after my bird's-eye 
view of the modem world, I fell again, a little scarred and 
blistered perhaps, two-and-twenty years older, with my 
youth gone, my manhood eaten in upon, but greatly edified, 
into this Thames-side yard, into these white heats and 
hammerings, amidst the fine realities of steel—to think it all 
over in my leisure and iot down the notes and inconsecutive 
observations that mak£ this book* It was more,you know! 
than a figurative soar. The zenith of that career was surely 
* our flight across the channel in the Lord Roberts 0 
| I warn you this book is going to be something of an agglom- 
,! eration* I want to trace my social trajectory (and my 
/ uncle’s) as the main line of my story * but as this is my first 
i n °vel and almost certainly my last, I want to get in too 
‘ all sorts of things that struck me, things that amused me and 
impressions I got—even although they don’t minister directly 
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to my narrative at all. I want to set out my own queer love 
experiences, too, such as they are, for they troubled and dis¬ 
tressed and swayed me hugely ; and they still seem to me 
to contain all sorts of irrational and debatable elements 
that I shall be the clearer-headed for getting on paper. And 
possibly I may even flow into descriptions of people who are 
really no more than people seen in transit, just because it 
am uses me to recall what they said and did to us, and more 
particularly how they behaved in the brief but splendid 
glare of Tono-Bungay and its still more glaring offspring. 
It lit some of them up, I can assure you l Indeed, I want 
to get in all sorts of things. My ideas of a novel all through 

axe comprehensive rather than austere. ... . 

Tono-Bungay still figures on the hoardings, it stands in 
rows in every chemist’s store-room, it still assuages the coughs 
of age and brightens the elderly eye and loosens the elderly 
tongue *, but its social glory, its financial illumination, have 
faded from the world for ever. And I, sole scorched survivor 
from the blaze, sit writing of it here in an air that is never 
still for the clang and thunder of machines, on a table littered 
with working drawings, and amid fragments of models and notes 
about velocities and air and water pressures and trajectories 
of an altogether different sort from that of Tono-Bungay. 

i 2 

I write that much and look at it, and wonder whether, 
after all, this is any fair statement of what I am attempting 
in this book. I’ve given, I see, an impression that I want 
to make simply a hotch-potch of anecdotes and experiences 
with my uncle swimming in the middle as the largest lump 
of victual. I'll own that here, with the pen already started, 
I realise what a fermenting mass of things learnt and emotions 
experienced and theories formed I've got to deal with, and 
how, in a sense, hopeless my book must be from^ the very 
outset. I suppose what I’m really trying to render is nothing 
more nor less than Life-—as one man has found it, I want 
to tell— myself , and my impressions of the thing as a whole, 
to say things I have come to feel intensely of the laws, tradi¬ 
tions, usages, and ideas we call society, and how we poor 
individuals get driven and lured and stranded among these 
windy, perplexing shoals and channels. I’ve got, I suppose, 
to a time of life when things begin to take on shapes that 
have an air of reality, and become no longer material for 
dreaming but interesting in themselves. I've reached the 
criticising, novel-writing age, and here I am writing mine—- 
my one novel—without having any of the discipline to reiram 
and omit that I suppose the regular novel-writer acquires. 

I’ve read an average share of novels and made some starts 
before this beginning, and I've found the restraints and rules 
of the art (as I made them out) impossible for me. I like 



14 


TONO-BUNGAY 


to write, I am keenly interested in writing, but it is not my 
technique. I'm an engineer with a patent or two and a set 
of ideas ; most of whatever artist there is in me has been 
given to turbine machines and boat-building and the problem 
of flying, and do what I will I fail to see how I can be other 
than a lax, undisciplined story-teller. I must sprawl and 
flounder, comment and theorise, if I am to get the thing out 
I have in mind. And it isn't a constructed tale I have to 
tell but unmanageable realities. My love-story—and if only 
I can keep up the spirit of truth-telling all through as strongly 
as I have now, you shall have it all—falls into no sort of neat 
scheme of telling. It involves three separate feminine persons. 
IBs all mixed up with the other things. . . 

But I ve said enough, I hope, to excuse myself for the 
method or want of method in what follows, and I think f 
had better tell without further delay of my bc^Sood and 
my early impressions in the shadow of Bladesover Hcnise. 


§ 3 

There came a time when I realised that Bladesover House 
was not all it seemed, but when I was a little boy I took the 
p ace with the entirest faith as a complete authentic micro- 
costTi* 1 Dslievecl tnst ttic Bladesover system, wsls si little work- 
mg model and not so very little either—of the whole world m 
Bet me try and give you the effect of it. " 

Bladesover lies^ up on the Kentish Downs, eight miles 
perhaps from Ashborough ; and its old pavilion, a minute 

°L th Z temple of Vesta at Tibur, upon the 
hill-crest behind the house, commands in theory at least a 

° f r sea ' °tf he Chan ? el southward and the Thames 
to the north-east The park is the second largest in Kent 

finely wooded with well-placed beeches, many ekns and some 

o 7 bracken wkh ^ vaUeys and hoUo "' s 

1^1' i th x SI ?V? gs and a strea -m and three fine ponds 

nd multitudes of fallow deer. The house was built-in'the 
eighteenth century, it is of pale rgd brick in the style of a 

which h ooen^to' f ° r one pass amon & the crests 

° P to blue distances, to minute, remote, oast-set 

t nd ?°P S ® S and "’beatfields and the* occasional 
gleam of water, its hundred and seventeen windows look 

on nothing but its own wide and handsome territories A. 

tdnkue C which Cr rr n f 0f gTe !: t beeches masks the church'and 
„J? l s w r P ,c turesquely about the high roads 

rSest comeT of th^ «"?* P ^' Nortb — d at the 

reraorest comer of that enclosure, is a second deoetidf*n+ 
village, Ropedean, less fortunate in its greater distance and 

h “ irl- a , reCtor ' TWS ™ Switch 

ace of hi^ ■ J t C ° nomical because of some shrink- 

Eucharist for the’Load's Lp^he^adVcom^ altogether 
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estranged, from the great ladies of Bladesover. So that 
Ropedean was in the shadows through all th^t youthful time. 
Now the unavoidable suggestion of that wide 'park and 
that faij* large house, dominating church, village and the 
country-side, was that they represented the thing that mattered 
supremely in the world, and that all other things had signifi¬ 
cance only in relation to them. They represented the Gentry, 
the Quality, bv and through and for whom the rest of the 
world, the farming folk and the labouring folk, the trades¬ 
people of Ashborough, and the upper servants and the lower 
servants and the servants of the estate, breathed and lived 
and were permitted. And the Quality did it so quietly and 
thoroughly, the great house mingled so solidly and effectually 
with earth and sky, the contrast of its spacious hall and saloon 
•and galleries, its airy housekeeper’s room and warren of offices 
with the na^agre dignities of the vicar, and the pinched and 
stuffy rooms of even the post-office people and, the grocer, 
so enforced these suggestions, that it was only when T was a 
of thirteen or fourteen and some queer inherited strain 
'of scepticism had set me doubting whether Mr. Bartlett, the 
vicar, did really know with certainty all about God, that as 
a further and deeper step in doubting I began to question 
the final rightness of the gentlefolk, their primary necessity 
in the scheme of things. But once that scepticism had 
awakened it took me fast and far. By fourteen I had achieved 
tertible blasphemies and sacrilege ; I had resolved to marry a 
viscount's daughter, and I had blacked the left eye—I think it 
was the left—of her half-brother, in open and declared rebellion. 

. But of that in its place 

The great house, the church, the village, and the labourers 
and the servants in their stations and degrees, seemed to 
me, I say, to be a closed and complete social system. About 
us were other villages and great estates, and from house to 
house, interlacing, correlated, the Gentry, the fine Olympians, 
came went. The country towns seemed mere collections 
of shops* marketing places for the tenantry, centres for such 
Education as they needed, entirely dependent on the gentry 
as the village and scarcely less directly so, 1 thought this 
was the order of the whole world. I thought London was 
only a greater country town where the gentlefolk kept town- 
houses and did their greater shopping under the magnificent 
shadow of the greatest of gentlewomen, the Quedfa. It 
seemed to be in the divine order. That all this fine appear¬ 
ance was already sapped, that there were forces at work that 
might presently carry this elaborate social system in which my 
mother instructed me so carefully that X might understand my 
“ place,” to Limbo, had scarcely dawned upon me even by 
the time that Tono-Bungay was fairly launched upon the world. 

There are many people in England to-day upon whom 
it has not yet dawned. There are times when I doubt 
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whether any but a very inconsiderable minority of English 
people realise how extensively this ostensible order has even 
now passed away. The great houses stand in the parks 
still, the cottages cluster respectfully on their borders, touch¬ 
ing their eaves with their creepers, the English country¬ 
side—you can range through Kent from Bladesover north¬ 
ward and see—persists obstinately in looking what it was. 

It is like an early day in a fine October. The hand of change 
rests on it all, unfelt, unseen; resting for a while, as it were 
half reluctantly, before it grips and ends the thing for ever. 
One frost and the whole face of things will be bare, links snap, 
patience end, our fine foliage of pretences lie glowing in the mire. ^av 

For that we have still to wait a little while. The new y 
order may have gone far towards shaping itself, but just 
as in that sort of lantern show that used to be known in the 
village as the " Dissolving Views,’* the scene that is going 
remains upon the mind, traceable and evident, and the 
newer picture is yet enigmatical long after the lines that 
are to replace those former ones have grown bright and strong, 
so that the new England of our children’s children is still a 
riddle to me. The ideas of democracy, of equality, and above 
all of promiscuous fraternity have certainly never really 
entered into the English mind. But what is coming into it ? 
All this book, I hope, will bear a little on that. Our people 
never formulates ; it keeps words for jests and ironies. In 
the meanwhile the old shapes, the old attitudes remain, 
subtly changed and changing still, sheltering strange tenants. 
Bladesover House is now let furnished to Sir Reuben Lichten¬ 
stein, and has been since old Lady Drew died ; it was my odd 
experience to visit there, in the house of which my mother 
had been housekeeper, when my uncle was at the climax of 
Tono-Bungay. It was curious to notice then the little 

differences that had come to things with this substitution. 

To borrow an image from my mineralogical days, these Jews 
were not so much a new British gentry as “ pseudomorohous '* 
after the gentry. They are a very clever people, the Jews, 
but not clever enough to suppress tlieir cleverness. I wished 
I could have gone downstairs to savour the tone of the pantry* 

It would have been very different I know* Hawksnest, 
over beyond, I noted, had its pseudomorph too ; a newspaper 
proprietor of the type that hustles along with stolen ideas 
trom one loud smk~or-swim enterprise to another, had bought 
the place outright ; Redgrave was in the hands of brewers. 

But the people in the villages, so far as I*§oufd detect, saw no 
difference in their world. Two little girls fobbed and an old 
labourer touched his hat convulsively'as 1 walked through the 
village. He still thought he knew his plaice—and mine. I did not 
know hum, but I would have liked dearly to have asked him if he 
remembered my mother, if either my uncle or old Lichtenstein 
had been man enough to stand being given away like that. 
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la that English country-side of my boyhood every human 
being had a 11 place.” It belonged to you from your birth 
like the colour of your eyes, it was inextricably your destiny. 
Above you were your betters, below you were your inferiors, 
and there were even an unstable questionable few, cases so 
disputable that you might, for the rough purposes of every day 
at least, regard them as your equals. Head and centre of 
our system was Lady Drew, her leddyship,” shrivelled, 
garrulous, with a wonderful memory for genealogies and very, 
very old, and beside her and nearly as old, Miss Sommerville, 
her cousin and companion. These two old souls lived like 
dried-up kernels in the great shell of Bladesover House, the 
shell that had once been gaily full of fops, of fine ladies in 
powder and patches and courtly gentlemen with swords ; 
and when there was no company they spent whole days in 
the corner parlour just over the housekeeper's room, between 
reading and slumber and caressing their two pet dogs. When 
I was a boy I used always to think of these two poor old 
creatures as superior beings living, like God, somewhere 
through the ceiling. Occasionally they bumped about a 
bit and one even heard them overhead, which gave them a 
greater effect of reality without mitigating their vertical pre¬ 
dominance. Sometimes too I saw them. Of course if 
I came upon them in the park or in the shrubbery (where 
I was a trespasser) I hid or fled in pious horror, but I was 
upon due occasion taken into the Presence by request. I 
remember her “ leddyship ” then as a thing of black silks 
and a golden chain, a quavering injunction to me to be a 
good boy, a very shrunken loose-skinned face and neck, 
and a ropy hand that trembled a half-crown into mine. 
Miss Somerville hovered behind, a paler thing of broken 
lavender and white and black, with screwed-up, sandy- 
lashed eyes. Her hair was yellow and her colour bright, 
and when we sat in the housekeeper’s room of a winter’s 
night warming our toes and sipping elder wine, her maid 
would tell us the simple secrets of that belated flush. . . . 
After my fight with young Garvell I was of course ban¬ 
ished, and I never saw those poor old painted goddesses again. 

Then there came and went on these floors over our respectful 
heads, the Company ; people I rarely saw, but whose tricks 
aud manners were imitated and discussed by their maids and 
valets in the housekeeper’s room and the steward’s room™ 
so that I had them through a medium at second hand. I 
gathered that none of the company was really Lady Drew's 
equal, they were greater and lesser—after the manner of all 
things in our world. Once X remember there was a Prince, 
with a real live gentlerdan in attendance, and that was a little 
above our customary levels and excited us all, and perhaps 
raised our expectations unduly. Afterwards Rabbits, the 
butler, came into my mother’s room downstairs, red with 
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indignation and with tears in his eyes. " Look at that ■ ” 
gasped Rabbits. My mother was speechless with horror. 
That was a sovereign, a mere sovereign, such as you might get 
from any commoner ! 

After Company, I remember, came anxious days, for the 
poor old women upstairs were left tired and cross and 
vindictive, and in a state of physical and emotional indigestion 
after their social efforts, . . . 

On the lowest fringe of these real Olympians hung the 
vicarage people, and next to them came those ambiguous 
beings who are neither quality nor subjects. The vicarage 
people certainly hold a place by themselves in the typical 
English scheme ; nothing is more remarkable than the pro¬ 
gress the Church has made—socially—in the last two hundred 
years. In the early eighteenth century the vicar was rather 
under than over the house-steward, and was deemed a fitting 
match for the housekeeper or any not too morally discredited 
discard. The eighteenth-century literature is full of his 
complaints that he might not remain at table to share the pie. 
He rose above these indignities because of the abundance 
of younger sons. When I meet the large assumptions of the 
contemporary cleric,- I am apt to think of these things. It is 
curious to note that to-day that down-trodden, organ-play in g 
creature, the Church of England village schoolmaster, holds 
much the same position as the seventeenth-century parson- 
The doctor in Bladesover ranked below the vicar but above 
the vet ’ ^ artists and summer visitors squeezed in above 
or below this point according to their appearance and ex¬ 
penditure ; and then in a carefully arranged scale came the 
tenantry the butler and housekeeper, the village shopkeeper, 
the head keeper, the cook, the publican, the second keeper, 
the blacksmith (whose status was complicated by his daughter 
eeping the post office and a fine hash she used to make of 
telegrams, too !), the village shopkeeper's eldest son, the first 

ootraan younger sons of the village shopkeeper, his first 
assistant, and so forth. ... 


All these conceptions and applications of a universal 
precedence and much else I drank in at Bladesover as I 
listened to the talk of valets, ladies'-maids, Rabbits the butler 

a P d . m y . tbe muc h cupboarded, white-painted, 

chint z-bngh tened housekeeper's room where the upper 

servants assembled, or of footmen and Rabbits and estate 
2? 1 i* sort ? among the green baize and Windsor chairs of 
t ^ pa + tr ^ T ~ where Rabblts > being above the law, sold beer 

? r a J?y comp un ction— or of housemaids and 
maids in the bleak, matting-carpeted still-room, 

th e °bnVh+° 0k and he J ^ ch f n maids and friends among 

e bright copper and hot glow of the kitchens. 

tbeir rauks and places came by implication 
to these people, and it was with the ranks and places of the 



Olympians that the talk mainly concerned itself. There 
was an old peerage and a Crockford together with the books 
of recipes, the Whitaker's Almanack , the Old Moore's Almanack , 
and the eighteenth-century dictionary, on the little dresser 
that broke the cupboards on one side of my mother’s room ; 
there was another peerage, with the covers off, in the pantry ; 
there was a new peerage in the billiard-room, and I seem to 
remember another in the anomalous apartment that held the 
upper servants’ bagatelle board, and in which, after the Hall 
dinner, they partook of the luxury of sweets. And if you had 
asked any of those upper servants how such and such a Prince 
of Battenberg was related to, let us say, Mr. Cunninghame 
Grahame or the Duke of Argyle, you would have been told upon 
the nail. As a boy, I heard a great deal of that sort of thing, 
and if to this day I am still a little vague about courtesy titles 
and the exact application of honorifics, it is, I can assure 
you, because I hardened my heart, and not from any lack of 
adequate opportunity of mastering these succulent particulars. 

Dominating all these memories is the figure of my mother 
- my mother who did not love me because I grew Ulcer my 
father every day—and who knew with inflexible decision her 
place and the place of every one in the world except the place 
that concealed my father—and ill some details mine. Subtle 
P9J_ n ^ s were put to her. I can see and hear her saying now, 
.° f ^liss Fison, peers of England go in before peers of the 
United Kingdom, and he is merely a peer of the United King¬ 
dom. She had much exercise in placing people’s servants 
about her tea-table, where the etiquette was very strict. I 
wonder sometimes if the etiquette of housekeepers’ rooms is as 

strict to-day, and what my mother would have made of 
a chauffeur, ... 


On the whole I am glad that I saw so much as I did of 
4 - ^ ^ # no other reason than because seeing 

w ^ en I.did* quite naively, believing in it thoroughly, and 
then coming to analyse it, has enabled me to understand 
much that would be absolutely incomprehensible in the 
structure of English society. Bladesover is, I am convinced, 
the clue to almost all that is distinctively British and per¬ 
plexing to the foreign inquirer in England and the English- 
speaking peoples. Grasp firmly that England was all Blade.s- 
? v ® r J wo hundred years ago ; that it has had Reform Acts 
maeed, and such-like changes of formula, but no essential 
revolution since then ; that all that is modem and different 
as come in as a thing intruded or as a gloss upon this pre¬ 
dominant formula, either impertinently or apologetically ■ 

P erce * ve at once the reasonableness, the necessity, 
ot that snobbishness which is the distinctive quality of English 
thought. Everybody who is not actually in the shadow 
of a Bladesover is as it were perpetually seeking^Mn’'V^' 
orientations. We have never broken wi th fo^prf\Qjdituafaj £ 
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never even symbolically hewed it to pieces, as the French 
did in quivering fact in the Terror. But all the organising 
ideas have slackened, the old habitual bonds have relaxed 
or altogether come undone. And America too, is, as it were, 
a detached, outlying part of that estate which has expanded 
in queer ways. George Washington, Esquire, was of the 
gentlefolk, and he came near being a King, It was Plutarch, 
you know, and nothing intrinsically American, that prevented 
George Washington being a King. . . . 

§4 

I hated tea-time in the housekeeper's room more than 
anything else at Bladesover. And more particularly I hated 
it when Mrs. Mackridge and Mrs. Booch and Mrs. Latude- 
Fernay were staying in the house. They were, all three of 
them, pensioned-ofl servants. Old friends of Lady Drew’s 
had rewarded them posthumously for a prolonged devotion 
to their minor comforts, and Mrs. Booch was also trustee for a 
favourite Skye terrier. Every year Lady Drew gave them an 
invitation—a reward and encouragement of virtue with 
especial reference to my mother and Miss Fison, the maid. 
They sat about in black and shiny and flouncey clothing adorned 
with gimp and beads, eating great quantities of cake, drinking 
much tea in a stately manner and reverberating remarks. 

I remember these women as immense. No doubt they 
were of negotiable size, but I was only a very little cbap and 
they have assumed nightmare proportions in my mind. 
They loomed, they bulged, they impended. Mrs. Mackridge 
was large and dark * there was a marvel about her head, 
inasmuch as she was bald. She wore a dignified cap, and 
in front of that upon her brow hair was painted. I have 
never seen the like since. She had been maid to the widow of 
Sir Roderick Blenderhasset Impey, some sort of governor 
or such-like potent in the East Indies, and from her remains— 
in Mrs. Mackridge I judge Lady Impey was a very stupendous 
and crushing creature indeed. Lady Impey had been of the 
Juno type, haughty, unapproachable, given to irony and a 
caustic wit. Mrs. Mackridge had no wit, but she had acquired 
the caustic voice and gestures along with the old satins and 
trimmings of the great lady. When she told you it was a 
fine morning, she seemed also to be telling you you were a fool 
and a low fool to boot ; when she was spoken to, she had a 
way of acknowledging your poor tinkle of utterance with a 
voluminous, scornful 44 Haw ! ” that made you want to 

he 7 allve ; She also had a way of saying 44 Indade 1 ” 
with a droop of the eyelids. 

Mrs. Booch was a smaller woman, brown haired, with 
?^ er curls on either side of her face, large blue eyes, 

ana a small set of stereotyped remarks that constituted 
ner entire mental range. Mrs, Latude-Fernay has left. 
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oddly enough, no memory at all except her name and the 
effect of a green-grey silk dress, all set with gold and blue 
buttons. I fancy she was a large blonde. Then there was 
Miss Fison, the maid who served both Lady Drew and Miss 
Somerville, and at the end of the table opposite my mother, 
sat Rabbits the butler. Rabbits, for a butler, was an un¬ 
assuming man, and at tea he was not as you know butlers, 
but in a morning coat and a black tie with blue spots. Still, 
he was large, with side whiskers, even if his clean-shaven 
mouth was weak and little. I sat among these people on a 
high, hard, early Georgian chair, trying to exist, like a feeble 
seedling amidst great rocks, and my mother sat with an eye 
upon me, resolute to suppress the slightest manifestation of 
vitality. It was hard on me, but perhaps it was also hard 
upon these rather over-fed, ageing, pretending people, that 
my youthful restlessness and rebellious, unbelieving eyes 
should be thrust in among their dignities. 

Tea lasted for nearly three-quarters of an hour, and I sat it 
out perforce ; and day after day the talk was exactly the same. 

4 ‘ Sugar, Mrs. Mackridge ? ” my mother used to ask. 

Sugar, Mrs. Latude-Femay ? ” 

4, word " sugar ” would stir the mind of Mrs. Mackridge. 

They say,” she would begin, issuing her proclamation— 
at least half her sentences began " they say ”—sugar is 
fatt-an-ing, nowadays. Many of the best people do not 
take it now at all.” 


" Not with their tea, ma'am,” said Rabbits, intelligently. 
u Not with anaytbing,” said Mrs. Mackridge, with an air of 
cr Y®^ n g repartee, and drank. 

‘‘ What won't they say next ? ” said Miss Fison. 

\\ They do say such things I ” said Mrs. Booch. 

“ They say,” said Mrs. Mackridge, inflexibly, " the doctors 
are not recomm-an-ding it now." 

My Mother : “ No, ma'am ? ” 

Mrs. Mackridge : " No, ma'am,” 

Then, to the table at large : " Poor Sir Roderick before 

he died, consumed great quan-ta-tj.es of sugar. I have 
S °2 e ^ mes fancied it may haveHastened his end.” 

| This ended the first skirmish. A certain gloom of mannerand a 
■ P a usewas considered due to the sacred memory of Sir Roderick. 

said my mother, “ don't kick the chair I ” 

.Then, perhaps, Mrs. Booch would produce a favourite 
from her repertoire. "The evenings are drawing 
^ R nicel V* M she would say, or if the season was decadent, 
Row the evenings draw in 1 ” It was an invaluable remark 
m * * do not know bow she would have got along without it. 
My mother, who sat with her back to the window, would 
always consider it due to Mrs. Booch to turn about and regard 
the evening in the act of elongation or contraction, whatever 
phase it might be. 
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A brisk discussion of how long we were to the longest or 
shortest day would ensue, and die away at last exhausted. 

Mrs. Mackridge, perhaps, would reopen. She had many 
intelligent habits ; among others she read the paper— The 
Morning Post. The other ladies would at times tackle that 
sheet, but only to read the births, marriages, and deaths 
on the front page. It was, of course, the old Morning Post 
that cost threepence, not the brisk, coruscating young thing 
of to-day. 44 They say,” she would open, 44 that Lord 
Tweedums is to go to Canada/’ 

44 Ah ! ” said Mr. Rabbits ; “ dew they ? ” 

" Isn’t he,” said my mother' 7 * Y ‘ the Earl of SlumgokTs 
cousin ? ” She knew he was ; it was an entirely irrelevant 
and unnecessary remark, but still, something to say. 

“ The same, ma'am,” said Mrs. Mackridge, 44 They say 
he was extremelay popular in New South Wales. They 
looked up to him greatlay, I knew him, ma’am, as a young 
man. A very nice pleasant young fella.” 

Interlude of respect. 

Is predecessor,” said Rabbits, who had acquired from 
some clerical model a precise emphatic articulation without 
acquiring at the same time the aspirates that would have 
graced it, 44 got into trouble at Sydney.” 

44 Haw ! ” said Mrs. Mackridge/scornfully, 44 so I am tawled.” 
4 ‘ ’E came to Templemorton after ’e came back] and I 
remember them talking 'im over after ’e’d gone again/” 

44 Haw ? ” said Mrs. Mackridge, interrogatively. 

I s was quotin’ poetry, ma’am. ’E said—what was 
it e ^ said ?—They lef’ their country for their countrv’s 
good, which in some way was took to remind them of their 
being originally convic’s, though now reformed. Every 
one I ’eard speak, agreed it was takless of ’im/’ 

" Roderick used to say,” said Mrs. Mackridge, 44 that the 
First Thmg here Mrs. Mackridge paused and looked 
dreadfully at me^“ and the Second Thing ’’—here she fixed 
me again- and the Third Thing ”—now I was released— 
needed m a colonial governor is Tact.” She became aware 
, m y doubte again, and added predominantly, 44 It has always 
struck me that that was a Singularly True Remark.” 

I resolved that if ever I found this polypus of Tact growing 

up m my soul, I would tear it out by the roots, throw it forth 
and stamp on it. 

44 They’re queer people—colonials/’ said Rabbits. 44 verv 
queer When I was at Templemorton I see something ov 

9 k* eliows ' SOI ? e of Very respectful of course, 

free wifb their money m a spasammy sort of way, but_ 

Some of em, I must confess, make me nervous. They have 

an eye on you. They watch you—as you wait They let 
themselves appear to be lookin' at you. ...” ‘ ney ieX 

My mother said nothing in that discussion. The word 
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“colonies ” always upset her. She was afraid, I think, that 

it she turned her mind in that direction my errant father 

might suddenly and shockingly be discovered, no doubt 

conspicuously bigamic and altogether offensive and revolu- 

110nary. She did not want to rediscover my father at all. 

k 1S c V r * ous that when I was a little listening boy I had 

a. 1 ? 0 * 1 an ^dea of our colonies that I jeered in my heart at 

*“**• " : la-ckridge’s colonial ascendancy. These brave, eraanci- 

pated sunburnt English of the open, I thought, suffer these 

aristocratic invaders as a quaint anachronism, but as for being 
gratified-1 & 

I don’t jeer now. I’m not so sure. 

§5 

^tis a httle difficult to explain why I did not come to do 
y* a t was the natural thing for any one in my circumstances 
o do, and take my world for granted, A certain innate 
scepticism, I think, explains it—and a certain inaptitude 
lor sympathetic assimilation. My father, I believe, was 
a sceptic ; my mother was certainly a hard woman. 

1 was an only child, and to this day I do not know whether 
my father is Uving or dead. He fled my mother’s virtues 
• e 9 1 ! 6 distincter memories began. He left no traces 

in his night, and she, in her indignation, destroyed every 
a estige that she couki of him. Never a photograph nor 
a scrap of his handwriting have I seen ; and it was, I know, 
on y the accepted code of virtue and discretion that pre¬ 
vented her destroying her marriage certificate and me, and 
making a clean sweep of her matrimonial humiliation. 
+h S +^° S vj * rails t inherit something of the moral stupidity 
at could enable her to make a holocaust of every little 
personal thing she had of him. There must have been 
presents made by him as a lover, for example—books with 
inaly inscriptions, letters perhaps, a flattened flower, a 
yrng* or such-like gage. She kept her wedding-ring, of course, 
pk * the others she destroyed. She never told me his 
an i lame or indeed spoke a word to me of him, though 
nncs I came near daring to ask her ; and what I have 

mv rr i**' muc ^—I got from his brother, my hero, 

cerHfi C ^ >onc ^ ere Y 0 * She wore her ring ; her marriage 
of e S ^ e ^ e pt in a sealed envelope in the very bottom 

amnim trunk, and me she sustained at a private school 

af e Kentish hills. You must not think I was always 

came t 680 ^ 61 *— even in my holidays. If at the time these 
or for ° und » Lad y Drew was vexed by recent Company, 
then .H y 0 r ® ason wished to take it out of my mother, 
ha? used to ignore the customary reminder my mother 
8 Rnf 1 “ stayed on ” at the school. 

were rare, and I suppose that between 
ourteen I averaged fifty days a year at Bladesover. 
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Don't imagine I deny that was a fine thing for me* Blades** 
over, in absorbing the whole country-side, had not altogether 
missed greatness. The Bladesover system * has at least done 
one good thing for England, it has abolished the peasant habitl 
of mind. If many of us still live and breathe pantry and- 
housekeeper’s room, we are quit of the dream of living by 
economising parasitically on hens and pigs. . . . About that 
park there were some elements of a liberal education ; there 
was a great space of greensward not given over to manure 
and food grubbing ; there was mystery, there was matter 
for the imagination. It was still a park of deer. I saw some¬ 
thing of the life of these dappled creatures, heard the belling 
of stags, came upon young fawns among the bracken, found 
bones, skulls, and antlers in lonely places. There were 
corners that gave a gleam of meaning to the word forest, 
glimpses of unstudied natural splendour. There was a slope 
of bluebells in the broken sunlight under the newly green 
beeches in the west wood that is now precious sapphire in 
my memory ; it was the first time that I knowingly met Beauty. 

And in the house there were books. The rubbish old 
Lady Drew read I never saw ; stuff of the Maria Monk type, 

I have since gathered, had a fascination for her ; but back 
in the past there had been a Drew of intellectual enterprise. 
Sir Cuthbert, the son of Sir Matthew who built the house ; 
and thrust away, neglected and despised, in an old room 
upstairs were books and treasures of his that my mother 
let me rout among during a spell of wintry wet. Sitting 
under a dormer window on a shelf above great stores of tea 
and spices, I became familiar with much of Hogarth in a big 
portfolio, with Raphael—there was a great book of engrav¬ 
ings from the stanzas of Raphael in the Vatican—and with 
most of the capitals of Europe as they had looked about 1780, 
by means of several big iron-moulded books of views. There 
was also a broad eighteenth-century atlas with huge wander¬ 
ing maps that instructed me mightily. It had splendid adorn¬ 
ments about each map title ; Holland showed a fisherman and 
his boat ; Russia a Cossack ; Japan, remarkable people 
attired in pagodas—I say it deliberately, 41 pagodas." There 
were Terr® Incognitae in every continent then, Poland, 
Sarmatia, lands since lost ; and many a voyage I made with 
a blunted pin about that large, incorrect, and dignified world. 
The books in that little old closet had been banished, I suppose, 
from the saloon during the Victorian revival of good taste 
and emasculated orthodoxy, but my mother had no suspicion 
of their character. So I read and understood the good sound 
rhetoric of Tom Paine’s Rights of Man, and his Common 
Sense —excellent books, once praised by bishops and 
sedulously lied about. Gulliver was there unexpurgated, 
strong meat for a boy, perhaps, but not too strong, I hold-— 

I have never regretted that I escaped niceness in these affairs. 
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The satire of Traldragdubh made my blood boil as it was 
meant to do, but I hated Swift for the Houyhnhnms and never 
quite liked a horse afterwards. Then I remember also a 
translation of Voltaire’s Candide, and Rasselas ; and, vast 
book though it was, I really believe I read, in a muzzy sort 
of way, of course, from end to end, and even with some 
reference now and then to the Atlas, Gibbon—in twelve volumes. 

These readings whetted my taste for more, and surrepti¬ 
tiously I raided the bookcases in the big saloon. I got through 
quite a number of books before my sacrilegious temerity 
was discovered by Ann, the old head-housemaid. I remember 
that among others I tried a translation of Plato’s Republic 
then, and found extraordinarily little interest in it - I "was 
much too young for that ; but Vathefa — Vathek was glorious 
stuff. That kicking affair ! When everybody had to kick ! 

The thought of Vathek always brings back with it my 
boyish memory of the big saloon at Bladesover. 

It was a huge, long room with many windows opening 
upon the park, and each 'window—there were a dozen or 
more reaching from the floor up—had its elaborate silk or 
satin curtains, heavily fringed, a canopy (is it P) above, its 
complex white shutters folding into the deep thickness of 
the wall. At either end of that great still place was an 
immense marble chimney-piece ; the end by the bookcase 
showed the wolf and Romulus and Remus, with Homer 
and Virgil for supporters ; the design of the other end I have 
forgotten. Frederick, Prince of Wales, swaggered fiatlv 
over the one, twice life-size, but mellowed by the surface 
gleam of oil j and over the other was an equally colossal 
group of departed Drews as sylvan deities, scantily clad, 
against a storm-rent sky. Down the centre of the elaborate 
ceiling were three chandeliers, each bearing some hundreds 
of dangling glass lustres, and over the interminable carpet— 
it impressed me as about as big as Sarmatia in the store-room 
Atlas — were islands and archipelagos of chintz-covered 
chairs and couches, tables, great Sevres vases on pedestals, 
a bronze man and horse. Somewhere in this wilderness one 
came, I remember, upon a big harp beside a lyre-shaped 
w^sic-stand, and a grand piano. . . . 

The book-borrowing raid was one of extraordinary dash 
and danger. One came down the main service stairs—that 
Wa \. Illegality began on a little landing when, very 

cautiously, one went through a red baize door. A short 
passage led to the hall, and here one reconnoitred for Ann, 
r . head-housemaid—the younger housemaids were 

friendly and did not count. Ann located, came a dash across 
tac open space at the foot of that great staircase that has 
never been properly* descended since powder went out of 
fashion, and so to the saloon door. A beast of an oscillating 
Chinaman in china, as large as life, grimaced and quivered to 



20 


TONO-BUNGAY 


one's lightest steps. That door was the perilous place; it 
was double, with the thickness of the wall between, so that one 
could not listen beforehand for the whisk of the feather-brush 
on the other side. Oddly rat-like, is it not, this darting into 
enormous places in pursuitof the abandoned crumbs of thought? 

And I found Langhorne's Plutarch too, I remember, on 
those shelves. It seems queer to me now to think that I 
acquired pride and self-respect, the idea of a state and the 
germ of public spirit, in such a furtive fashion ; queer, too, 
that it should rest with an old Greek, dead these eighteen 
hundred years, to teach me that. 

§ 6 

The school I went to was the sort of school the Bladesover 
system permitted. The public schools that had come into 
existence in the brief glow of the Renascence had been taken 
possession of by the ruling class ; the lower classes were not 
supposed to stand in need of schools, and our middle stratum 
schools it deserved, private schools, schools any un¬ 
qualified pretender was free to establish. Mine was kept 
^ who had had the energy to get himself a college 

01 Preceptors diploma, and considering how cheap his charges 
^ re, L readily admit the place might have been worse. 

e building was a dingy, yellow-brick residence outside the 
village, w!th the schoolroom as an outbuilding of lath and plaster. 

. j remember that my schooldays were unhappy— 

indeed, I recall a good lot of fine mixed fun in them—but I 
cannot without grave risk of misinterpretation declare that 
vve were at all nice and refined. We fought much, not sound 
1 c ? n ? a . hshrinjg but “ scrapping " of a sincere and murderous 
kma, into which one might bring one's boots—it made us 
tough at any rate- and several of us were the sons of London 
publicans, who distinguished “ scraps " where one meant to 
hurt from ordered pugilism, practising both arts, and having, 
moreover, precocious linguistic gifts. Our cricket-field was 
bald about the wickets, and we played without style and 
disputed with the umpire ; and the teaching was chiefly in 
the hands of a lout of nineteen, who wore ready-made clothes 
and taught despicably. The head master and proprietor 
taught us arithmetic, algebra, and Euclid, and to the older 
boys even trigonometry, himself; he had a strong mathe- 
matical bias, and I think now that by the standard of a British 
public school he did rather well by us. 

We had one inestimable privilege at that school, and that 
was spiritual neglect. We dealt with one another with the 
forcible simplicity of natural boys, we “cheeked" and 
t and “ clouted ” ; we thought ourselves Red 

Indians and cowboys and suchlike honourable things, and 
not young English gentlemen ; we never felt the st rain of 

Onward, Christian soldiers," nor were swayed by any 
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premature piety in the cold oak pew of our Sunday devotions. 
All that was good* We spent our rare pennies in the un¬ 
censored reading matter of the village dame's shop, on the 
Boys of England and honest penny dreadfuls—ripping stuff, 
stuff that anticipated Haggard and Stevenson, badly printed 
and queerly illustrated, and very, very good for us. On our 
half-holidays we were allowed the unusual freedom of rambling 
in twos and threes wide and far about the land, talking ex¬ 
perimentally, dreaming wildly. There was much in those 
walks ! To this day the landscape of the Kentish weald, 
with its low, broad distances, its hop gardens and golden 
stretches of wheat, its oasts and square church towers, its 
background of downland and hangers, has for me a faint 
sense of adventure added to the pleasure of its beauty. We 
smoked on occasion, but nobody put us up to the proper 
“ boyish " things to do ; we never “ robbed an orchard/’ for 
example, though there were orchards all about us: we thought 
stealing was sinful ; we stole incidental apples and turnips 
and strawbemes from the fields, indeed, but in a criminal in¬ 
glorious fashion, and afterwards we were ashamed. We had 
our days of adventure, but they were natural accidents, our 
own adventures. There was one hot day when several of us, 
walking out towards Maidstone, were incited by the devil 
to despise ginger beer, and we fuddled ourselves dreadfully 
with ale ; and a time when our young minds were infected to 
the pitch of buying pistols, by the legend of the Wild West. 
Young Roots from Highbury, came back with a revolver 
and cartridges, and we went off six strong to live a free, wild 
life one holiday afternoon. We fired our first shot deep in 
the old flint mine at Chiselstead, and nearly burst our ear¬ 
drums ; then we fired in a primrose-studded wood by Pick- 
thorn Green, and X gave a false alarm of " keeper," and we 
fled in disorder for a mile. After which Roots suddenly 
shot at a pheasant in the high road by Chiselstead, and then 
young Barker told lies about the severity of the game laws 
and made Roots sore afraid, and we hid the pistol in a dry 
ditch outside the school field. A day or so after we got it 
again, and ignoring a certain fouling and rusting of the barrel, 
tried for a rabbit at three hundred yards. Young Roots 
blew a molehill at twenty paces into a dust cloud, burnt his 
fingers, and scorched his face ; and the weapon having once 
displayed this strange disposition to flame upon the shooter, 
was not subsequently fired. 

One main source of excitement for us was 44 cheeking " 
people in vans and carts upon the Goudhurst road ; and 
getting myself into a monstrous white mess in the chalk 
pits beyond the village, and catching yellow jaundice as a 
sequel to bathing stark naked with three other Adamites. 
Old Ewart leading that function, in the rivulet across Hick¬ 
son’s meadows, are among my memorabilia* Those free. 
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imaginative afternoons ! how much they were for us I how 
much thev did for us ! All streams came from the then un- 
discovered “ sources of the Nile * J in those days, all thickets 
were Indian jungles, and our best game, I say it with pride, 
T invented. I got it out of the Bladesover saloon. We found 
a wood where “ Trespassing ” was forbidden, and did the 
** Retreat of the Ten Thousand " through it from end to end, 
cutting our way bravely through a host of nettle beds that 
barred our path, and not forgetting to weep and kneel when 
at last we emerged within sight of the High Road Sea. So we 
have burst at times, weeping and rejoicing, upon startled 
wayfarers. Usually I took the part of that distinguished 
general Xenophon—and please note the quantity of the 6. 
I have all my classical names like that-—Socrates rhymes 
with Bates for me, and except when the bleak eye of some 
scholar warns me of his standards of judgment, I use those 
dear old mispronunciations still. The little splash into Latin 
made during my days as a chemist washed off nothing of the 
habit. Well,—if I met those great gentlemen of the past with 
their accents carelessly adjusted I did at least meet them 
alive, as an equal, and in a living tongue. Altogether my 
school might easily have been worse for me, and among 
other good things it gave me a friend who has lasted my life out. 

This was Ewart, who is now a monumental artist at Woking, 
after many vicissitudes. Dear chap, how he did stick out 
of his clothes to be sure ! He was a long-limbed lout, 
ridiculously tall beside my more youthful compactness, and 
except that there was no black moustache under his nose 
blob, he had the same round knobby face he has to-day, the 
same bright and active hazel-brown eyes, the stare, the medita¬ 
tive moment, the insinuating reply. Surely no boy ever 
played the fool as Bob Ewart used to play it, no boy had a 
readier knack of mantling the world with wonder. Common¬ 
ness vanished before Ewart, at his expository touch all things 
became memorable and rare. From him I first heard tell of 
love, but only after its barbs were already sticking in my heart. 
He was, I know now, the bastard of that great improvident 
artist, Rickman n Ewart ; he brought the light of a lax world 
that at least had not turned its back upon beauty, into the 
growing fermentation of my mind. 

I won his heart by a version of Vathek, and after that we 
were inseparable yarning friends. We merged our intellectual 
stock so completely that I wonder sometimes how much I did 
not become Ewart, how much Ewart is not vicariously and 
derivatively me. ... / 

§7 y 

And then when I had newly passed my fourteenth birth¬ 
day, came my tragic disgrace. 

It was in my midsummer holidays that the thing happened. 
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and it was through the Honourable Beatrice Normandy. 
She had " come into my life,” as they say, before I was twelve. 

She descended unexpectedly into a peaceful interlude 
that followed the annual going of those Three Great Women. 
She came into the old nursery upstairs, and every day she had 
tea with us in the housekeeper’s room. She was eight, and 
she came with a nurse called Nannie ; and to begin with, I 
did not like her at all. 

Nobody liked this irruption into the downstairs rooms ; 
the two “ gave trouble ”•—-a dire offence ; Nannie's sense of 
duty to her charge led to requests and demands that took 
my mother’s breath away. Eggs at unusual times, the 
reboiling of milk, the rejection of an excellent milk pudding 
—not negotiated respectfully, but dictated as of right. 
Nannie was a dark, long-featured, taciturn woman in a grey 
dress ; she had a furtive inflexibility of manner that finally 
dismayed and crushed and overcame. She conveyed she was 
“ under orders ”—like a Greek tragedy. She was that strange 
product of the old time, a devoted, trusted servant ; she had. 
as it were, banked all her pride and will with the greater, more 
powerful people who employed her, in return for a life-long 
security of servitude—the bargain was none the less binding 
for being implicit. Finally they were to pension her, and she 
would die the hated treasure of a boarding-house. She had 
built up in herself an enormous habit of reference to these up¬ 
stairs people, she had curbed down all discordant murmurings 
of her soul, her very instincts were perverted or surrendered. 
She was sexless, her personal pride was all transferred, she 
mothered another woman’s child with a hard, joyless devotion 
that was at last entirely compatible with a stoical separation. 
She treated us all as things that counted for nothing save to 
fetch and carry for her charge. But the Honourable Beatrice 
could condescend. 

4 The queer chances of later years come between me and a 
distinctly separated memory of that childish face. When 
I think of Beatrice, I think of her as I came to know her 
at a later time, when at last I came to know her so well that 
indeed now I could draw her, and show a hundred little delicate 
things you would miss in looking at her* But even then I 
remember how I noted the infinite delicacy of her childish skin 
and the fine eyebrow, finer than the finest feather that ever 
one felt on the breast of a bird. She was one of those elfin, 
rather precocious little girls, quick coloured, with dark hair, 
naturally curling dusky hair that was sometimes astray over 
her eyes, and eyes that were sometimes impishly dark and 
sometimes a clear brown-yellow. And from the very out¬ 
set, after a most cursory attention to Rabbits, she decided 
that the only really interesting thing at the tea-table was myself. 
The elders talked in their formal, dull way—telling Nannie 
the trite old things about the park and the village that they 
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told every one, and Beettnee wstched me across th.6 tfible 
with a pitiless little curiosity that made me uncomfortable. 

" Fannie,* ’ she said, pointing, and Nannie left a question of mv 
mother’s disregarded to attend to her; " is he a servant boy ? " 

“ S-s-sh," said Nannie. " He’s Master Ponderevo." 

'“Is hea servant boy ? " repeated Beatrice. 

“ He's a schoolboy," said my mother. 

■' Then may I talk to him, Nannie ? " 

Nannie surveyed me with, brutal inhumanity* \ ou 
mustn’t talk too much," she said to her charge, and cut 
cake into fingers for her. " No," she added decisively, as 
Beatrice made to speak. 

Beatrice became malignant. Her eyes explored me with 
unjustifiable hostility. " He’s got dirty hands," she said, 
stabbing at the forbidden fruit. “ And there’s a fray to his 
collar." 

Then she gave herself up to cake with an appearance of 
entire forgetfulness of me that filled me with hate and a 
passionate desire to compel her to admire me. . • . And 
the next day before tea, I did for the first time in my life, 
freely, without command or any compulsion, wash my hands. 

So our acquaintance began, and presently was deepened 
by a whim of hers. She had a cold and was kept indoors, 
and confronted Nannie suddenly with the alternative of 
being hopelessly naughty% which in her case involved a 
generous amount of screaming unsuitable for the ears of an 
elderly, shaky, rich aunt, or having me up to the nursery to 
play with her all the afternoon, Nannie came downstairs 
and borrowed me in a careworn manner, and I was handed 
over to the little creature as if I was some large variety of 
kitten. I had never had anything to do with a little girl 
before, I thought she was more beautiful and wonderful and 
bright than anything else could possibly be in life, and she 
found me the gentlest of slaves—though at the same time, as 
I made evident, fairly strong. And Nannie was amazed to 
find the afternoon slip cheerfully and rapidly away. She 
praised my manners to Lady Drew and to my mother, who 
said she was glad to hear well of me, and after that I played 
with Beatrice several times. The toys she had remain in my 
memory still as huge, splendid things, gigantic to all my 
previous experience of toys, and we even went to the great 
doll's house on the nursery landing to play discreetly 
with that, the great doll’s house that the Prince Regent 
had given Sir Harry Drew's first-born (who died at five), 
that was a not ineffectual model of Blades over itself, and 
contained eighty-five dolls and had cost hundreds of pounds. 
I played under imperious direction with that toy of glory. 

I went back to school when that holiday was over, dream in g 
of beautiful things, and got Ewart to talk to me of love ; and 
I made a great story out of the doll’s house, a story that. 
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taken over into Ewart's hands, speedily grew to an island 
doll's city all our own* 

One of the dolls, I privately decided, was like Beatrice. 

One other holiday there was when I saw something of 
her—oddly enough my memory of that second holiday in 
which she played a part is vague—and then came a gap of a 
year, and then my disgrace. 

§ 8 

Now I sit down to write my story and tell over again things 
in their order, I find for the first time how inconsecutive and 
irrational a thing the memory can be. One recalls acts and 
cannot recall motives ; one recalls quite vividly moments that 
stand out inexplicably—things adrift, joining on to nothing, 
leading nowhere. I think I must have seen Beatrice and her 
half-brother quite a number of times in my last holiday at 
Bladesover, but I really cannot recall more than a little of the 
quality of the circumstances. That great crisis of my boy¬ 
hood stands out very vividly as an effect, as a sort of cardinal 
thing for me, but when I look for details—particularly details 
that led up to the crisis—I cannot find them in any developing 
order at all. This half-brother, Archie Garvell, was a new 
factor in the affair. I remember him clearly as a fair¬ 
haired, supercilious-looking, weedily-lank boy, much taller 
than I, but I should imagine very little heavier, and that 
we hated each other by a sort of instinct from the beginning ; 
and yet I cannot remember my first meeting with him at all. 

Looking back into these past things—-it is like rummag¬ 
ing in a neglected attic that has experienced the attentions 
of some whimsical robber — I cannot even account for 
the presence of these children at Bladesover, They were, I 
know, among the innumerable cousins of Lady Drew, and 
according to the theories of downstairs, candidates for the 
ultimate possession of Bladesover. If they were, their 
candidature was unsuccessful But that great place, with 
all its faded splendour, its fine furniture, its large traditions, 
was entirely at the old lady's disposition ; and I am inclined 
to think it is true that she used this fact to torment and 
dominate a number of eligible people. Lord Osprey was 
among the number of these, and she showed these hospitalities 
to his motherless child and stepchild, partly, no doubt, 
because he was poor, but quite as much, I nowadays imagine, 
in the dim hope of finding some affectionate or imaginative 
outcome of contact with them. Nannie had dropped out 
of the world this second time, and Beatrice was in the charge 
of an extremely amiable and ineffectual poor army-class 
young woman whose name I never knew. They were, I 
think, two remarkably ill-managed and enterprising children. 
I seem to remember, too, that it was understood that I was 
not a fit companion for them, and that our meetings had to be 
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as unostentatious as possible. It was Beatrice who insisted 
upon our meeting. 

I am certain I knew quite a lot about love at fourteen, 
and that I was quite as much in love with Beatrice then as 
any impassioned adult could be, and that Beatrice was, in her 
way, in love with me. It is part of the decent and _ useful 
pretences of our world that children of the age at which we 
were, think nothing, feel nothing, know nothing of love. 
It is wonderful what people the English are for keeping up 
pretences. But indeed I cannot avoid telling that Beatrice 
and I talked of love and kissed and embraced one another. 

I recall something of one talk under the overhanging 
bushes of the shrubbery—I on the park side of the stone 
wall, and the lady of my worship a little inelegantly astride 
thereon. Inelegantly do I say ? You should have seen the 
sweet imp as I remember her. Just her poise on the wall 
comes suddenly clear before me, and behind her the light 
various branches of the bushes of the shrubbery that my feet 
might not profane, and far away and high behind her, dim 
and stately, the cornice of the great facade of Bladesover rose 
against the dappled sky. Our talk must have been serious 
and businesslike, for we were discussing my social position. 

II I don't love Archie,” she had said, apropos of nothing ; 
and then in a whisper, leaning forward with the hair about 
her face, “ I love you ! ” 

But she had been a little pressing to have it clear that I 
was not and could not be a servant. 

” You’ll never be a servant—ever ! ” 

I swore that very readily, and it is a vow I havekept by nature. 

44 What will you be ? ” said she. 

I ran my mind hastily over the professions. 

44 Will you be a soldier ? ” she asked. 

” And be bawled at by duffers ? No fear l ” said I. 

” Leave that to the plough-boys.” 

44 But an officer ? ” 

** I don’t know,” I said, evading a shameful difficulty. 
41 I’d rather go into the navy,” 

44 Wouldn't you like to fight ? ” 

“ I’d like to fight,” I said. ** But a common soldier—it's 
no honour to have to be told to fight and to be looked down 
upon while you do it, and how could I be an officer ? ” 

“ Couldn’t you be ? ” she said, and looked at me doubtfully ; 
and the spaces of the social system opened between us. 

Then, as became a male of spirit, I took upon myself to 
brag and He my way through this trouble. I said I was a 
poor man, and poor men went into the navy ; that I 44 knew ” 
mathematics, which no army officer did ; and I claimed 
Nelson for an exemplar, and spoke very highly of my outlook 
upon blue water. ” He loved Lady Hamilton,” I said, 
£r although she was a lady—and I will love you,” 
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We were somewhere near that when the egregious governess 
became audible, calling iC Beeee-atrice 1 Beeee-e-e-atrice ! *' 

14 Snifty beast! ** said my lady, and tried to get on with 
the conversation ; but that governess made things impossible. 

14 Come here ! ” said my lady suddenly, holding out a grubby 
hand ; and I went very close to her, and she put her little head 
down upon the wall until her black fog of hair tickled my cheek. 

You are my humble, faithful lover ? ” she demanded in 
a whisper, her warm flushed face near touching mine, and her 
eyes very dark and lustrous. 

4 ‘ I am your humble, faithful lover/’ I whispered back. 

And she put her arm about my head and put out her lips, 
and we kissed, and boy though I was, I was all a-tremble. 
So we two kissed for the first time. 

44 Beeee-e-e-k- trice f ’* —fearfully close. 

My lady had vanished, with one wild kick of her black- 
stockinged legs. A moment after, I heard her sustaining the 
reproaches of her governess, and explaining her failure to 
answer with an admirable lucidity and disingenuousness. 

I felt it was unnecessary for me to be seen just then, and I 
vanished guiltily round the corner into the West Wood, and 
so to love-dreams and single-handed play, wandering along 
one of those meandering bracken valleys that varied Bladesover 
park. And that day and for many days that kiss upon my 
lips was a seal, and by night the seed of dreams. 

Then I remember an expedition we made—she, I, and 
her half-brother—into those West Woods—they two were 
supposed to be playing in the shrubbery—and how we were 
Indians there, and made a wigwam out of a pile of beech 
logs, and how we stalked deer, crept near and watched rabbits 
feeding in a glade, and almost got a squirrel. It was play 
seasoned with plentiful disputing between me and young 
Garvell, for each firmly insisted upon the leading r 61 es, and 
only my wider reading—I had read ten stories to his one— 
gave me the ascendancy over him. Also I scored over him 
by knowing how to find the eagle in a bracken stem. And 
somehow—I don’t remember what led to it at all-—I and 
Beatrice, two hot and ruffled creatures, crept in among the 
tall bracken and hid from him. The great fronds rose above 
us, five feet or more, and as I had learnt how to wriggle through 
that undergrowth with the minimum of betrayal by tossing 
greenery above, I led the way. The ground under bracken is 
beautifully clear and faintly scented in warm weather ; the 
stems come up black and then green ; if you crawl fiat, it is a 
tropical forest in miniature. I led the way and Beatrice 
crawled behind, and then as the green of the farther glade 
opened before us, stopped. She crawled up to me, her hot 
little face came close to mine ; once more she looked and 
breathed close to me, and suddenly she fiung her arm about 
my neck and dragged me to earth beside her, and kissed me 
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and kissed me again. We kissed, we embraced and kissed 
again, all without a word ; we desisted, we stared and hesi¬ 
tated—then in a suddenly damped mood and a little perplexed 
at ourselves, crawled out, to be presently run down and caught 
in the tamest way by Archie. 

That comes back very clearly to me, and other vague 
memories—I know old Hall and his gun, out shooting at 
jackdaws, came into our common experiences, but I ^ don't 
remember how ; and then at last, abruptly, our fight in the 
Warren stands out. The Warren, like most places in England 
that have that name, was not particularly a warren, it was a 
long slope of thorns and beeches through which a path ran, 
and made an alternative route to the downhill carriage road 
between Bladesover and Ropedean. I don’t know how we 
three got there, but I have an uncertain fancy it was con¬ 
nected with a visit paid by the governess to the Ropedean 
vicarage people. But suddenly Archie and I, in discussing 
a game, fell into a dispute for Beatrice. I had made him the 
fairest offer : I was to be a Spanish nobleman, she was to be 
my wife, and he was to be a tribe of Indians trying to carry 
her off. It seems to me a fairly attractive offer to a boy to be 
a whole tribe of Indians with a chance of such a booty. But 
Archie suddenly took offence. 

“ No,” he said ; 11 we can’t have that t ** 

* s Can’t have what ? ” 

“ You can't be a gentleman, because you aren't. And 
you can't play Beatrice is your wife. It’s—it's impertinent.” 

” But-” I said, and looked at her. 

Some earlier grudge in the day's affair must have been in 
Archie’s mind. ** We let you play with us,” said Archie ; 
” but we can't have things like that.” 

” What rot! ” said Beatrice. “ He can if he likes.” 

But he carried his point. I let him carry it, and only began 
to grow angry three or four minutes later. Then we were 
still discussing play and disputing about another game. 
Nothing seemed right for all of us. 

” We don't want you to play with us at all,” said Archie. 

” Yes, we do,” said Beatrice. 

“ He drops his aitch.es like anything.” 

No, E doesn't,” said I, in the heat of the moment. 

" There you go ! ” he cried. ** E, he says. El El El” 

He pointed a finger at me. He had struck to the heart 
of my shame. I made the only possible reply by a rush at 
him. <f Hallo 1 ” he cried, at my blackavised attack. He 
dropped back into an attitude that had some style in it, 
parried my blow, got back at my cheek, and laughed with 
surprise and relief at his own success. Whereupon I became 
a thing of murderous rage. He could box as well or better 
than I—he had yet to realise I knew anything of that at all— 
but I had fought once or twice to a finish with bare fists. 
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I was used to inflicting and enduring savage hurting, and I 
doubt if he had ever fought. I hadn't fought ten seconds 
before I felt this softness in him, realised all that quality of 
modern upper-class England that never goes to the quick, 
that hedges about rules and those petty points of honour 
that are the ultimate comminution of honour, that claims 
credit for things demonstrably half done. He seemed to 
think that first hit of his and one or two others were going to 
matter, that I ought to give in when presently my lip bled 
and dripped blood upon my clothes. So before we had been 
at it a minute he had ceased to be aggressive except in 
momentary spurts, and I was knocking him about almost 
as I wanted to do, and demanding breathlessly and fiercely, 
after our school manner, whether he had had enough, not know¬ 
ing that by his high code and his soft training it was equally 
impossible for him to either buck-up and beat me, or give in. 

I have a very distinct impression of Beatrice dancing about 
us during the affair in a state of unladylike appreciation, but 
I was too preoccupied to hear much of what she was saying. 
But she certainly backed us both, and I am inclined to think 
now—it may be the disillusionment of my ripened years— 
whichever she thought was winning. 

Then young Garvell, giving way before my slogging, 
stumbled and fell over a big flint, and I, still following the 
tradition of my class and school, promptly flung myself on 
him to finish him. We were busy with each other on the 
ground when we became aware of a dreadful interruption. 

4t Shut up, you fool ! ” said Archie. 

“ Oh, Lady Brew 1 ” I heard Beatrice cry, ** They’re 
fighting ! They're fighting something awful t ” 

I looked over my shoulder. Archie’s wish to get up became 
irresistible, and my resolve to go on with him vanished 
altogether. 

I became aware of the two old ladies, presences of black 
and purple silk and fur and shining dark things ; they had 
walked up through the Warren while the horses took the 
hill easily, and so had come upon us. Beatrice had gone to 
them at once with an air of taking refuge, and stood beside 
and a little behind them. We both rose dejectedly. The 
two old ladies were evidently quite dreadfully shocked, and 
peering at us with their poor old eyes ; and never had I seen 
such a tremble ment in Lady Brew’s lorgnettes. 

" You’ve never been fighting ? ” said Lady Brew. “ You 
have been fighting.” 

“ ft wasn’t proper fighting,” snapped Archie, with accusing 
eyes on me. 

“ It’s Mrs. Ponderevo’s George t ” said Miss Somerville, so 
adding a conviction for ingratitude to my evident sacrilege. 

f4 How could he dare ? ” cried Lady Brew, becoming very 
awful. 
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" He broke the rules,” said Archie, sobbing for breath. ” I 
slipped, and—he hit me while I was down. He knelt on me,” 

'! How could you dare ? ” said Lady Drew. 

X produced an experienced handkerchief rolled up into 
a tight ball, and wiped the blood from my chin, but I offered 
no explanation of my daring. Among other things that 
prevented that, I was too short of breath. 

He didn’t fight fair,” sobbed Archie. . . . 

Beatrice, from behind the old ladies, regarded me intently 
and without hostility. I am inclined to think the modi¬ 
fication of my face through the damage to my lip interested 
her. It became dimly apparent to my confused intelligence 
that I must not say these two had been playing with me. 
That would not be after the rules of their game. I resolved 
in this difficult situation upon a sulky silence, and to take 
whatever consequences might follow. 

§ 9 

The powers of justice in Bladesover made an extraordinary 
mess of my case. 

I have regretfully to admit that the Honourable Beatrice 
Normandy did, at the age of ten, betray me, abandon me, 
and lie most abominably about me. She was, as a matter 
of fact, panic-stricken about me, conscience-stricken, too ; 
she bolted from the very thought of my being her affianced 
lover and so forth, from the faintest memory of kissing ; she 
was indeed altogether disgraceful and human in her betrayal. 
She and her half-brother lied in perfect concord, and I was 
presented as a wanton assailant of my social betters. They 
were waiting about in the Warren, when I came up and spoke 
to them, etc. 

On the whole, I now perceive Lady Drew's decisions were, 
in the light of the evidence, reasonable and merciful. 

They were conveyed to me by my mother, who was, I 
really believe, even more shocked by the grossness of my 
social insubordination than Lady Drew. She dilated on her 
ladyship’s kindnesses to me, on the effrontery and wickedness 
of my procedure, and so came at last to the terms of my 
penance. “You must go up to young Mr. Garvell, and beg 
his pardon.” 

“ I won’t beg his pardon,” I said, speaking for the first time. 

My mother paused, incredulous. 

I folded my arms on her tablecloth, and delivered my 
wicked little ultimatum. “ I won’t beg his pardon nohow,” 
I said. “ See ? ” 

“ Then you will have to go off to your Uncle Frapp at 
Chatham.” 

“ I don’t care where I have to go or what I have to do, I 
won't beg his pardon,” I said. 

And I didn’t. 
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After that I was one against the world. Perhaps in my 
mother's heart there lurked some pity for me, but she did not 
show it. She took the side of the young gentleman ; she 
tried hard, she tried very hard, to make me say I was sorrv 
I had struck him. Sorry ! 

I couldn't explain. 

So I went into exile in the dog-cart to Redwood station, with 
Jukes the coachman, coldly silent, driving me, and all my per¬ 
sonal belongings in a small American-cloth portmanteau behind. 

I felt I had much to embitter me ; the game had not the 

of fairness by any standards I knew. . . . But the 
thing that embittered me most was that the Honourable 
^ ea f ;r i ce Normandy should have repudiated and fled from 
me as though I was some sort of leper, and not even have 
taken a chance or so, to give me a good-bye. She might 
have done that anyhow ! Supposing I had told on her l But 
the son of a servant counts as a servant. She had forgotten 
and now remembered. . . . 

I solaced myself with some extraordinary dream of coming 
back to Bladesover, stern, powerful, after the fashion of 
Coriolanus. I do not recall the details, but I have no doubt 
I displayed great magnanimity. . . . 

Well, anyhow, I never said I was sorry for pounding young 
Garvell, and I am not sorry to this day. 


CHAPTER TWO 

OF MV LAUNCH INTO THE WORLD AND THE LAST I SAW 

OF BLADESOVER 

- § I 

W hen I was thus banished from Bladesover House, as 
it was then thought for good and all, I was sent by my 
mother in a vindictive spirit, first to her cousin 
Nicodemus Frapp, and then, as a fully indentured apprentice, 
to my uncle Ponderevo. 

I ran away from the care of my cousin Nicodemus back 
to Bladesover House, 

My cousin Nicodemus Frapp was a baker in a back street— 
a alum rather—just off that miserable, narrow, mean, high 
road that threads those exquisite beads, Rochester and 
Chatham. He was, I must admit, a shock to me, much 
o°®&m&ted by a young, plump, prolific, malingering wife ; 
a bent, slow-moving, unwilling, dark man, with flour in his 
hair and eyelashes, in the lines of his face and the seams of his 
ooat* I've never had a chance to correct my early impression 
of him, and he still remains an almost dreadful memory, a 
sort of caricature of incompetent simplicity. As I remember 



TONOBUNGAY 


38 

him, indeed, lie presented the servile tradition perfected. He 
had no pride in his person, fine clothes and dressing up wasn t 
< f for the likes of ” him, so that he got his wife, who was no 
artist at it, to cut his black hair at irregular intervals, and 
let his nails become disagreeable to the fastidious eye ; he 
had no pride in his business nor any initiative, his only virtues 
were not doing certain things and hard work. “ Your uncle," 
said my mother—all grown-up cousins were uncles by courtesy 
among the Victorian middle class—“ isn't much to look at 
or talk to, but he's a Good Hard-Working Man." There was 
a sort of base honourableness about toil, however needless, in 
that system of inversion. Another point of honour was to 
rise at or before dawn, and then laboriously muddle about. 
It was very distinctly impressed on my mind that the Good 
Hard-Working Man would have thought it “ fal-lallish ” to 
own a pocket-handkerchief. Poor old Frapp—dirty and 
crushed by-product of Bladesover's magnificence 1 He made 
no fight against the world at all, he was floundering in small 
debts that were not so small but that finally they over¬ 
whelmed him, whenever there was occasion for any exertion 
his wife fell back upon pains and her “condition,” and God 
sent them many children, most of whom died, and so, by 
their coming and going, gave a double exercise in the virtues 
of submission. 

Resignation to God's will was the common device of these 
people in the face of every duty and every emergency. There 
were no books in the house, I doubt if either of them had 
retained the capacity for reading consecutively for more than 
a minute or so, and it was with amazement that day after day, 
over and above stale bread, one beheld food and again more 
food amidst the litter that held permanent session on the 
living-room table. 

One might have doubted if either of them felt discomfort 
in this dusty darkness of existence, if it was not that they 
did visibly seek consolation. They sought this and found 
it of a Sunday, not in strong drink and raving, but in imaginary' 
draughts of blood. They met with twenty or thirty other 
darkened and unclean people, all dressed in dingy colours 
that would not show the dirt, in a little brick-built chapel 
equipped with a spavined roarer of a harmonium, and there 
solaced their minds on the thought that all that was fair and 
free in life, all that struggled, all that planned and made, 
all pride and beauty and honour, all fine and enjoyable things, 
were irrevocably damned to everlasting torments. They 
were the self-appointed confidants of God's mockery of His 
own creation. So at any rate they stick in my mind. Vaguer, 
and yet hardly less agreeable than this cosmic jest, this coming 
“ Yah, clever t ” and general serving out and “ showing up ” 
of the lucky, the bold, and the cheerful, was their own pre¬ 
destination to Glory. - 
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There is a Fountain filled with Blood 
Drawn from Emmanuel's Veins,” 

so they sang, I hear the drone and wheeze of that hymn 
now, I hated them with the bitter, uncharitable condemna¬ 
tion of boyhood, and a twinge of that hate comes back to me. 
As I write the words, the sounds and then the scene return, 
these obscure, undignified people, a fat woman with asthma, 
an old Welsh milk-seller with a tumour on his bald head, 
who was the intellectual leader of the sect, a huge-voiced 
haberdasher with a big black beard, a white-faced, extra¬ 
ordinarily pregnant woman, his wife, a spectacled rate- 
collector with a bent back. ... I hear the talk about souls, 
the strange, battered old phrases that were coined ages ago 
in the seaports of the sun-dry Levant, of balm of Gilead and 
manna in the desert, of gourds that give shade and water in 
a thirsty land ; I recall again the way in which at the con¬ 
clusion of the service the talk remained pious in form but 
became medical in substance, and how the women got together 
for obstetric whisperings. I, as a boy, did not matter, and 
might overhear. . . . 

If Bladesover is my key for the explanation of England, 
I think my invincible persuasion that I understand Russia 
was engendered by the circle of Uncle Frapp. 

I slept in a dingy-sheeted bed with the two elder survivors 
of Frapp fecundity, and spent my week-days in helping in 
the laborious disorder of che shop and bake-house, in incidental 
deliveries of bread and so forth, and in parrying the probings 
of my uncle into my jfelations with the Blood, and his con¬ 
fidential explanations that ten shillings a week—which was 
what my mother paid him—was not enough to cover my 
accommodation. He was very anxious to keep that, but 
also he wanted more. There were neither books nor any seat 
nor comer in that house where reading was possible, no 
newspaper ever brought the clash of worldly things into its 
heavenward seclusion, horror of it all grew in me daily, and 
whenever I could I escaped into the streets and tramped about 
Chatham. The news shops appealed to me particularly. 
One saw there smudgy illustrated sheets, the Police News 
in particular, in which vilely-drawn pictures brought home 
to the dullest intelligence an interminable succession of squalid 
crimes, women murdered and put into boxes, buried under 
floors, old men bludgeoned at midnight by robbers, people 
thrust suddenly out of trains, happy lovers shot, vitrioled, 
and so forth by rivals. I got my first glimpse of the life of 
pleasure in foully-drawn pictures of ” police raids ” on this 
and that. Interspersed with these sheets were others in 
which Slojper, the urban John Bull, had his fling with gin 
bottle and obese umbrella, or the kindly, empty faces of the 
Royal Family appeared and reappeared, visiting this, opening 
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that, getting married, getting offspring, lying in state, doing 
everything but anything* a wonderful, good-meaning, im¬ 
penetrable race apart* . * . 

I have never revisted Chatham ; the impression it has left 
on my mind is one of squalid compression, unlit by any gleam 
of a maturer charity. All its effects arranged themselves as 
antithetical to the Bladesover effects. They confirmed and 
intensified all that Bladesover suggested. Bladesover declared 
itself to be the land, to be essentially England ; I have already 
told how its airy spaciousness, its wide dignity, seemed to 
thrust village, church, and vicarage into corners, into a 
secondary and conditional significance. Here one gathered 
the corollary of that. Since the whole wide country of Kent 
was made up of contiguous Bladesovers and for the gentlefolk, 
the surplus of population, ah who were not good tenants nor 
good labourers. Church of England, submissive and respectful, 
were necessarily thrust together, jostled out of sight, to 
fester as they might in this place that had the colours and 
even the smells of a well-packed dust-bin. They should be 
grateful even for that ; that, one felt, was the theory of it all. 

And I loafed about this wilderness of crowded dinginess 
with young, receptive, wide-open eyes, and through the 
blessing (or curse) of some fairy godmother of mine, asking 
and asking again ; ** But after all, why -? ” 

I wandered up through Rochester once, and had a glimpse 
of the Stour valley above the town, all horrible with cement 
works and foully smoking chimneys and rows of workmen’s 
cottages, minute, ugly, uncomfortable, and grimy. So I 
had my first intimation of how industrialism must live in a 
landlord’s land. I spent some hours, too, in the streets that 
give upon the river, drawn by the spell of the sea. But I saw 
barges and ships stripped of magic and mostly devoted to 
cement, ice, timber, and coal. The sailors looked to me gross 
and slovenly men, and the shipping struck me as clumsy, 
ugly, old, and dirty. I discovered that most sails don’t nt 
the ships that hoist them, and that there may be as pitiful 
and squalid a display of poverty with a vessel as with a man. 
When I saw colliers unloading, watched the workers in the 
hold filling up silly little sacks and the succession of blackened, 
half-naked men that ran to and fro with these along a plank 
over a thirty-foot drop into filth and mud, I was first seized 
with admiration of their courage and toughness and then, 

** But after all, why -? ” and the stupid ugliness of all this 

waste of muscle and endurance came home to me. Among 
other things it obviously wasted and deteriorated the coal. 
.. . . And I had imagined great things of the sea ! , . . 

Well, anyhow, for a time that vocation was stilled. 

But such impressions came into my leisure, and of that 
X had no excess. Most of my time was spent doing things 
for Uncle Frapp, and my evenings and nights perforce in 
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the company of the two eldest of my cousins. One was 
errand boy at an oil shop and fervently pious, and of him 
I saw nothing until the evening except at meals ; the other 
was enjoying the midsummer holidays without any great 
elation, a singularly thin and abject, stunted creature he 
was, whose chief liveliness was to pretend to be a monkey, 
and who I am now convinced had some secret disease that 
drained his vitality away. If I met him now I should think 
him a pitiful little creature and be extremely sorry for him. 
Then I felt only a wondering aversion. He sniffed horribly, 
he was tired out by a couple of miles of loafing, he never 
started any conversation, and he seemed to prefer his own 
company to mine. His mother, poor woman, said he was 
the ”thoughtful one.” 

Serious trouble came suddenly out of a conversation we 
held in bed one night. Some particularly pious phrase of 
my elder cousin’s irritated me extremely, and I avowed out¬ 
right my entire disbelief in the whole scheme of revealed 
religion. I had never said a word about my doubts to any one 
before, except to Ewart, who had first evolved them. I had 
never settled my doubts until at this moment when I spoke. 
But it came to me then that the whole scheme of salvation of 
the Frapps was not simply doubtful but impossible. I fired this 
discovery out into the darkness with the greatest promptitude. 

My abrupt denials certainly scared my cousins amazingly. 

At first they could not understand what I was saying, and 
when they did I fully believe they expected an instant answer 
in thunderbolts and flames. They gave me more room in the 
bed forthwith, and then the elder sat up and expressed his 
sense of my awfulness. I was already a little frightened at 
my temerity, but when he asked me categorically to unsay what 
I had said, what could I do but confirm my repudiation ? 

/ " There’s no hell,” I said, “ and no eternal punishment. 

3 >fo God would be such a fool as that.” 

My elder cousin cried aloud in horror, and the younger lay 
scared, but listening. 

*' Then you mean,” said my eldest cousin, when at last he 
could bring himself to argue, ” you might do just as you liked ?' f 

“ If you were cad enough,” said I. 

Our little voices went on interminably, and at one stage 
my cousin got out of bed and made his brother do likewise, 
and knelt in the night dimness and prayed at me. That I 
found trying, but I held out valiantly. ” Forgive him,” 
said my cousin, ” he knows not what he sayetb,” 

“ You can pray if you like,” I said, ” but if you’re going to 
cheek me in your prayers I draw the line.” 

The last I remember of that great discussion was my cousin 
deploring the fact that he f * should ever sleep in the same bed 
with an Infidel t ” 

The next day he astonished me by telling the whole business 
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to Ms father. This was quite outside all my codes. Uncle 
Nicodemus sprang it upon me at the midday meal. 

" You been sayin' queer things, George*" he said abruptly. 
** You better mind what you’re saying." 

" What did he say, father ? " said Mrs. Frapp. 

" TMngs I couldn’ repeat," said he. 

" What things ? " I asked hotly. 

** Ask ’im>” said my uncle* pointing with his knife to his 
informant, and making me realise the nature of my offence. 

My aunt looked at the witness. " Not-? " she framed 

a question. 

“ Wuss," said my uncle. " Blarsphemy." 

My aunt couldn’t touch another mouthful. I was already 
a little troubled in my conscience by my daring, and now 
I began to feel the black enormity of the course upon wMch 
X had embarked. 

" I was only talking sense," I said. 

I had a still more dreadful moment when presently I met 
my cousin in the brick alley beMnd the yard, that led back 
to his grocer’s shop. 

"You sneak ! " I said, and smacked Ms face hard forthwith. 
" Now then," said I. 

He started back, astonished and alarmed. His eyes met 
mine, and I saw a sudden gleam of resolution. He turned 
Ms other cheek to me. 

“ ’It it," he said ; " ’it it. I'll forgive you."/ 

X felt I had never encountered a more detestable way of 
evading a licking. I shoved him against the wall and left 
him there, forgiving me, and went back into the house. 

" You’d better not speak to your cousins, George,” said 
my aunt, ** till you’re in a better state of mind." 

I became an outcast forthwith. At supper that night a 
gloomy silence was broken by my cousin saying, '* ’E ’it me 
for telling you, and I turned the other cheek, muvver." 

“ ’E’s got the evil one be’ind ’im now, a ridin* on 'is back," 
said my aunt, to the grave discomfort of the eldest girl, who 
sat beside me. 

After supper my uncle, in a few ill-chosen words, prayed 
me to repent before I slept. 

" Suppose you was took in your sleep, George," he said ; 
" where’d you be then ? You jest think of that, me boy." 
By tMs time I was thoroughly miserable and frightened, 
and this suggestion unnerved me dreadfully, but I kept up 
an impenitent front. " To wake in ’ell," said Uncle Nico¬ 
demus, in gentle tones. f - You don’t want to wake in ’ell, 
George, bumin’ and screamin’ for ever, do you ? You 
wouldn’t like that ? " 

He tried very hard to get me to “ jest ’ave a look at the 
bake'ouse fire " before I retired. " It mig ht move you," he said. 

I was awake longest that night. My cousins slept the 
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sleep of faith on either side of me. I decided I would whisper 
my prayers, and stopped midway because I was ashamed, 
and perhaps also because I had an idea one didn’t square 
God like that, 

“ No,” I said, with a sudden confidence, “ damn me if 
you’re coward enough. . . . But you’re not. . . . No ! You 
couldn’t be ! ” 

I woke my cousins up with emphatic digs, and told them 
as much triumphantly, and went very peacefully to sleep 
with my act of faith accomplished. 

I slept not only through that night, but for all my nights 
since then. So far as any fear of Divine injustice goes, I sleep 
soundly, and shall, I know, to the end of things. That 
declaration was an epoch in my spiritual life. 

§ 2 

But I didn’t expect to have the whole meeting on Sunday 
turned on to me. 

It was. It all comes back to me, that convergence of 
attention, even the faint leathery smell of its atmosphere 
returns, and the coarse feel of my aunt’s black dress beside 
me in contact with my hand. I see again the old Welsh 
milkman “ wrestling ” with me—they all wrestled with me, 
by prayer or exhortation. And I was holding out stoutly, 
though convinced now by the contagion of their universal 
conviction that by doing so I was certainly and hopelessly 
damned. I felt that they were right, that God was probably 
like them, and that on the whole it didn’t matter. And to 
simplify the business thoroughly, I had declared I didn’t 
believe anything at all. They confuted me by texts from 
Scripture, which I now perceive was an illegitimate method of 
reply. When I got home, still impenitent and eternally lost 
and secretly very lonely and miserable and alarmed. Uncle 
Nicodemus docked my Sunday pudding. 

One person only spoke to me like a human being on that 
day of wrath, and tnat was the younger Frapp, He came 
up to me in the afternoon while I was confined upstairs with a 
Bible and my own thoughts. 

‘Elio,” he said, and fretted about. 

“ D’you mean to say there isn’t—no one > ” he said, funking 
the word. / 

“ No one ? ” 

“ No one watching yer—always.” 

" Why should there be ? ” I asked. 

You can’t ‘elp thoughts,” said my cousin, “ any’ow. . . . 

\on mean - He stopped hovering. ” I s’pose I oughtn’t 

to be talking to you.” 

He hesitated and flitted away with a guilty back glance 
over his shoulder. . , . 

The following week made life quite intolerable for me ; 
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these people forced me at last into an Atheism that terrified 
me. When I learnt that next Sunday the wrestling was 
to be resumed, my courage failed me altogether. 

I happened upon a map of Kent in a stationer’s window 
on Saturday, and that set me thinking of one form of release. 
I studied it intently for half an hour, perhaps, on Saturday 
night, got a route list of villages well fixed in my memory, 
and got up and started for Bladesover about five on Sunday 
morning while my two bedmates were still fast asleep. 

§ 3 

I remember something, but not so much of it as I should 
like to recall, of my long tramp to Bladesover House. The 
distance from Chatham is almost exactly seventeen miles, 
and if took me until nearly one. It was very interesting 
and I do not think I was over-fatigued, though I got rather 
pinched by one boot. 

The morning must have been very clear, because I remember 
that near Itchinstow Hall I looked back and saw the estuary 
of the Thames, that river that has since played so large a part 
in my life. But at the time I did not know it was the Thames, 
I thought this great expense of mud flats and water was the 
sea, which I had never yet seen nearly. And out upon it 
stood ships, sailing ships and a steamer or so, going up to 
London or down out into the great seas of the world. I 
stood for a long time watching these and thinking whether 
after all I should not have done better to have run away to sea. 

The nearer I drew to Bladesover, the more doubtful I grew 
of the quality of my reception, and the more I regretted that 
alternative. I suppose it was the dirty clumsiness of the 
shipping I had seen nearly, that put me out of mind of that. 
X took a short cut through the Warren across the comer of 
the main park to intercept the people from the church. I 
wanted to avoid meeting any one before I met my mother, 
and so I went to a place where the path passed between banks, 
and without exactly hiding, stood up among the bushes. 
This place, among other advantages, eliminated any chance of 
seeing Lady Brew, who would drive round by the carriage road. 

Standing up to waylay in this fashion, I had a queer feeling 
of brigandage, as though I was some intrusive sort of bandit 
among these orderly things. It is the first time I remember 
having that outlaw feeling distinctly, a feeling that has played 
a large part in my subsequent life. I felt there existed no 
place for me—that I had to drive myself in. 

Presently, down the hill, the servants appeared, straggling 
by twos and threes, first some of the garden people and the 
butler’s wife with them, then the two laundry maids, odd, 
inseparable old creatures, then the first footman talking 
to the butler’s little girl, and at last, walking grave and breath¬ 
less beside old Ann and Miss Fison, the black figure of my mother. 
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My boyish mind suggested the adoption of a playful form 
of appearance, '* Coo-ee, mother ! ” said I, coming out 
against the sky, “ Coo-ee ! ” 

My mother looked up, went very white, and put her hand 
to her bosom. . . . 

I suppose there was a fearful fuss about me. And of course 
I was quite unable to explain my reappearance. But I held 
out stoutly, 44 I won’t go back to Chatham ; I’ll drown myself 
first.” The next day my mother carried me off to Wimble- 
hurst, took me fiercely and aggressively to an uncle I had never 
heard of before, near though the place was to us. She gave 
me no word as to what was to happen, and I was too subdued 
by her manifest wrath and humiliation at my last mis¬ 
demeanour to demand information. I don’t for one moment 
think Lady Drew was ** nice ” about me. The finality of 
my banishment was endorsed and underlined and stamped 
home. I wished very much now that I had run away to sea, 
in spite of the coaly dust and squalor Rochester had revealed 
to me. Perhaps overseas one came to different lands. 


§4 

I do not remember much of my journey to Wimblehurst 
with my mother except the image of her as sitting bolt upright, 
as rather disdaining the third-class carriage in which we 
travelled, and how she looked away* from me out of the window 
when she spoke of my uncle. ” I have not seen your uncle,” 
she said, “ since he was a boy. . . She added grudgingly, 
** Then he was supposed to be clever.” 

She took little interest in such qualities as cleverness. 

II He married about three years ago, and set up for himself 
in Wimblehurst. . . . So I suppose she had some money,” 

She mused on scenes she had long dismissed from her mind, 
“ Teddy,” she said at last in the tone of one who has been 
feeling in the dark and finds, “ He was called Teddy , . . 
about your age. . . . Now he must be twenty-six or seven.” 

I thought of my uncle as Teddy directly I saw him ; there 
was something in his personal appearance that in the light 
of that memory phrased itself at once as Teddiness—a certain 
Teddidity. To describe it in any other terms is more difficult. 
It is nimbleness without grace, and alertness without intelli¬ 
gence. He whisked out of his shop upon the pavement, a 
short figure in grey and wearing grey carpet slippers ; one 
had a sense of a young fattish face behind gilt glasses, wiry 
hair that stuck up and forward over the forehead, an irregular 
nose that had its aquiline moments, and that the body betrayed 
an equatorial laxity, an incipient “ bow window ” as the 
^8® goes. He jerked out of the shop, came to a stand on 
the pavement outside, regarded something in the window with 
infinite appreciation, stroked his chin, and, as abruptly, shot 
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sideways into the door again, charging through it as it were 
behind an extended hand. 

* f That must be him,” said my mother, catching at her breath. 

We came past the window whose contents I was presently 
to know by heart, a very ordinary chemist’s window except 
that there was a frictional electrical machine, an air-pump 
and two or three tripods and retorts replacing the customary 
blue, yellow, and red bottles above. There was a piaster of 
Paris horse to indicate veterinary medicines among these 
breakables, and below were scent packets and diffusers and 
sponges and soda-water S3 r phons and such-like things. Only 
in the middle there was a rubricated card, very neatly painted 
by hand, with these words :— 


Buy Ponderevo’s Cough Linctus Now. 

NOW 1 
WHY ? 


\ 

t 

I 

i 


Twopence Cheaper than in Winter. 

, You Store Apples ! why not the Medicine 

You are Bound to Need ? 


\ 

p 

I 

i 


in which appeal I was to recognise presently my uncle’s 
distinctive note. 

My uncle’s face appeared above a card of infants’ com¬ 
forters in the glass pane of the door. I perceived his eyes 
were brown, and that his glasses creased his nose. It was 
manifest he did not know us from Adam, A stare of scrutiny 
allowed an expression of commercial deference to appear in 
front of it, and my uncle flung open the door. 

"You don’t know me ? ” panted my mother. 

My uncle would not own he did not, but his curiosity was 
manifest. My mother sat down on one of the little chairs 
before the soap and patent-medicine-piled counter, and her 
lips opened and closed. 

“ A glass of water, madam,” said ray uncle ; waved his 
hand in a sort of curve, and shot away. 

My mother drank the water and spoke. ” That boy/ 1 
she said, ‘‘ takes after his father. He grows more like him 
every day, . . . and so I have brought him to you.” 

4t His father, madam ? ” 

” George.” 

For a moment the chemist was still at a loss. He stood 
behind the counter with the glass my mother had returned 
to him in his hand. Then comprehension grew. 

” By Gosh t ” he said. " Lord ! ” he cried. His glasses fell 
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off. He disappeared, replacing them, behind a pile of boxed- 
up bottles of blood mixture, “ Eleven thousand virgins 1 ” 
I heard him cry. The glass was banged down. ” O-ri-ental 
Gums ! ” 

He shot away out of the shop through some masked door. 
One heard his voice. " Susan ! Susan ! ” 

Then he reappeared with an extended hand. ” Well, 
how are you ? ” he said. ” I was never so surprised in my 
life. Fancy ! . . . You / " 

He shook my mother’s impassive hand and then mine very 
warmly, holding his glasses on with his left forefinger. 

" Come right in ! ” he cried, " come right in I Better late 
than never ! ” and led the way into the parlour behind the shop. 

After Biadesover that apartment struck me as stuffy and 
petty, but it was very comfortable in comparison with the 
Frapp living-room. It had a faint, disintegrating smell of 
meals about it, and my most immediate impression was of 
the remarkable fact that something was hung about or wrapped 
round or draped over everything. There was bright-patterned 
muslin round the gas-bracket in the middle of the room, round 
the mirror over the mantel, stuff with ball-fringe along the 
mantel and casing in the fireplace—I first saw ball-fringe 
here—and even the lamp on the little bureau wore a shade 
like a large muslin hat. The tablecloth had ball-fringe, and 
so had the window curtains, and the carpet was a bed of 
roses. There were little cupboards on either side of the fire¬ 
place, and in the recesses, ill-made shelves packed with books 
and enriched with pinked American cloth. There was a 
dictionary lying face downward on the table, and the open 
bureau was littered with foolscap paper and the evidences of 
recently abandoned toil. ^MJTleye caught, “ The Ponderevo 
Patent Flat, a Machine you can Live in,” written in large 
firm letters. My uncle opened a little door like a cupboard 
door in the corner of this room, and revealed the narrowest 
twist of staircase I had ever set eyes upon, “ Susan l ” he 
bawled again. ” Wantje. Some one to see you. Surprisin’.” 

There came an inaudible reply, and a sudden loud bump 
over our heads as of some article of domestic utility pettishly 
flung aside, then the cautious steps of some one descending 
the twist, and then my aunt appeared in the doorway with 
her hand upon the jamb. 

“ It's Aunt Ponderevo,” cried my uncle. ” George’s wife 
—and she’s brought over her son 1 ” His eye roved about 
the room. He darted to the bureau with a sudden impulse 
and turned the sheet about the patent flat face down. Then 
he waved his glasses at us, ” You know, Susan, my elder 
brother George. I told you about ’im lots of times.” 

He fretted across to the hearthrug and took up a position 
there, replaced his glasses and coughed. 

My Aunt Susan seemed to be taking it in. She was then 
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rather a pretty slender woman of twenty-three or four, I 
suppose, and I remember being struck by the blueness of her 
eyes and the clear freshness of her complexion. She had little 
features, a button nose, a pretty chin, and a long, graceful 
neck that stuck out of her pale blue cotton morning dress* 
There was a look of half-assumed perplexity on her face, 
a quizzical wrinkle of the brow that suggested a faintly 
amused attempt to follow my uncle’s mental operations, a 
vain attempt and a certain hopelessness that had in succession 
become habitual. She seemed to be saying, “ Oh, Lord ! 
What’s he giving me this time ? ” And as I came to know 
her better I detected, as a complication of her effort of appre¬ 
hension, a subsidiary riddle to “ What's he giving me ? ” and 
that was—to borrow a phrase from my schoolboy language— 
“ Is it keeps ? ” She looked at my mother and me, and back 
to her husband again, 

“ You know,” he said. “ George ! ” 

“ Well,” she said to my mother, descending the last three 
steps of the staircase and holding out her hand, * 4 you're 
welcome. Though it’s a surprise. ... I can’t ask you to 
have anything, I'm afraid, for there isn’t anything in the 
house.” She smiled, and looked at her husband banteringly. 
“ Unless he makes up something with his old chemicals, 
which he’s quite equal to doing.” 

My mother shook hands stiffly, and told me to kiss my 
aunt. . . . 

“ Well, let's all sit down,” said my uncle, suddenly whistling 
through his clenched teeth, and briskly rubbing his hands 
together. He put up a chair for my mother, raised the blind 
of the window, lowered it again, and returned to his hearth¬ 
rug. “ I'm sure,” he said, as one who decides, “I’m very 
glad to see you.” 

§ 5 

As they talked I gave my attention pretty exclusively 
to my uncle. 

I noted him in great detail. I remember now his partially 
unbuttoned waistcoat, as though something had occurred 
to distract him as he did it up, and a little cut upon his chin. 
I liked a certain humour in his eyes. I watched, too, with 
the fascination these things have for an observant boy, the 
play of his lips—they were, slightly oblique, and there was 
something “slipshod,” if one may strain a word so far, about 
his mouth so that he lisped and sibilated ever and again— 
and the coming and going of a curious expression, triumphant 
in quality it was, upon his face as he talked. He fingered his 
glasses, which did not seem to fit his nose, fretted with things 
in his waistcoat-pockets or put his hands behind him, looked 
over our heads, and ever and again rose to his toes and dropped 
back on his heels. He had a way of drawing air in at tunes 
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through his teeth that gave a whispering zest to his speech. 
It's a sound I can only represent as a soft Zzzz. 

He did most of the talking. My mother repeated what 
she had already said in the shop, “ I have brought George 
over to you," and then desisted for a time from the real 
business in hand. "You find this a comfortable house ? " 
she asked ; and this being affirmed : " It looks—very con¬ 
venient, . . , Not too big to be a trouble—no. You like 
Wimblehurst, I suppose ? " 

My uncle retorted with some inquiries about the great 
people of Bladesover, and my mother answered in the char¬ 
acter of a personal friend of Lady Drew’s. The talk hung 
for a time, and then my uncle embarked upon a dissertation 
upon Wimblehurst. 

" This place." he began, “ isn’t, of course, quite the place 
I ought to be in." 

My mother nodded as though she had expected that. 

“ It gives me no Scope," he went on. " It’s dead-and-alive. 
Nothing happens." 

" He’s always wanting something to happen," said my 
Aunt Susan. ' ‘ Some say he’ll get a shower of things and 
they’ll be too much for him." 

11 Not they," said my uncle, buoyantly. 

" Do you find business—slack ? " asked my mother. 

" Oh l one rubs along. But there’s no Development— 
no Growth. They just come along here and buy pills when 
they want ’em—and a horseball or such. They've got to 
be ill before there’s a prescription. That sort they are. You 
can’t get ’em to launch out, you can’t get 'em to take up 
anything new. F’rinstance, I’ve been trying lately—induce 
them to buy their medicines in advance, and in larger quanti¬ 
ties. But they won't look at it! Then I tried to float a little 
notion of mine, sort of an insurance scheme for colds ; you 
pay so much a week, and when you’ve got a cold you get a 
bottle of Cough Linctus so long as you can produce a sub¬ 
stantial sniff. See ? But Lord ! they’ve no capacity for 
ideas, they don’t catch on ; no Jump about the place, no 
Life I Live i—they trickle, and what one has to do here is 
to trickle too—Zzzz." 

“ Ah I u said my mother. 

" It doesn’t suit me," said my uncle. "I’m the cascading sort. 

" George was that," said my mother after a pondering 

moment. 

My Aunt Susan took up the parable with an affectionate 
glance at her husband. 

" He's always trying to make his old business jump," she 
said. ** Always putting fresh cards in the window, or getting 
up to something. You’d hardly believe. It makes jump 
sometimes." 

** But it does no good," said my uncle. 
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“ It does no good/* said his wife. " It’s not his miloo. . . 

Presently they came upon a wide pause. 

From the beginning of their conversation there had been 
the promise of this pause, and I pricked my ears. I knew 
perfectly what was bound to come ; they were going to talk 
of my father. I was enormously strengthened in my per¬ 
suasion when I found my mother’s eye resting thoughtfully 
upon me in the silence, and then my uncle looked at me and 
then my aunt. I struggled unavailingly to produce an 
expression of meek stupidity. 

“ I think/’ said my uncle, “ that George will find it more 
amusing to have a turn in the market-place than to sit here 
talking with us. There’s a pair of stocks there, George—very 
interesting. Old-fashioned stocks.” 

** I don’t mind sitting here,” I said. 

My uncle rose and in the most friendly way led me through 
the shop. He stood on his doorstep and jerked amiable 
directions to me. 

“ Ain't it sleepy, George, eh ? There’s the butcher's dog 
over there, asleep in the road—half an hour from midday ! 
If the last Trump sounded I don’t believe it would wake. 
Nobody would wake I The chaps up there in the churchyard 
—they’d just turn over and say : “ Naar—you don’t catch 
us, you don’t ! See ? ” . . . Well, you’ll find the stocks 
just round that corner.” 

He watched me out of sight. 

So I never heard what they said about my father after all. 

§6 

When I returned, my uncle had in some remarkable way 
become larger and central. ** Tha’chu, George ? ” he cried, 
when the shop-door bell sounded. ” Come right through ” ; 
and I found him, as if were, in the chairman's place before 
the draped grate. 

The three of them regarded me. 

” We have been talking of making you a chemist, George,” 
said my uncle. 

My mother looked at me. ” I had hoped,” she said, “ that 

Lady Drew would have done something for him-” She 

stopped. 

** In what way ? ” said my uncle. 

** She might have spoken to some one, got him into some¬ 
thing, perhaps. . . She had the servant’s invincible 
persuasion that all good things are done by patronage. 

** He is not the sort of boy for whom things are done,” she 
added, dismissing these dreams. ” He doesn't accommodate 
himself. When he thinks Lady Drew wishes a thing, he 
seems not to wish it. Towards Mr. Redgrave, too, he has 
been—disrespectful—he is like his father.” 

-* Who’s Mr. Redgrave ? ” 
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' ‘ The Vicar, 

“ A bit independent ? " said my uncle briskly. 

*' Disobedient," said my mother. ,f He has no idea of his 
place. He seems to think he can get on by slighting people 
and flouting them, He*ll learn, perhaps, before it is too late," 
My uncle stroked his cut chin and regarded me. " Have 
you learnt any Latin ? " he asked abruptly. 

I said I had not. 

“ He’ll have to learn a little Latin," he explained to my 
mother, “ to qualify. H'm. He could go down to the chap 
at the grammar school here—it's just been routed into exist¬ 
ence again by the Charity Commissioners—and have lessons." 
" What, me leam Latin ! " I cried, with emotion. 

" A little," he said. 

" I’ve always wanted-” I said, and " Latin ! ’’ 

I had long been obsessed by the idea that having no Latin 
was a disadvantage in the world, and Archie Garvell had 
driven the point of this pretty earnestly home. The literature 
I had read at Bladesover had all tended that way. Latin 
had had a quality of emancipation for me that I find it diffi¬ 
cult to convey. And suddenly, when I had supposed all 
learning was at an end for me, I heard this ! 

** It’s no good to you, of course," said my uncle, " except 
to pass exams with, but there you are ! " 

** You’ll have to learn Latin because you have to leam 
Latin,” said my mother, ‘ 4 not because you want to. And 
afterwards you will have to leam all sorts of other things. . . 

The idea that I was to go on learning, that to read and 
master the contents of books was still to be justifiable as 
a duty, overwhelmed all other facts. I had had it rather 
clear in my mind for some weeks that all that kind of oppor¬ 
tunity might close to me for ever. I began to take a lively 
interest in this new project. 

" Then shall I live here ? " I asked, " with you, and study 
* . . as well as work in the shop ? . . ." 

” That’s the way of it," said ray uncle. 

I parted from my mother that day in a dream, so sudden 
and important was this new aspect of things to me. I was 
to leam Latin 1 Now that the humiliation of my failure at 
Bladesover was past for her, now that she had a little got over 
her first intense repugnance at this resort to my uncle and con¬ 
trived something that seemed like a possible provision for my 
future, the tenderness natural to a parting far more significant 
than any of our previous partings crept into her manner. 

She sat in the train to return, I remember, and I stood at 
the open door of her compartment, and neither of us knew how 
soon we should cease for ever to be a trouble to one another. 

44 You must be a good boy, George," she said. "You 
must leam. , . , And you mustn’t set yourself up against those 
who are above you and better than you. . . . Or envy them. 
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“ No, mother,” I said. 

I promised carelessly. Her eyes were fixed upon me. I was 
wondering whether I could by any means begin Latin that night. 

Something touched her heart then, some thought, some 
memory ; perhaps some premonition. . . . The solitary 
porter began slamming carriage doors. 

“ George,” she said hastily, almost shamefully, “ kiss me 1 ” 

I stepped up into her compartment as she bent forward. 
She caught me in her arms quite eagerly, she pressed me to 
her—a strange thing for her to do. I perceived her eyes were 
extraordinarily bright, and then this brightness burst along 
the lower lids and rolled down her cheeks. 

For the first and last time in my life I saw my mother's 
tears. Then she had gone, leaving me discomforted and 
perplexed, forgetting for a time even that I was to learn Latin, 
thinking of my mother as of something new and strange. 

The thing recurred though I sought to dismiss it ; it stuck 
itself into my memory against the day of fuller understanding. 
Poor, proud, habitual, sternly narrow soul! poor, difficult, 
and misunderstanding son ! it was the first time that ever it 
dawned upon me that my mother also might perhaps feel. 



My mother died suddenly and, it was thought by Lady 
Drew, inconsiderately, the following spring. Her ladyship 
instantly fled to Folkestone with Miss Somerville and Fison, 
until the funeral should be over and my mother's successor 
installed. 

My uncle took me over to the funeral. I remember there 
was a sort of prolonged crisis in the days preceding this, 
because, directly he heard of my loss, he had sent a pair of 
check trousers to the Judkins people in London to be dyed 
black, and they did not come back in time. He became very 
excited on the third day, and sent a number of increasingly 
fiery telegrams without any result whatever, and succumbed 
next morning with a very ill grace to my Aunt Susan's insist¬ 
ence upon the resources of his dress-suit. In my memory 
those black legs of his, in a particularly thin and shiny black 
cloth—for evidently his dress-suit dated from adolescent 
and slenderer days—straddle like the Colossus of Rhodes 
over my approach to my mother's funeral. Moreover, I 
was inconvenienced and distracted by a silk hat he had bought 
me, my first silk hat, much ennobled, as his was also, by a deep 
mourning band. 

I remember, but rather indistinctly, my mother's white- 
panelled housekeeper’s room and the touch of oddness about 
it that she was not there, and the various familiar faces made 
strange by black, and I seem to recall the exaggerated self- 
consciousness that arose out of their focused attention.. No 
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doubt the sense of the new silk hat came and went and came 
again in my emotional chaos. Then something comes out 
clear and sorrowful, rises out clear and sheer from among all 
these rather base and inconsequent things, and once again I 
walk before all the other mourners close behind her coffin 
as it is carried along the churchyard path to her grave, with 
the old vicar’s slow voice saying regretfully and uncon¬ 
vincingly above me, triumphant solemn things. 

* 4 I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord ; h ; 
that believeth in Me, though he were dead, yet shall he live : 
and whosoever liveth and believeth in Me shall never die.” 

Never die ! The day was a high and glorious morning 
in spring, and all the trees were budding and bursting intu 
green. Everywhere there were blossoms and flowers ; the 
pear-trees and cherry-trees in the sexton’s garden were sunlit 
snow, there were nodding daffodils and early tulips in the 
graveyard beds, great multitudes of daisies, and everywhere 
the birds seemed singing. And in the middle was the brown 
coffin end, tilting on men’s shoulders, and half occluded by 
the vicar’s Oxford hood. 

And so we came to my mother’s waiting grave. . . . 

For a time I was very observant, watching the coffin lowered, 
hearing the words of the ritual. It seemed a very curious 
business altogether. 

Suddenly as the service drew to its end, I felt something 
had still to be said which had not been said, realised that she 
had withdrawn in silence, neither forgiving me nor hearing 
from me—those now lost assurances. Suddenly I knew I 
had not understood. Suddenly I saw her tenderly ; remem¬ 
bered not so much tender or kindly things of her as her crossed 
wishes and the ways in which I had thwarted her. Sur¬ 
prisingly I realised that behind all her hardness and severity 
she had loved me, that I was the only thing she had ever loved. 
atuTthat until this moment I had never loved her. And now 
she was there and deaf and blind to me, pitifully defeated in 
her designs for me, covered from me so that she could not know. 

I dug my nails into the palms of my hands, I set my teeth, 
but tears blinded me, sobs would have choked me had speech 
been required of me, The old vicar read on, there came a 
mumbled response—and so on to the end. I wept as it were 
internally, and only when we had come out of the churchyard 
could I think and speak calmly again. 

Stamped across this memory are the little black figures of 
my ancle and Kabbits, telling Avebury, the sexton and under¬ 
taker, that " it had all passed off very well—very well 
indeed.” F 


§8 

That is the last I shall tell of Bladesover. The drop-scene 
falls on that, and it comes no more as an actual presence into 
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this novel. I did, indeed, go back there once again, but under 
circumstances quite immaterial to my story. But in a sense 
Bladesover has never left me ; it is, as I said at the outset, 
one of those dominant explanatory impressions that makes 
the framework of my mind. Bladesover illuminates England ; 
it has become all that is spacious, dignified, pretentious, and 
truly conservative in English life. It is my social datum. 
That is why I have drawn it here on so large a scale. 

When I came back at last to the real Bladesover on an 
inconsequent visit, everything was far smaller than I could 
have supposed possible. It was as though everything had 
shivered and shrivelled a little at the Lichtenstein touch. 
The harp was still in the saloon, but there was a different 
grand piano with a painted lid and a raetrostyle pianola, 
and an extraordinary quantity of artistic litter and bric-a-brac 
scattered about. There was the trail of the Bond Street 
showroom over it all. The furniture was still under chintz, 
but it wasn’t the same sort of chintz although it pretended 
to be, and the lustre-dangling chandeliers had passed away. 
Lady Lichtenstein’s books replaced the brown volumes I had 
browsed among—they were mostly presentation copies of 
contemporary novels, and the National Review and the Empire 
Review and the Nineteenth Century and After jostled current 
books on the tables—English new books in gaudy catchpenny 
“ artistic ” covers, French and Italian novels in yellow, 
German art handbooks of almost incredible ugliness. They 
were abundant evidences that her ladyship was playing with 
the Keltic renascence, and a great number of ugly cats made 
of china—she “ collected ” china and stoneware cats—stood 
about everywhere—in all colours, in all kinds of deliberately 
comic, highly glazed distortion. . , . 

It is jaonsense to pretend, that finance makes any better 
arisToctats than rent. Froth ing can make an aristocrat but 
pride, knowledge, training, and The sword. These people 
were no improvement on the Drews, none whatever. There 
was no effect of a beneficial replacement of passive unin¬ 
telligent people by active intelligent ones. One felt that a 
smaller but more enterprising and intensely undignified 
variety of stupidity had replaced the large dullness of the old 
gentry, and that was all. Bladesover, I thought, had under¬ 
gone just the same change between the ’seventies and the new 
century that had overtaken the dear old Times , and heaven 
knows how much more of the decorous British fabric. These 
Lichtensteins and their like seem to have no promise in them 
at all of any fresh vitality for the kingdom. I do not believe 
in their intelligence or their power—they have nothing new 
about them at all, nothing creative nor rejuvenescent, no 
more than a disorderly instinct of acquisition ; and the pre¬ 
valence of them and their kind is but a phase in the broad, 
slow decay of the great social organism of England. They 
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could not have made Bladesover, they cannot replace it ; 
they just happen to break out over it—saprophytically. 

Well—that was my last impression of Bladesover. 


CHAPTER THREE 

THE WIMBLEHURST APPRENTICESHIP 

§ I . 

S o far as I can remember now, except for that one 
emotional phase by the graveside, I passed through all 
these experiences rather callously, I had already, with 
the facility of youth, changed my world, ceased to think at all 
of the old school routine, and put Bladesover aside for digestion 
at a later stage. I took up my new world in Wimble hurst 
with the chemist's shop as its hub, set to work at Latin and 
materia medica, and concentrated, upon the present with 
all my heart. Wimblehurst is an exceptionally quiet and 
grey Sussex town, rare among south of England towns in 
being largely built of stone. I found something very agree¬ 
able and picturesque in its clean, cobbled streets, its odd 
turnings and abrupt comers, and in the pleasant park that 
crowds up one side of the town. The whole place is under 
the Eastry dominion, and it was the Eastry influence and 
dignity that kept its railway station a mile and three-quarters 
away. Eastry House is so close that it dominates the whole ; 
one goes across the market-place (with its old lock-up and 
stocks), past the great pre-Reformation church, a fine, grey 
shell, like some empty skull from which the life has fled, and 
there at once are the huge wrought-iron gates, and one peeps 
through them to see the facade of this place, very white and 
large and fine, down a long avenue of yews. Eastry was far 
greater than Bladesover, and an altogether completer example 
of the eighteenth-century system. It ruled not two villages 
but a borough, that had sent its sons and cousins to Parliament 
almost as a matter of right so long as its franchise endured. 
Every one was in the system, every one—except my uncle. 
He stood out and complained. 

My uncle was the first real breach I found in the great 
front of Bladesover the world had presented me, for Chatham 
was not so much a breach as a confirmation. But my uncle 
had no respect for Bladesover and Eastry—none whatever. 
He did not believe in them. He was blind even to what 
they were. He propounded strange phrases about them, he 
exfoliated and wagged about novel and incredible ideas. 

“ This place," said my uncle, surveying it from his open 
doorway in the dignified stillness of a summer afternoon, 

*■* wants Waking Up t *' 
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I was sorting up patent medicines in the comer. 

** I’d like to let a dozen young Americans loose into it,” 
said my uncle. ” Then we’d see.” 

I made a tick against Mother Ship ton's Sleeping Syrup. 
We had cleared our forward stock. 

Things must be happening somewhere , George,” he broke 
out in a querulously rising note as he came back into the 
little shop. He fiddled with the piled dummy boxes of fancy 
soap and scent and so forth that adorned the end of the counter, 
then turned about petulantly, stuck his hands deeply into 
his pockets and withdrew one to scratch his head. ** I must 
do something he said. ” I can’t stand it. 

” I must invent something. And shove it. ... I could. 

” Or a play. There’s a deal of money in a play, George. 
What would you think of me writing a play—eh ? . . . 
There’s all sorts of things to be done. 

“ Or the stog-igschange.” t ’ 

He fell into that meditative whistling of his. 

** Sac-ramental wine I ” he swore, “ this isn’t the world— 
it’s Cold Mutton Fat! That’s what Wimble hurst is t Cold 
Mutton Fat l—dead and stiff I And I’m buried in it up to 
the arm-pits. Nothing ever happens, nobody wants things 
to happen ’scept me 1 Up in London, George, things happen. 
America ! I wish to Heaven, George, I’d been bom American 
—where things hum. 

ft What can one do here ? How can one grow ? While 
we’re sleepin’ here with our Capital oozing away—into Lord 
Eastry’s pockets for rent—men are up there. . . He 
indicated London as remotely over the top of the dispensing 
counter, and then as a scene of great activity by a whirl of 
the hand and a wink and a meaning smile at me. 

” What sort of things do they do ? ” I asked. 

” Rush about,” he said. - * Do things ! Somethin* glorious. 
There’s cover gambling. Ever heard of that, George ? ” 
He drew the air in through his teeth. 41 You put down a 
hundred, say, and buy ten thousand pounds’ worth. See ? 
That’s a cover of one per cent. Things go up one, you sell, 
realise cent, per cent, ; down, whiff, it's gone l Try again l 
Cent, per cent., George, every day. Men are made or done 
for in an hour. And the shoutin’ ! Zzzz. . . . Well, that’s 
one way, George. Then another way—there’s Corners ! ” 

“ They’re rather big things, aren’t they ? ” I ventured. 

“ Oh, if you go in for wheat or steel—yes. But suppose 
you tackled a little thing, George, Just some Zeetle thing 
that only needed a few thousands. Drugs, for example. 
Shoved all you had into it—staked your liver on it, so to 
speak. Take a drug—take ipecac, for example. Take a lot 
of ipecac. ^ Take all there is ! See ? There you are 1 There 
aren’t unlimited supplies of ipecacuanha—can’t be !—and 
it’s a thing people must have. Then quinine again I You 
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watch your chance, wait for a tropical war breaking out, 
let's say, and collar all the quinine. Where are they ? Must 
have quinine, you know. Eh ? Zzzz. 

44 Lord i there’s no end of things—no end of little things. 
Dill-water—all the suit’ring babes yowling for it. Eucalyptus 
again—cascara—witch hazel—menthol—all the toothache 
things. Then there’s antiseptics, and curare, cocaine, , , 

44 Rather a nuisance to the doctors,” I reflected. 

44 They got to look out for themselves. By Jove, ye.s. 
They’ll do you if they can, and you do them. Like brigands. 
That makes it romantic. That’s the Romance of Commerce, 
George. You’re in the mountains there I Think of having 
all the quinine in the world, and some millionaire’s pampud 
wife gone ill with malaria, eh ? That’s a squeeze, George, eh ? 
Eh ? Millionaire in his carriage outside, offering you any 
price you liked. That ’ud wake up Wimblehurst, . . . Lord I 
You haven’t an Idea down here. Not an idea. Zzzz.” 

He passed into a rapt dream, from which escaped such 
fragments as : 44 Fifty per cent, advance, sir ; security— 

to-morrow. Zzzz.” 

The idea of cornering a drug struck upon my mind then 
as a sort of irresponsible monkey-trick that no one would 
ever be permitted to do in reality. It was the sort of nonsense 
one would talk to make Ewart laugh and set him going on 
to still odder possibilities. I thought it was part of my uncle’s 
way of talking. But I have learnt differently since. The 
whole trend of modern money-making is to foresee something 
that will presently be needed and put it out of reach, and then 
to haggle yourself wealthy. You buy up land upon which 
people will presently want to build houses, you secure rights 
that will bar vitally important developments, and so on, and 
so on. Of course, the naive intelligence of a boy does not 
grasp the subtler developments of human inadequacy. He 
begins life with a disposition to believe in the wisdom of 
grown-up people, he does not realise how casual and dis¬ 
ingenuous has been the development of law and custom, and 
he thinks that somewhere in the state there is a power as 
irresistible as a head master’s to check mischievous and 
foolish enterprises of every sort. I will confess that when 
my uncle talked of cornering quinine, I had a clear impression 
that any one who contrived to do that would pretty certainly j 
go to jail. Now I know that any one who could really bring j 
it off would be much more likely to go to the House of Lords ! 

My uncle ranged over the gUt labels of his bottles and 
drawers for a while, dreaming of corners in this and that. But 
at last he reverted to Wimblehurst again. 

** You got to be in London when these things are in hand. 
Down here—-I 

44 Jee-rusalem \ ** he cried. 14 Why did I plant myself here ? 
Everything’s done. The game’s over. Here’s Lord Eastry, 
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and he's got everything, except what his lawyers get, and 
before you get any more change this way you’ll have to 
dynamite him—and them. He doesn't want anything more 
to happen. Why should he ? Any change ’ud be a loss to 
him. He wants everything to burble along and burble along 
and go on as it’s going for the next ten thousand years* Kastry 
after Eastry, one parson down, another come, one grocer dead, 
get another l Any one with any ideas better go away. They 
have gone away l Look at all these blessed people in this 
place ! Look at ’em ! All fast asleep, doing their business 
out of habit—in a sort of dream. Stuffed men would do just 
as well—just. They’ve all shook down into their places. 
They don’t want anything to happen either. They’re all 
broken in. There you are ! Only what are they all alive 
for ? . . . 

" Why can’t they get a clockwork chemist ? ” 

He concluded as he often concluded these talks. “ I must 
invent something—that’s about what I must do. Zzzz. 
Some convenience. Something people want. . . . Strike 
out. . . . You can’t think, George, of anything everybody 
wants and hasn’t got ? I mean something you could turn 
out retail under a shilling, say ? Well, you think, whenever 
you haven’t got anything better to do. See ? ” 

§ 2 

So I remember my uncle in that first phase, young, but 
already a little fat, restless, fretful, garrulous, putting in 
my fermenting head all sorts of discrepant ideas. Certainly 
he was educational. . . , 

For me the years at Wimblehurst were years of pretty 
active growth. Most of my leisure and much of my time 
in the shop I spent in study. I speedily mastered the modicum 
of Latin necessary for my qualifying examinations, and—a 
little assisted by the Government Science and Art Department 
classes that were held in the Grammar School—went on with 
my mathematics. There were classes in physics, in chemistry, 
in mathematics, and machine drawing, and I took up all these 
subjects with considerable avidity. Exercise I got chiefly 
in the form of walks. There was some cricket in the summer 
and football in the winter sustained by young men’s clubs 
that levied a parasitic blackmail on the big people and the 
sitting member, but I was never very keen at these games. I 
didn’t find any very close companions among the youths of 
Wimblehurst. They struck me, after my Cockney school- 
. mates, as loutish and slow, servile and furtive, spiteful and 
mean. We used to swagger, but these countrymen dragged 
their feet and hated an equal who didn’t ; we talked loud, 
but you only got the real thoughts of Wimblehurst in a know¬ 
ing undertone behind its hand. And even then they weren't 
much in the way of thoughts. 


AT WIMBLEHURST 


59 


No, I didn't like those young countrymen, and I’m no 
believer in the English country-side under the Bladesover 
system as a breeding-ground for honourable men. One 
hears a frightful lot of nonsense about the Rural Exodus and 
the degeneration wrought by town life upon our population. 
Tq. my mind, the English townsman even in the slums is 
infinitely better spiritually, more courageous, more imaginative 
andTcIeaher, than his agricultural cousin. I’ve seen them both 
when they didn’t think they were being observed, and I know. 
There was something about my Wimblehurst companions that 
disgusted me. It’s hard to define. Heaven knows that 
at that Cockney boarding-school at Goudhurst we were coarse 
enough, the Wimblehurst youngsters had neither words nor 
courage for the sort of thing we used to do—for our bad 
language, for example ; but. on the other hand, they displayed 
a sort of sluggish, real iewdness—lewdness is the word—a 
baseness of attitude. Whatever we exiled urbans did at 
Goudhurst was touched with something, however coarse, 
of romantic imagination. We had read the Boys of England , 
and told each other stories. In the English country-side there 
are no books at all, no songs, no drama, no valiant sin even ; 
all these things have never come or they were taken away 
and hidden generations ago, and the imagination aborts and 
bestialises. That, I think, is where the real difference against 
the English rural man lies. It is because I know this that I 
do not share in the common repinings because our country¬ 
side is being depopulated, because our population is passing 
through the furnace of the towns. They starve, they suffer, 
no doubt, but they come out of it hardened, they come out 
of it with souls. . . . 

Of an evening the Wimblehurst blade, shiny-faced from 
a wash and with some loud finery, a coloured waistcoat or 
a vivid tie, would betake himself to the Eastry Arms billiard- 
room, or to the bar parlour of some minor pub where nap 
could be played. One soon sickened of his slow knowingness, 
the cunning observation of his deadened eyes, his idea of a 
* f good story,” always, always told in undertones, poor dirty- 
worm ! his shrewd, elaborate manoeuvres for some petty' 
advantage, a drink to the good or such-like deal. There rises 
before my eyes as I write, young Hopley Dodd, the son of the 
Wimblehurst auctioneer, the pride of Wimblehurst, its finest 
flower, with his fur waistcoat and his bulldog pipe, his riding- 
breeches—he had no horse—and his gaiters, as he used to sit, 
leaning forward and watching the billiard-table from under 
the brim of his artfully tilted hat. A half-dozen phrases 
constituted his conversation ; 4t Hard lines ! ” he used to say, 
and ** Good baazness,” in a bas3 bleat. Moreover, he had 
a long, slow whistle that was esteemed the very cream of 
humorous comment. Night after night he was there. . . . 

Also, you know, he would not understand that 7 could 
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play billiards, and regarded every stroke X made as a fluke. 
For a beginner I didn't play so badly, I thought. Fm not 
so sure now ; that was my opinion at the time. But young 
Dodd's scepticism and the “ good baazness " finally cured 
me of my disposition to frequent the Eastry Arms, and so 
these noises had their value in my world. 

I made no friends among the young men of the place at 
all, and though I was entering upon adolescence I have no 
love-affair to tell of here. Not that I was not waking up 
to that aspect of life in my middle teens. I did, indeed, 
in various slightly informal ways, scrape acquaintance with 
casual Wimblehurst girls : with a little dressmaker's apprentice 
I got upon shyly speaking terms, and a pupil teacher in the 
National School went further and was “ talked about " in 
connection with me ; but I was not by any means touched 
by any reality of passion for either of these young people ; 
love—love as yet came to me only in my dreams. I only 
kissed these girls once or twice. They rather disconcerted 
than developed those dreams. They were so clearly not 
“ it." I shall have much to say of love in this story, but I 
may break it to the reader now that it is my role to be a rather 
ineffectual lover. Desire I know well enough—indeed, too 
well ; but love X have been shy of. In all my early enterprises 
in the war of the sexes, I was torn between the urgency of the 
body and a habit of romantic fantasy that wanted every phase 
of the adventure to be generous and beautiful. And I had 
a curiously haunting memory of Beatrice, of her kisses in 
the bracken and her kiss upon the wall, that somehow pitched 
the standard too high for Wimblehurst's opportunities. I will 
not deny I did in a boyish way attempt a shy, rude adventure or 
so in love-making at Wimblehurst ; but through these various 
influences, I didn't bring things off to any extent at all. I left 
behind me no devastating memories, no splendid reputation. I 
came away at last, still inexperienced and a little thwarted, with 
only a natural growth of interest and desire in sexual things. 

If I fell in love with any one in Wimblehurst it was with 
my aunt. She treated me with a kindliness that was only 
half maternal—she petted my books, she knew about my 
certificates, she made fun of me in a way that stirred my 
heart to her. Quite unconsciously I grew fond of her. . . . 

My adolescent years at Wimblehurst were on the whole 
laborious, uneventful years that began in short jackets and 
left me in many ways nearly a man, years so uneventful that 
the Calculus of Variations is associated with one winter, and 
an examination in Physics for Science and Art Department 
Honours marks an epoch. Many divergent impulses stirred 
within me, but the master impulse was a grave young dis¬ 
position to work and learn, and thereby in some not very 
clearly defined way get out of the Wimblehurst world into 
which I had fallen. I wrote with some frequency to Ewart 
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self-conscious, but, as I remember them, not unintelligent 
letters, dated in Latin and with lapses into Latin quotation 
that roused Ewart to parody. There was something about 
me in those days more than a little priggish. But it was, to 
do myself justice, something more than the petty pride* of 
learning, I had a very grave sense of discipline and pre¬ 
paration that I am not ashamed at all to remember. I was 
serious. More serious than I am at the present time. More 
serious, indeed, than any adult seems to be. I was capable 
then of efforts—of nobilities. . . . They are beyond me now, 
I don’t see why, at forty, I shouldn’t confess I respect my 
own youth. I had dropped being a boy quite abruptly. I 
thought I was presently to go out into a larger and quite 
important world and do significant things there. I thought 
I was destined to do something definite to a world that had 
J purpose. I did not understand then, as I do now, 

that life was to consist largely in the world's doing things to 
Young people never do seem to understand that aspect 
of things. And as I say, among my educational influences 
my uncle, all unsuspected, played a leading part, and perhaps 
among other things gave my discontent with Wimblehurst, 
my desire to get away from that clean and picturesque empti¬ 
ness, a form and expression that helped to emphasise it In 
a way that definition made me patient. « Presently I shall 
get to London,” I said, echoing him. 

I remember him now as talking, always talking, in those 

Su yS * ta ^ ed , to me °* theology, he talked of politics, of 

r /i v ^p n d ers of science and the marvels of art, of the passions 
and the affections, of the immortality of the soul and the 
peculiar actions of drugs ; but predominantly and constantly 
? 6 7 ~*©d of getting on, of enterprises, of inventions and great 
ortunes, of Rothschilds, silver kings, Vanderbilts, Goulds, 
10ns ’ realisations and the marvellous ways of Chance 
!? th men—in all localities, that is to say, that are not 
°WK ^ly su ?f ceTl to the level of Cold Mutton Fat 
orit 11 ^ think of those early talks, I figure him always in 
*°f three positions. Either we were in the dispensing lair 
iwi™ a barrier, he pounding up stuff in a mortar, 

1 _ .P®» I rolling pill-stuff into long rolls and cutting it 

of th a SOr * °* ^road, fluted knife, or he stood looking out 
whil door against the case of sponges and spray-diffusers, 

9 <»i!L£ jprveyed him from behind the counter, or he leant 

tittle drawers behind the counter, and I hovered 
tr* The thought of those early days brings back 

mn rKu the faint smell of scent that was always in the air, 

t _“ ed now with streaks of this drug and now of that, and 
my eyes the rows of jejune glass bottles with gold labels, 
w or_ reflected, that stood behmd him. My aunt, I re mem- 

. * used sometimes to come into the shop in a state of aggres- 
© spnghtlineas, a sort of connubial ragging expedition, and 
T--B.—M.U, C 
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get much fun over the abbreviated Latinity of those gilt 
inscriptions. " Ol Am jig, George,** she would read derisively, 
“ and he pretends it*s almond oil ! Snap!—and that's 
mustard. Did you Ever, George ? 

” Look at him, George, looking dignified. I’d like to put 
an old label on to him round the middle like his bottles are, 
with Ol Pondo on it. That’s Latin for Impostor, George— 
must be. He’d look lovely with a stopper.” 

fS You want a stopper,” said my uncle, projecting his 
face. . . . 

My aunt, dear soul, was in those days quite thin and slender, 
with a delicate rosebud complexion and a disposition to 
connubial badinage, to a sort of gentle skylarking. There 
was a silvery ghost of lisping in her speech. She was a great 
humorist, and as the constraint of my presence at meals wore 
off, I became more and more aware of a filmy but extensive 
net of nonsense she had woven about her domestic relations 
until it had become the reality of her life. She affected a 
derisive attitude to the world at large, and applied the epithet 
“ old ” to more things than I have ever heard linked to it 
before or since. ** Here’s the old newspaper,” she used to 
say to my uncle. ” Now don’t go and get it in the butter, 
you silly old Sardine ! ” 

” What’s the day of the week, Susan ? ” my uncle would ask. 

"‘Old Monday, Sossidge,” she would say, and add, " I got 
all my Old Washing to do. Don’t I know it f ” . . . 

She had evidently been the wit and joy of a large circle 
of schoolfellows, and this style had become a second nature 
with her. It made her very delightful to me in that quiet 
place. Her customary walk even had a sort of hallo ! in it. 
Her chief preoccupation in life was, I believe, to make my 
uncle laugh, and when by some new nickname, some new 
quaintness or absurdity, she achieved that end, she was, 
behind a mask of sober amazement, the happiest woman on 
earth. My uncle’s laugh when it did come, I must admit, 
was, as Baedeker says, “ rewarding.” It began with gusty 
blowings and snortings, and opened into a clear ** Ha ha ! ” 
but in its fullest development it included, in those youthful 
days, falling about anyhow and doubling up tightly, and 
whackings of the stomach, and tears and cries of anguish. 

I never in my life heard my uncle laugh to his maximum 
except at her, he was commonly too much in earnest for 
that, and he didn’t laugh much at all, to my knowledge, after 
those early years. Also she threw things at him to an enormous 
extent in her resolve to keep things lively in spite of Wimble- 
hurst ; sponges out of stock she threw, cushions, balls of 
paper, clean washing, bread ; and once up the yard when 
they thought that I and the errand boy and the diminutive 
maid of all work were safely out of the way, she smashed a 
boxful of eight-ounce bottles I had left to drain, assaulting 
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niy uncle with a new soft broom. Sometimes she would 
shy things at me—but not often. There seemed always 
laughter round and about her-—all three of us would share 
hysterics at times—and on one occasion the two of them 
came home from church shockingly ashamed of themselves, 
because of a storm of mirth during the sermon. The vicar, it 
seems, had tried to blow his nose with a black glove as well as the 
customary pocket-handkerchief. And afterwards she had picked 
up her own glove by the finger, and looking innocently but 
intently sideways, had suddenly by this simple expedient ex¬ 
ploded my uncle altogether* We had it all over again at dinner* 
But it shows you, ’' cried my uncle, suddenly becoming 
grave, u what Wimblehurst is, to have us all laughing at a 
little thing like that! We weren't the only ones that giggled. 
Not by any means ! And, Lord ! it was funny I " 

Socially, my uncle and aunt were almost completely isolated. 
In places like Wimblehurst the tradesmen's wives always are 
isolated socially, all of them, unless they have a sister or a 
. * . among the other wives, but the husbands met 

m various bar-parlours or in the billiard-room of the Eastry 
Arms* But my uncle, for the most part, spent his evenings 
at home* When first he arrived in Wimblehurst I think he 
had spread his effect of abounding ideas and enterprise rather 
too aggressively ; and Wimblehurst, after a temporary sub¬ 
jugation, had rebelled and done its best to make a butt of 
him. His appearance in a public-house led to a pause in 
any conversation that was gomg on. 

** Come to tell us about everything, Mr. Pond'revo ? " some 
one would say politely. 

** You wait," my uucle used to answer, disconcerted, and 
sulk for the rest of his visit. 

Or some one with an immense air of innocence would 
remark to the world generally, " They're talkin' of rebuildin' 
Wimblehurst all over again, I'm told. Anybody heard any¬ 
thing of it ? Going to make it a reg'lar sraart-goin', enter- 
prisin' place—kind of Crystal Pallas." 

** Earthquake and a pestilence before you get that” my 
uncle would mutter, to the infinite delight of every one, and 
add something inaudible about " Cold Mutton Fat." . . . 

§ 3 

We were torn apart by a financial accident to my uncle 
of which I did not at first grasp the full bearings. He had 
developed what I regarded as an innocent intellectual recrea¬ 
tion which he called atockdB^Ptket^^aetgpXQJlQgy^ I think he 
got the idea from the use of curves~!n the graphic presentation 
of associated variations that he saw me plotting. He secured 
some of my squared paper and, having cast about for a time, 
decided to trace the nse and fall of certain mines and railways. 

“ There's something in this, George," he said, and I little 
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dreamt that among other things that were in it, was the whole 
of his spare money and most of what my mother had left to 
him in trust for me. 

" It’s as plain as can be," he said. 44 See, here’s one system 
of waves and here’s another I These are prices for Union 
Pacifies—extending over a month. Now next week, mark 
my words, they’ll be down one whole point. We’re getting 
near the steep part of the curve again. See ? It’s absolutely 
scientific. It’s verifiable. Well, and apply it ! You buy in 
the hollow and sell on the crest, and—there you are ! " 

I was so convinced of the triviality of this amusement that 
to find at last that he had taken it in the most disastrous 
earnest overwhelmed me. 

He took me for a long walk to break it to me, over the 
hills towards Yare and across the great gorse commons by 
Hazelbrow. 

f< There are ups and downs in life, George," he said—half¬ 
way across that great open space, and paused against the 
sky. , . . "I left out one factor in the Union Pacific analysis." 

“ DM you ? ” I said, struck by the sudden change in his 
voice. " But you don’t mean-- ? " 

I stopped and turned on him in the narrow sandy rut of 
pathway, and he stopped likewise. 

“ I do, George. I do mean. It's bust me t I’m a bank¬ 
rupt here and now." 

44 Then- ? " 

f4 The shop's bust too. I shall have to get out of that " 

" And me?" 

* Oh, you 1— you're all right. You can transfer your 
apprenticeship, and—er—well, I’m not the sort of man to 
be careless with trust-funds, you can be sure. I kept that 
aspect in mind. There’s some of it left, George—trust me !—— 
quite a decent little sum." 

" But you and aunt ? " 

"It isn’t quite the way we meant to leave Wimblehurst, 
George ; but we shall have to go. Sale ; all the things shoved 
about and ticketed—lot a hundred and one. Ugh ! . . . 
It s been a larky little house in some ways. The first we had. 
Furnishing—a spree in its way. . . . Very happy. . . 

His face winced at some memory. " Let’s go on, George " 
he said shortly, near choking, I could see. 

I turned my back on him, and did not look round again 
for a little while. 

" That’s how it is, you see, George," I heard him after a time. 

When we were back in the high road again he came along¬ 
side, and for a time we walked in silence. 

" Don’t say anything home yet," he said presently. 

Fortunes of War. I got to pick the proper time with Susan 
—else she’ll get depressed. Not that sne isn’t a first-rate 
brick whatever comes along." 
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“ All right/* I said, “ I’ll be careful/’ and it seemed to me 
for the time altogether too selfish to bother him with any 
further inquiries about his responsibility as my trustee. He 
gave a little sigh of relief at my note of assent, and was 
presently talking quite cheerfully of his plans. . . . But he 
had, I remember, one lapse into moodiness that came and 
went suddenly. “ Those others ! ” he said, as though the 
thought had stung him for the first time. 

“ What others ? ” I asked. 

<f Damn them ! '* said he. 

But what others ? " 

“ All those damned stick-in-the-mud-and-die-slowly trades¬ 
people : Ruck, the butcher, Marbel, the grocer. Snape ! 
Gord * George, how they’ll grin ! ” . . . 

I thought him over in the next few weeks, and I remember 
now in great detail the last walk we had together before he 
handed over the shop and me to his successor. For he had 
the good luck to sell his business, “ lock, stock, and barrel ” 
~—in which expression I found myself and my indentures 
included. The horrors of a sale by auction of the furniture 
even were avoided. 

X remember that either coming or going on that occasion. 
Ruck, the butcher, stood in his doorway and regarded us with 
a grin that showed hia long teeth. 

** You half-witted hog I ” said my uncle. “You grinning 
hyena *' ; and then, “ Pleasant day, Mr. Ruck.” 

“ Goin* to make your fortun’ in London, than ? ” said Mr. 
Ruck with slow enjoyment. 

That last excursion took us along the causeway to Beeching, 
and so up the downs and round almost as far as Stead hurst, 
home. My moods, as we went, made a mingled web. By 
this time I had really grasped the fact that my uncle had, 
in plain English, robbed me ; the little accumulations of my 
mother, six hundred pounds and more, that would have 
educated me and started me in business, had been eaten into 
and was mostly gone into the unexpected hollow that ought 
to have been a crest of the Union Pacific curve, and of the 
remainder he still gave no account. I was too young and 
inexperienced to insist on this or know how to get it, but the 
thought of it all made streaks of decidedly black anger in that 
scheme of interwoven feelings. And you know, I was also 
acutely sorry for him—almost as sorry as I was for my Aunt 
Susan. Even then I had quite found him out. I knew him 
to be weaker than myself ; his incurable, irresponsible childish¬ 
ness was as clear to me then as it was on his death-bed, his 
redeeming and excusing imaginative silliness. Through some 
odd mental twist, perhaps, I was disposed to exonerate him 
even at the cost of blaming my poor old mother who had 
left things in bis untrustworthy hands. 

I should have forgiven him altogether, X believe, if he had 
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been in any manner apologetic to me ; but he wasn't that. 
He kept reassuring me in a way I found irritating. Mostly, 
however, his solicitude was for Aunt Susan and himself. 

" It's these Crises, George/ 1 he said, " try Character. 
Your aunt's come out well, my boy," 

He made meditative noises for a space. 

‘‘ Had her cry, of course "—the thing had been only too 
painfully evident to me in her eyes and swollen face—“ who 
wouldn't ? But now—buoyant again ! . . . She's a Corker. 

" We'll be sorry to leave the little house, of course. It's 
a bit like Adam and Eve, you know. Lord ! what a chap 
old Milton was ! 

" The world was all before them, where to choose 
Their place of rest, and Providence their guide." 

It sounds, George. . . . Providence their guide ! , . . Well 

thank goodness there's no imeedgit prospect of either Cain 
or Abel ! 

After all, it won't be so bad up there. Not the scenery, 
perhaps, or the air we get here, but— Life ! We've got very 
comfortable little rooms, very comfortable considering, and 
I shall rise. We're not done yet, we're not beaten ; don’t 
think that, George. I shall pay twenty shillings in the pound 
before I ve done—you mark my words, George—twenty-five 
to you. ... I got this situation within twenty-four hours— 
others offered. It's an important firm—one of the best in 
London, I looked to that. I might have got four or five 
shillings a week more—elsewhere. Quarters I could name. 
But I ^said to them plainly, wages to go on with, but oppor¬ 
tunity's my game—development. We understood each other." 

He threw out his chest, and the little round eyes behind 
his glasses rested valiantly on imaginary employers. 

We would go on in silence for a space while he revised and 
restated that encounter. Then he would break out abruptly 
with some banal phrase. 

** The Battle of Life, George, my boy," he would cry. or 
" Ups and Downs ! " 

He ignored or waived the poor little attempts I made to 
ascertain my own position. ** That's all right," he would say ; 
or, * Leave all that to me. 1*11 look after them." And he 
would drift away towards the philosophy and moral of the 
situation. What was I to do ? 

Never put all your resources into one chance, George ; 
that s the lesson I draw from this. Have forces in reserve. 
It was a hundred to one, George, that I was right —a hundred 
to one, I worked it out afterwards. And here we are spiked 
on the off-chance. If I'd have only kept back a little, I'd 
have had it on U .P. next day, like a shot, and come out on 
the rise. There you are ! " 

His thoughts took a graver turn. 
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'* It’s when you bump up against Chance like this, George, 
that you feel the need of religion. Your hard and fast scientific 
men—your Spencers and Huxleys—they don’t understand 
that.* I do. I’ve thought of it a lot lately—in bed and about. 
I was thinking of it this morning while I shaved. It’s not 
irreverent for me to say it, I hope—but God comes in on the 
PSiChance, George. See ? Don’t you be too cocksure of 
anything, good or bad. That’s what I make out of it. I 
could have sworn. Well, do you think I—particular as I am 

would have touched those Union Pacifies with trust-money 
at all, if I hadn’t thought it a thoroughly good thing—good 
^^hout spot or blemish ? . . . And it was bad ! 

It’s a lesson to me. You start in to get a hundred per 
cent, and you come out with that. It means, in a way, a 

I’ve thought of that, George—in the 
Night Watches. I was thinking this morning when I was 
shaving, that that’s where the good of it all comes in. At 
bottom I’m a mystic in these affairs. You calculate you’re 
going to do this or that, but at bottom who knows at all what 
he’s doing ? When you most think you’re doing things, 
they’re being done right over your head. You’re being done 
-—in a sense. Take a hundred-to-one chance, or one to a 
hundred—what does it matter ? You’re being Led.” 

It’s odd that I heard this at the time with unutterable 
contempt, and now that I recall it—well, I ask myself, what 
have I got better ? 

I wish,” said I, becoming for a moment outrageous, 1 i you 
were being Led to give me some account of my money. Uncle.” 

** Not without a bit of paper to figure on, George, I can’t. 
But you trust me about that, never fear. You trust me.” 

And in the end I had to. 

I think the bankruptcy hit my aunt pretty hard. There 
was, so far as I can remember now, a complete cessation of 
all those cheerful outbreaks of elasticity—no more skylarking 
m the shop or scampering about the house. But there was no 
fuss that I saw, and only little signs in her complexion of the fits 
of weeping that must have taken her. She didn't cry at the 
end, though to me her face with its strain of self-possession was 
more pathetic than any weeping. 44 Well,” she said to me as 
she came through the shop to the cab, 44 Here’s old orf, George f 
Grf to Mome number two ! Good-bye i ” And she took me in 
ker arms and kissed me and pressed me to her. Then she dived 
straight for the cab before I could answer her. 

My uncle followed* and he seemed to me a trifle too valiant 
confident in his bearing for reality. He was unusually 
in the face. He spoke to his successor at the counter. 

Here we go t ” he said. “ One down, the other up. You’ll 
find it a quiet little business so Tong *as'you run it on quiet 
fines— a nice* quiet little business. There’s nothing more ? 
No ? Well, if you want to know anything write to me. I’ll 
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always explain fully. Anything—business, place, or people. 
You’ll find Pil. Antibil. a little overstocked, by the bye. I 
found it soothed my mind the day before yesterday making 
’em, and I made 'em all day. Thousands ! And where’s 
George ? Ah ! there you are ! I'll write to you, George, 
fully , about all that affair. Fully I " 

It became clear to me, as if for the first time, that I was 
really parting from my Aunt Susan. I went out on to the 
pavement and saw her head craned forward, her wide-open 
blue eyes and her face intent on the shop that had com¬ 
bined for her all the charms of a big doll's house and a little 
home of her very own. " Good-bye ! " she said to it and to 
me. Our eyes met for a moment—perplexed. My uncle 
bustled out and gave a few totally unnecessary directions to 
the cabman and got in beside her. “ All right ? " asked the 
driver. “ Right," said I; and he woke up the horse with a 
flick of his whip. My aunt's eyes surveyed me again. " Stick 
to your old science and things, George, and write and tell me 
when they make you a Professor," she said cheerfully. 

She stared at me for a second longer with eyes growing 
wider and brighter and a smile that had become fixed, glanced 
again at the bright little shop still saying " Ponderevo " with 
all the emphasis of its fascia, and then flopped back hastily out 
of sight 01 me into the recesses of the cab. Then it had gone 
from before me, and I beheld Mr. Snape, the hairdresser, inside 
his shop regarding its departure with a quiet satisfaction and 
exchanging smiles and significant headshakes with Mr. Marbel. 

§ 4 ^ 

I was left, I say, as part of the lock, stock, and barrel at 
Wimblehurst with my new master, a Mr. Mantell ; who plays 
no part in the progress of this story except in so far as he 
effaced my uncle's traces. So soon as the freshness of this 
new personality faded, I began to find Wimblehurst not only 
a dull but a lonely place, and to miss my Aunt Susan im¬ 
mensely. The advertisements of the summer terms for 
Cough Linctus were removed ; the bottles of coloured water 
—red, green, and yellow—restored to their places ; the horse 
announcing veterinary medicine, which my uncle, sizzling 
all the while, had coloured in careful portraiture of a Good- 
wood favourite, rewhitened ; and I turned myself even more 
resolutely than before to Latin (until the passing of ray pre¬ 
liminary examination enabled me to drop that), and then 
to mathematics and science. 

There were classes in Electricity and Magnetism at the 
Grammar School. I took a little “ elementary ** prize in that 
in my first year and a medal in my third ; and in Chemistry 
and Human Physiology and Sound, Light, and Heat, I did 
well. There was also a lighter, more discursive subject called 
Physiography, in which one ranged among the sciences and 
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encountered Geology as a process of evolution from Eozoon 
to Eastry House, and Astronomy as a record of celestial 
movements of the most austere and invariable integrity. I 
learnt out of cheap, badly-written condensed text-books, and 
with the minimum of experiment, but still I learnt. Only 
thirty years ago it was, and I remember I learnt of the electric 
light as an expensive, impracticable toy, the telephone as a 
curiosity, electric traction as a practical absurdity. There 
was no argon, no radium, no phagocytes—at least to my 
knowledge, and aluminium was a dear infrequent metal, 
lhe fastest ships in the world went then at nineteen knots, 
and no one but a lunatic here and there ever thought it 
possible that men might fly. 

Many things have happened since then, but the last glance 
* J la< ^ Wimblehurst two years ago remarked no change 
whatever in its pleasant tranquillity. They had not even 
built any fresh houses—at least not actually in the town, 
though about the station there had been some building. But 
it was a good place to do work in, for all its quiescence. I 
was soon beyond the small requirements of the Pharmaceutical 
society's examination, and as they do not permit candidates 
to sit for that until one-and-twenty, I was presently filling 
up my time and preventing my studies becoming too desultory 
hy making an attack upon the London University degree of 
Bachelor of Science, which impressed me then as a very 
splendid but almost impossible achievement. The degree in 
mathematics and chemistry appealed to me as particularly 
congenial—albeit giddily inaccessible. I set to work. I had 
presently to arrange a holiday and go to London to matricu¬ 
late, and so it was I came upon my aunt and uncle again, 
fn many ways that visit marked an epoch. It was my first 
impression of London at all. I was then nineteen, and by 
a conspiracy of chances my nearest approach to that human 
wilderness had been my brief visit to Chatham. Chatham, 
too, had been my largest town. So that I got London at 
last with an exceptional freshness of effect, as the sudden 
revelation of a whole unsuspected other side to life. 

I came to it on a dull and smoky day by the South-Eastern 
Kailway, and our train was half an hour late, stopping and 
going on and stopping again. I marked beyond Chislehurst 
Ik £ row * n l> multitude 01 villas, and so came stage by stage 
through multiplying houses and diminishing interspaces of 
market garden and dingy grass to regions of interlacing 
railway lines, big factories, gasometers and wide reeking swamps 
2 f dingy little homes, more of them and more and more. 
The number of these and their dinginess and poverty increased, 
and here rose a great public-house and here a Board School 
and here a gaunt factory ; and away to the east there loomed 
tor a time a queer, incongruous forest of masts and spars, 
rhe congestion of houses intensified and piled up presently 
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into tenements; I marvelled more and more at this boundless 
world of dingy people ; whiffs of industrial smell, of leather, 
of brewing, drifted into the carriage, the sky darkened, I 
rumbled thunderously over bridges, van-crowded streets, 
peered down on and crossed the Thames with an abrupt 
eclat of sound. I got an effect of tall warehouses, of grey 
water, barge crowded, of broad banks of indescribable mud, 
and then I was in Cannon Street Station—a monstrous, dirty 
cavern with trains packed across its vast floor, and more 
porters standing along the platform than I had ever seen in 
my life before. I alighted with my portmanteau and struggled 
along, realising for the first time just how small and weak I 
could still upon occasion feel. In this world, I felt, an Honours 
medal in Electricity and Magnetism counted for nothing 
at all. 

Afterwards I drove in a cab down a canon of rushing street 
between high warehouses, and peeped up astonished at the 
blackened greys of Saint Paul's. The traffic of Cheapside— 
it was mostly in horse omnibuses in those days—seemed 
stupendous, its roar was stupendous ; I wondered where the 
money came from to employ so many cabs, what industry 
could support the endless jostling stream of silk-hatted, frock- 
coated, hurrying men. Down a turning I found the Temper¬ 
ance Hotel Mr. Mantell had recommended to me. The porter 
in a green uniform who took over my portmanteau, seemed, 
I thought, to despise me a good deal. 

§ 5 

Matriculation kept me for four full days, and then came 
an afternoon to spare, and I sought out Tottenham Court 
Road through a perplexing network of various and crowded 
streets. But this London was vast ! it was endless 1 it 
seemed the whole world had changed into packed frontages 
and hoardings and street spaces. I got there at last and made 
inquiries, and I found my uncle behind the counter of the 
pharmacy he managed, an establishment that did not impress 
me as doing a particularly high-class trade. “ Lord 1 ” he said 
at the sight of me, ** I was wanting something to happen 1 ” 

He greeted me warmly. I had grown taller, and he, I 
thought, had grown shorter and smaller and rounder, but 
otherwise he was unchanged. He struck me as being rather 
shabby, and the silk hat he produced and put on when, after 
mysterious negotiations in the back premises he achieved his 
freedom to accompany me, was past its first youth ; but he 
was as buoyant and confident as ever. 

“ Come to ask me about all that ? ” he cried. “ I've never 
written yet.” 

" Oh l among other things,” said I with a sudden regret¬ 
table politeness, and waived the topic of his trusteeship to ask 
after my Aunt Susan. 
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' We'll have her out of it,’* he said suddenly ; “ we*!! go 
somewhere. We don't get you in London every day.” 

** It's my first visit,” I said ; ** I've never seen London 

before ” ; and that made him ask me what I thought of it, 
and the rest of the talk was London, London, to the exclusion 
of all smaller topics. He took me up the Hampstead Road 
almost to the Cobden statue, plunged into some back streets 
to the left, and came at last to a blistered front door that 
responded to his latch-key, one of a long series of blistered 
front doors with fanlights and apartment cards above. We 
lound ourselves in a drab-coloured passage that was not only 
narrow and dirty but desolatingly empty, and then he opened 
a door and revealed my aunt sitting at the window, with a 
little sewing-machine on a bamboo occasional table before her, 
and ** work a plum-coloured walking dress, I judged, at its 
ITl0 /f^ ar * a lytical stage—scattered over the rest of the apartment. 

At the first glance I judged my aunt was plumper than 
she had been, but her complexion was just as fresh and her 
China _blue_eyes as bright as in the old days. 

“ London,” she said, didn’t ,f get blacks ” on her. 

She still ” cheeked ” my uncle, I was pleased to find. 

What are you old Poking in for at this time —Gubbitt ? ” she 
said when he appeared, and she still looked with a practised 
®ye for the facetious side of things. When she saw me behind 
him, she gave a little cry and stood up radiant. Then she 
became grave. 

I was surprised at my own emotion in seeing her. She 

held me at arm’s length for a moment, a hand on each 

shoulder, and looked at me with a sort of glad scrutiny. 

She seemed to hesitate, and then pecked a little kiss off my 
cheek 


You’re a man, George,” she said, as she released me, 
and continued to look at me for a while. 

Their minage was one of a very common type in London. 
They occupied what is called the dining-room floor of a small 
house, and they had the use of a little inconvenient kitchen 
m the basement that had once been a scullery. The two 
rooms, bedroom behind and living-room in front, were 
separated by folding doors that were never now thrown back, 
and indeed, in the presence of a visitor, not used at all. There 
was, of course, no bathroom or anything of that sort available, 
«jjid there was no water supply except to the kitchen below, 
“*y aun t did all the domestic work, though she could have 
afforded to pay for help if the build of the place had not 
rendered that inconvenient to the pitch of impossibility. 
There was no sort of help available except that of indoor 
servants, for whom she had no accommodation. The furniture 
was their own ; it was partly second-hand, but on the whole 
it seemed cheerful to my eye, and my aunt's bias for cheap, 
gay-figured muslin had found ample scope. In many ways 
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I should think it must have been an extremely inconvenient 
and cramped sort of home* but at the time I took it, as I was 
taking everything, as being there and in the nature of things. 
I did not see the oddness of solvent, decent people living in 
a habitation so clearly neither designed nor adapted for their 
needs, so wasteful of labour and so devoid of beauty as this 
was, and it is only now as I describe this that I find myself 
thinking of the essential absurdity of an intelligent community 
living in such makeshift homes. It strikes me now as the 
next thing to wearing second-hand clothes. 

You see, it was a natural growth, part of that system to 
which Bladesover, I hold, is the key. There are wide regions 
of London, miles of streets of houses, that appear to have 
been originally designed for prosperous middle-class homes of 
the early Victorian type. There must have been a perfect 
fury of such building in the ’thirties, ’forties, and 'fifties. Street 
after street must have been rushed into being, Camden Town 
way, Pentonville way, Brompton way. West Kensington way, 
in the Victoria region and all over the minor suburbs of the 
south side. I am doubtful if many of these houses had any 
long use as the residences of single families, if from the very 
first almost their tenants did not makeshift and take lodgers 
and sub-let. They were built with basements, in which their 
servants worked and lived—servants of a more submissive 
and troglodytic generation who did not mind stairs—the 
dining-room (with folding doors) was a little above the ground- 
level, and in that the wholesome boiled and roast with damp 
boiled potatoes and then pie to follow, was consumed, and 
the numerous family read and worked in the evening, and 
above was the drawing-room (also with folding doors), where 
the infrequent callers were received. That was the vision 
at which those industrious builders aimed. Even while these 
houses were being run up, the threads upon the loom of fate 
were shaping to abolish altogether the type of household that 
would have fitted them. Means of transit were developing 
to carry the moderately prosperous middle-class families out 
of London, education and factory employment were whittling 
away at the supply of rough, hardworking, obedient girls 
who would stand the subterranean drudgery of these places, 
new classes of hard-up middle-class people such as my uncle, 
employees of various types, were coming into existence, 
for whom no homes were provided. None of these classes 
have ideas of w r hat they ought to be, or fit in any legitimate 
way into the Bladesover theory that dominates our minds. 
It was nobody’s concern to see them housed under civilised 
conditions, and the beautiful laws of supply and demand had 
free play. They had to squeeze in. The landlords came out 
financially intact from their blundering enterprise. More and 
more these houses fell into the hands of married artisans 
or struggling widows or old servants with savings, who 
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became responsible for the quarterly rent and tried to sweat 
a living by sub-letting furnished or unfurnished apartments. 

I remember now that a poor, grey-haired old woman, who 
had an air of having been roused from a nap in the dust¬ 
bin, came out into the area and looked up at us as we three 
went out from the front door to “ see London ” under my 
uncle’s direction. She was the sub-letting occupier, she 
squeezed out a precarious living by taking the house whole 
and sub-letting it in detail, and she made her food and got 
the shelter of an attic above and a basement below by the 
transaction. And if she didn’t chance to ” let ” steadily, 
out she went to pauperdom and some other poor sordid old 
adventurer tried in her place. . . . 

It is a foolish community that can house whole classes, 
useful and helpful, honest and loyal classes, in such squalidly 
unsuitable dwellings. It is by no means the social economy 
it seems, to use up old women's savings and inexperience 
in order to meet the landlord’s demands. But any one who 
doubts this thing is going on right up to to-day need only 
spend an afternoon in hunting for lodgings in any of the 
regions of London I have named. 

But where has my story got to ? My uncle, I say, decided 
I must be shown London, and out we three went as soon as 
my aunt had got her hat on, to catch all that was left of 
the day. 

§6 

It pleased my uncle extremely to' find I had never seen 
London before. He took possession of the metropolis forth¬ 
with. ** London, George,” he said, “ takes a lot of under¬ 
standing. It’s a great place. Immense. The richest town 
in the world, the biggest port, the greatest manufacturing 
town, the Imperial city—the centre of civilisation, the heart 
of the world 1 See those sandwich men down there ! That 
third one’s hat t Fair treat 1 You don’t see poverty like 
that in Wimblehurst, George 1 And many of them high 
Oxford honours men, too. Brought down by drink 1 It's a 
wonderful place, George—a whirlpool, a maelstrom t whirls 
you up and whirls you down.” 

I have a very confused memory of that afternoon’s in¬ 
spection of London. My uncle took us to and fro showing 
us over his London, talking erratically, following a route of 
his own. Sometimes we were walking, sometimes we were 
on the tops of great staggering horse omnibuses in a heaving 
jumble of traffic, and at one point we had tea in an Aerated 
Bread Shop, But I remember very distinctly how we passed 
down Park Lane under an overcast sky, and how my uncle 
pointed out the house of this child of good fortune and that 
with succulent appreciation. 

I remember, too, that as he talked I would find my aunt 
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watching my face as if to check the soundness of his talk 
by my expression. 

“ Been in love yet, George ? ” she asked suddenly, over a 
bun in the tea-shop. 

** Too busy, aunt/' I told her. 

She bit her bun extensively, and gesticulated with the 
remnant to indicate that she had more to say. 

“ How are you going to make your fortune ? ” she said so 
soon as she could speak again. “You haven't told us that.” 

“ ’Lectricity,” said my uncle, taking breath after a deep 
draught of tea. 

If I make it at all,” I said. “ For my part I think I shall 
be satisfied with something less than a fortune.” 

“ We’re going to make ours—suddenly,” she said. ** So 
he old says.” She jerked her head at my uncle. “ He won't 
tell me when—so I can't get anything ready. But it’s coming. 
Going to ride in our carriage and have a garden. Garden— 
like a bishop’s.” 

She finished her bun and twiddled crumbs from her fingers. 
** I shall be glad of the garden,” she said. ** It’s going to be 
a real big one with rosaries and things. Fountains in it. 
Pampas grass. Hothouses.” 

“ You’ll get it all right,” said my uncle, who had reddened 
a Little. 

” Grey horses in the carriage, George,” she said. “ It’s 
nice to think about when one’s dull. And dinners in restaur¬ 
ants often and often. And theatres—in the stalls. And 
money and money and money.” 

You may joke,” said my uncle, and hummed for a moment. 

“ Just as though an old Porpoise like him would ever make 
money,” she said, turning her eyes upon his profile with a 
sudden lapse to affection. ” He’ll just porpoise about.” 

41 HI do something,” said my uncle, ” you bet ! Zzzz 1 ” 
and rapped with a shilling on the marble table. 

44 When you do you’ll have to buy me a new pair of gloves,” 
she said, “ anyhow. That finger’s past mending. Look [ 
you Cabbage—you.” And she held the split under his nose, 
and pulled a face of comical fierceness. 

My uncle smiled at these sallies at the time, but afterwards, 
when I went back with him to the Pharmacy—the low-class 
business grew brisker in the evening and they kept open late— 
he reverted to it in a low, expository tone. ” Your aunt's 
a bit impatient, George. She gets at me. It’s only natural. 

. . . A woman doesn't understand how long it takes to build 
up a position. No. ... In certain directions now—I am— 
quietly—building up a position. Now here, ... I get this 
room. I have my three assistants. Zzzz. It's a position 
that, judged by the criterion of immeedjit income, isn’t 
perhaps so good as I deserve, but strategically—yes. It's 
what I want. I make my plans. I rally my attack/' 
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“ What plans/' I said, 11 are you making ? ” 

Well, George, there's one thing you can rely upon. I'm 
doing nothing in a hurry. I turn over this idea and that, and 
I don't talk—indiscreetly. There's— No ! I don't think 
I can tell you that. And yet, why not ? ” 

He got up and closed the door into the shop. “ I’ve told 
no one/' he remarked, as he sat down again. “ I owe you 
something.” 

His face flushed slightly, he leant forward over the little 
table towards me. 

** Listen ! ” he said. 

I listened. 

“ Tono-Bungay,” said my uncle very slowly and distinctly. 

I thought he was asking me to hear some remote, strange 
noise. “ I don’t hear anything,” I said reluctantly to his 
expectant face. 

(i , e sm iled undefeated. ” Try again,” he said, and repeated, 

Tono-Bungay.” 

" Oh, that ! ” I said. 

“ Eh ? ” said he. 

" But what is it ? ” 

“ Ah ! ” said my uncle, rejoicing and expanding. ” What is 
it ? That’s what you got to ask ? What won't It be ? ” He 
dug me violently in what he supposed to be my ribs. ” George,” 
he cried—" George, watch this place! There’s more to follow.” 

And that was all I could get from him. 

That, I believe, was the very first time that the words 
Tono-Bungay were heard on earth—unless my uncle indulged 
m monologues in his chamber—a highly probable thing. Its 
utterance certainly did not seem to me at the time to mark 
«my sort of epoch, and had I been told this word was the 
Open Sesame to whatever pride and pleasure the grimy front of 
London hid from us that evening, I should have laughed aloud. 

* * Goming now to business,” I said after a pause, and with 
a chill sense of effort; and I opened the question of his trust. 

My uncle sighed, and leant back in his chair. “ I wish 
1 could make all this business as clear to you as it is to me,” he 
said. ” However-- Go on I Say what you have to say.” 


§ 7 

After I left my uncle that evening I gave way to a feeling 

t P ro * oun . d depression. My uncle and aunt seemed to me 
to be leading-^! have already used the word too often but 
1 must use it again-^-driigy lives. They seemed to be adrift 
in a limitless crowd of dingy people, wearing shabby clothes, 
uncomfortably in shabby second-hand houses, going to 
ai ?d fro on pavements that had always a thin veneer of greasy, 
slippery mud, under grey skies that showed no gleam of hope 
of anything for them but dinginess until they died. It 
seemed absolutely clear to me that my mother’s little savings 
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had been swallowed up and that my own prospect was all too 
certainly to drop into and be swallowed up sooner or later by 
this dingy London ocean. The London that was to be an 
adventurous escape from the slumber of WimbLehurst, had 
vanished from my dreams. I saw my uncle pointing to the 
houses in Park Lane and showing a frayed shirt-cuff as he did 
so, I heard my aunt : " I’m to ride in my carriage then. 

So he old says.” 

My feelings towards my uncle were extraordinarily mixed. 
I was intensely sorry not only for my Aunt Susan but for him 
-—for it seemed indisputable that as they were living then so 
they must go on-—and at the same time I was angry with the 
garrulous vanity and silliness that had clipped all my chance 
of independent study, and imprisoned her in those grey 
apartments. When I got back to Wimblehurst I allowed 
myself to write him a boyishly sarcastic and sincerely bitter 
letter. He never replied. Then, believing it to be the only 
way of escape for me, I set myself far more grimly and re¬ 
solutely to my studies than I had ever done before. After 
a time I wrote to him in more moderate terms, and he answered 
me evasively. And then I tried to dismiss him from my mind 
and went on working. 

Yes, that first raid upon London under the moist and chilly 
depression of January had an immense effect upon me. It 
was for me an epoch-making disappointment. I had thought 
of London as a large, free, welcoming, adventurous place, and 
I saw it slovenly and harsh and irresponsive. 

I did not realise at ail what human things might be found 
behind those grey frontages, what weakness that whole for¬ 
bidding fa£ade might presently confess. It is the constant 
error of youth to overestimate the Will in things. I did not 
see that the dirt, the discouragement, the discomfort of 
London could be due simply to the fact that London was a 
witless old giantess of a town, too slack and stupid to keep 
herself clean and maintain a brave face to the world. No t 
I suffered from the sort of illusion that burnt witches in the 
seventeenth century. I endured her grubby disorder with a 
sinister and magnificent quality of intention. 

And my uncle's gestures and promises filled me with doubt 
and a sort of fear for him. He seemed to me a lost little 
creature, too silly to be silent, in a vast implacable condemna¬ 
tion. I was full of pity and a sort of tenderness for my Aunt 
Susan, who was doomed to follow his erratic fortunes mocked 
by his grandiloquent promises. , . . 

I was to learn better. But I worked with the terror of 
the gnm underside of London in my soul during all my last 
year at Wimblehurst. 
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CHAPTER ONE 

HOW I BECAME A LONDON STUDENT, AND WENT ASTRAY 

§ I 

I came to live in London, as I shall tell you, when I was 
nearly twenty-two, ^Vimblehu^st dwindles in perspective, 
is now in this book a little place far off, Bladesover no 
more than a small pinkish speck of frontage among the 
distant Kentish hills; the scene broadens out, becomes multi¬ 
tudinous and limitless, full of the sense of vast irrelevant 
movement. I do not remember my second coming to London 
as I do my first, nor my early impressions, save that an October 
memory of softened amber sunshine stands out, amber sunshine 
falling on grey house fronts, I know not where. That, and a 

sense of a large tranquillity. ... 

I could fill a book, I think, with a more or less imaginaiy 
account of how I came to apprehend London, how first in 
one aspect and then another it grew in my mind. Each 
day my accumulating impressions were added to and qualified 
and brought into relationship with new ones, they fused in¬ 
separably with others that were purely personal and accidental. 
I find myself with a certain comprehensive perception of 
London, complex indeed, incurably indistinct in places and 
yet in some way a whole that began with my first visit and 
is still being mellowed and enriched. 

London t 

At first, no doubt, it was a chaos of streets and people and 
buildings and reasonless going to and fro. I do not remember 
that I ever struggled very steadily to understand it, or ex¬ 
plored it with any but a personal and adventurous intention. 
Yet in time there has grown up in me a kind of theory of 
London ; I do think I see lines of an ordered structure out of 
which it has grown, detected a process that is^something more 
than a confusion of casual accidents, though indeed it may be 

no more than a process of disease* 

X said at the outset of my first hook that I find in Blades¬ 
over the clue to all England, Well, I certainly imagine it is 
the clue to the structure of London. There have been no 
revolutions, no deliberate restatements or abandonments of 
opinion in England since the days of the fine gentry, since 
1688 or thereabouts, the days when Bladesover was built , 
there have been changes, dissolving forces, replacing forces, 
if you will; but then it was that the broad lines of the English 
system set firmly. And as I have gone to and fro in London, 
in certain regions constantly the thought has recurred, fkis 
is Bladesover House, this answers to Bladesover House. The 
fine gentry may have gone; they have indeed largely gone, 
I think; rich merchants may have replaced them, financial 
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adventurers or what not* That does not matter ; the shape 
is still Bladesover. 

I am most reminded of Bladesover and Eastry by aU those 
regions round about the West End parks, for example, estate 
parks, each more or less in relation to a palace or group of 
great houses* The roads and back ways of Mayfair and all 
about St. James’s again, albeit perhaps of a later growth in 
point of time, were of the very spirit and architectural texture 
of the Bladesover passages and yards; they had the same 
smells, the space, the large cleanness, and always going to and 
fro there one met unmistakable Olympians, and even more 
unmistakable valets, butlers, footmen in mufti. There were 
moments when X seemed to glimpse down areas the white 
panelling, the very chintz of my mother’s room again. 

I could trace out now on a map what I would call the Great- 
House region ; passing south-westward into Belgravia, be¬ 
coming diffused and sporadic westward, finding its last 
systematic outbreak round and about Regent’s Park. The 
Duke of Devonshire’s place in Piccadilly, in all its insolent 
ugliness, pleases me particularly, it is the Quintessence of the 
thing, Apsley House is all in the manner of my theory, Park 
Lane has its quite typical mansions, and they run along the 
border of the Green Park and St. James's. And I struck out 
a truth one day in Cromwell Road quite suddenly, as I looked 
over the Natural History Museum: “ By Jove !” said I , 
“ Ibut this is the little assemblage of cases of stuffed birds and 
animals upon the Bladesover staircase grown enormous, and 
yonder as the corresponding thing to the Bladesover curios 
and porcelain is the Art Museum, and there in the observa¬ 
tories in Exhibition Road is old Sir Cuthbert’s Gregorian tele¬ 
scope that I hunted out in the storeroom and put together/’ 
And diving into the Art Museum under this inspiration I came 
to a reading-room and found, as I had inferred, old brown books i 

It was really a good piece of social comparative, anatomy 
I did that day ; all these museums and libraries that are 
dotted over London between Piccadilly and West Kensington, 
and indeed the museum and library movement throughout 
the world, sprang from the elegant leisure of the gentlemen 
of taste. Theirs were the first libraries, the first houses of 
culture ; by my rat-like raids into the Bladesover saloon I 
became, as it were, the last dwindled representative of such a 
man of letters as Swift. But now these things have escaped out 
of the Great House altogether, and taken on a strange inde¬ 
pendent life of their own. 

It is this idea of escaping parts from the seventeenth-century 
system of Bladesover, of proliferating and overgrowing 
elements from the Estates, that to this day seems to me the 
best explanation, not simply of London, but of all England. 
England is a country of great Renascence landed gentlefolk 
who have been unconsciously outgrown and overgrown. The 


A LONDON STUDENT 


8 l 


proper shops for Bladesover custom were still to be found in 
Regent Street and Bond Street in my early London days— 
in those days they had been but lightly touched by the Ameri¬ 
can's profan ing hand—and in Piccadilly* I found the doctor’s 
house of the country village or country town up and down 
Harley Street* multiplied but not otherwise different, and the 
family solicitor (by the hundred) further eastward in the 
abandoned houses of a previous generation of gentlepeople, 
and down in Westminster, behind Palladian fronts, the public 
offices sheltered in large Bladesoverish rooms and looked out on 
St, James's Park. The Parliament Houses of lords and gentle¬ 
men, the parliament house that was horrified when merchants 
and brewers came thrusting into it a hundred years ago, stood out 
upon its terrace gathering the whole system together into a head. 

And the more I have paralleled these things with my 
Bladesover-Eastry model, the more evident it has become to 
me that the balance is not the same, and the more evident is 
the presence of great new forces, blind forces of invasion, of 
growth. The railway tecnnni on the north side of London have 
been kept as remote asEastry had kept the railway-station 
from Wimblehurst, they stop on the very outskirts of the 
estates, but from the south, the South-Eastern railway had 
butted its great stupid, rusty iron head of Charing Cross station 
—that great head that came smashing down in 1905—clean 
across the river, between Somerset House and Whitehall. The 
south side had no protecting estates. Factory chimneys smoke 
right over against Westminster with an air of carelessly not 
having permission, and the whole effect of industrial London 
and of all London east of Temple Bar and of the huge, dingy 
immensity of London port, is to me of something dispropor¬ 
tionately large, something morbidly expanded, without plan or 
intention, dark and sinister toward the clean, clear, social 
assurance of the West End. And south of this central London*' 
south-east, south-west, far west, north-west, all round tKfc 
northern hills, are similar disproportionate growths, endless 
streets of undistinguished houses, undistinguished industries, 
shabby families, second-rate shops, inexplicable people who in 
a once fashionable phrase do not “ exist," All these aspects 
have suggested to my mind at times, do suggest to this day, 
the unorganised, abundant substance of some tumorous 
growth-process, a process which indeed bursts all the outlines 
of the affected carcass and protrudes such masses as ignoble, 
comfortable Croydon, as tragic, impoverished. West Ham, To 
this day I ask myself will those masses ever become structural, 
will they indeed shape into anything new whatever* or is 
that cancerous image their true and ultimate diagnosis ? . . - 
Moreover, together with this hypertrophy there is an 
immigration of elements that have never understood and 
never will understand the great tradition, wedges of foreign 
settlement embedded in the heart of this yeasty English 
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Expansion. One day I remember wandering eastward out 
of pure curiosity—it must have been in my early student days 
—and discovering a shabbily bright foreign quarter, shops 
displaying Hebrew placards and weird, unfamiliar commodi¬ 
ties, and a concourse of bright-eyed, eagle-nosed people talking 
some incomprehensible gibberish between the shops and the 
barrows. And soon I became quite familiar with the devious, 
vicious, dirtily-pleasant exoticism of Soho. I found those 
crowded streets a vast relief from the dull grey exterior of 
Brompton where I lodged and lived my daily life. In Soho, 
indeed, I got my first inkling of the factor of replacement that 
is so important in both the English and the American process. 

Even in the West End, in Mayfair and the squares about 
Pall Mall, Ewart was presently to remind me the face of the 
old aristocratic dignity was fairer than its substance, here were 
actors and actresses, here moneylenders and Jews, here bold 
financial adventurers, and I thought of my uncle's frayed cuff 
as he pointed out this house in Park Lane and that. That was 
so-and-so's who made a comer in borax, and that palace be¬ 
longed to that hero among modern adventurers, Barmentrude, 
who used to be an I.D.B.—an illicit diamond buyer, that is to 
say. A city of Bladesovers, the capital of a kingdom of Blades- 
overs, all much shaken and many altogether in decay, parasitic- 
ally occupied, insidiously replaced by alien* unsympathetic 
and irresponsible elements ;—and withal ruling an adventitious 
and miscellaneous empire of a quarter of this daedal earth. 
Complex laws, intricate social necessities, disturbing, insatiable 
suggestions, followed from this. Such was the world into 
which I had come, into which I had in some way to thrust 
myself and fit my problem, my temptations, my efforts, my 
patriotic instinct, all my moral instincts, my physical appetites, 
my dreams and my vanity. 

London ! I came up to it, young and without advisers, 
rather priggish, rather dangerously open-minded and very open- 
eyed, and with something—it is I think the common gift of 
imaginative youth, and I claim it unblushingly—fine in me, 
finer than the world and seeking fine responses, I did not 
want simply to live or simply to live happi ly or well, I wanted 
to serve and do and make—with some nobility. It was in me. 
It is in half the youth of the world. 

§ 2 

I had come to London as a scholar. I had taken the Vincent- 
Bradley scholarship of the Pharmaceutical Society, but I threw 
this up when I found that my work of the Science and Art 
Department in mathematics, physics, and chemistry had 
given me one of the minor Technical Board Scholarships at the 
Consolidated Technical Schools at South Kensington. ^ This 
latter was in mechanics and metallurgy; and I hesitated 
between the two. The Vincent-Bradley gave me £70 a year 
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and quite the best start-off a pharmaceutical chemist could 
have ; the South Kensington thing was worth about twenty- 
two shillings a week, and the prospects it opened were vague. 
But it meant far more scientific work than the former, and I 
was still under the impulse of that great intellectual appetite 
that is part of the adolescence of men of my type. Moreover, 
it seemed to lead towards engineering, in which I imagined— 
X imagine to this day—my particular use is to be found. I 
took its greater uncertainty as a fair risk. I came up very 
keen, not doubting that the really hard and steady industry 
that had carried me through Wimblehurst would go on still 
in the new surroundings. 

Only from the very first it didn’t. ... 

When I look back now at my Wimblehurst days, I still find 
myself surprised at the amount of steady grinding study, of 
strenuous self-discipline that I maintained throughout my 
apprenticeship. In many ways I think that time was the most 
honourable period in my life. X wish I could say with a 
certain mind that my motives in working so well were large 
and honourable too. To a certain extent they were so ; there 
was a fine sincere curiosity, a desire for the strength and power 
of scientific knowledge and a passion for intellectual exercise; 
but I do not think those forces alone would have kept me at 
it so grimly and closely if Wimblehurst had not been so dull, 
so limited, and so observant. Directly I came into the London 
atmosphere, tasting freedom, tasting irresponsibility and the 
pull of new forces altogether, my discipline fell from me like a 
garment, Wimblehurst to a youngster in my position offered 
no temptations worth counting, no interests to conflict with 
study, no vices—such vices as it offered were coarsely stripped 
of any imaginative glamour—dull drunkenness, clumsy, leer¬ 
ing, shameful lust, no social intercourse even to waste one's 
time, and on the other hand it would minister greatly to the 
self-esteem of a conspicuously industrious student* One was 
marked as " clever,*’ one played up to the part, and one's little 
accomplishment stood out finely in one’s private reckoning 
against the sunlit small ignorance of that agreeable place* 
One went with an intent rush across the market square, one 
took one’s exercises with as dramatic a sense of an ordered day 
as an Oxford don, one burnt the midnight oil quite consciously 
at the rare, respectful, benighted passer-by. And one was 
magnificent and memorable in the local paper with one’s un¬ 
approachable yearly harvest of certificates. Thus I was not 
only a genuinely keen student but also a prig and poseur in 
those days—and the latter kept the former at it, as London 
made clear. Moreover, Wimblehurst had given me no outlet 
in any other direction. 

But I did not realise all this when I came to London, did not 
perceive how the change of atmosphere began at once to warp 
and distribute my energies. In the first place I became in- 
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visible. If I idled for a day, no one except m yr fellow-students 
(who evidently had no awe of me) remarked it. No one saw 
my midnight taper ; no one pointed me out as I crossed the 
street as an astonishing intellectual phenomenon. In the next 
place I became inconsiderable. In Wimblehurst I felt I stood 
for Science ; nobody there seemed to have so much as I and 
to have it so fully and completely. In London I walked 
ignorant in an immensity* and it was clear that among my 
fellow-students from the midlands and the north I was ill- 
equipped and under-trained. With the utmost exertion I 
should only take a secondary position among them. And 
finally, in the third place, I was distracted by voluminous new 
interests ; London took hold of me, and Science, which had 
been the universe, shrank back to the dimensions of tiresome 
little formula? compacted in a book. I came to London in late 
September, and it was a very different London from that great 
greyly-overcast, smoke-stained house-wilderness of my first 
impressions. I reached it by Victoria and not by Gannon 
Street, and its centre was now in Exhibition Road. It shone 
pale amber, blue-grey, and tenderly spacious and fine under 
clear autumnal skies, a London of hugely handsome buildings 
and vistas and distances, a London of gardens and labyrinthine 
tall museums, of old trees and remote palaces and artificial 
waters. I lodged near by in West Brompton at a house in 
a little square. 

So London faced me the second time, making me forget 
altogether for a while the grey, drizzling city visage that had 
first looked upon me. I settled down and went to and fro to 
my lectures and laboratory ; in the beginning I worked hard, 
and only slowly did the curiosity that presently possessed me 
to know more of this huge urban province arise, the desire to 
find something beyond mechanism that I could serve, some use 
other than learning. With, this was a growing sense of loneli¬ 
ness, a desire for adventure and intercourse. I found myself 
in the evenings poring over a map of London I had bought, 
instead of copying out lecture notes—and on Sundays I made 
explorations, taking omnibus rides east and west and north and 
south, and so enlarging and broadening the sense of great 
swarming hinterlands of humanity with whom I had no deal¬ 
ings, of whom I knew nothing. . . , 

The whole illimitable place teemed with suggestions of 
indefinite and sometimes outrageous possibility, of hidden but 
magnificent meanings. 

It wasn’t simply that I received a vast impression of space 
and multitude and opportunity ; intimate things also were 
suddenly dragged from neglected, veiled, and darkened corners 
into an acute vividness of perception. Close at hand in the 
big art museum I came for the first time upon the beauty of 
nudity, which I had hitherto held to be a shameful secret, 
flaunted and gloried in ; I was made aware of beauty as not 
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only permissible but desirable and frequent, and of a thousand 
hitherto unsuspected rich aspects of life. One night in a real 
rapture, I walked round the upper gallery of the Albert Hall 
and listened for the first time to great music, I believe now that 
it was a rendering of Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony. . . . 

My apprehension of spaces and places was reinforced by a 
quickened apprehension of persons. A constant stream of 
people passed by me, eyes met and challenged mine and passed 
—more and more I wanted them to stay—if I went eastward 
towards Piccadilly, women who seemed then to my boyish 
inexperience softly splendid and alluring, murmured to me as 
they passed. Extraordinarily life unveiled. The very hoard¬ 
ings clamoured strangely at one’s senses and curiosities. One 
bought pamphlets and papers full of strange and daring ideas 
transcending one’s boldest ; in the parks one heard men dis¬ 
cussing the very existence of God, denying the rights of pro¬ 
perty, debating a hundred things that one dared not think 
about in Wimblehurst. And after the ordinary overcast day, 
after dull mornings, came twilight, and London lit up and 
became a thing of white and yellow and red jewels of light 
and wonderful floods of golden illumination and stupendous 
and unfathomable shadows—and there were no longer any 
mean or shabby people—but a great mysterious movement of 
unaccountable beings. , . . 

Always I was coming on the queerest new aspects. Late 
one Saturday night I found my sell one of a great slow-moving 
crowd between the blazing shops and the flaring barrows in 
the Harrow Road; I got into conversation with two bold-eyed 
girls, bought them boxes of chocolate, made the acquaintance 
of father and mother and various younger brothers and sisters, 
sat in a public-house hilariously with them all, standing and 
being stood drinks, and left them in the small hours at the door 
of “ home,” never to see them again. And once I was accosted 
on the outskirts of a Salvation Army meeting in one of the 
parks by a silk-hatted young man of eager and serious dis¬ 
course, who argued against scepticism with me, invited me 
home to tea into a clean and cheerful family of brothers and 
sisters and friends, and there I spent the evening singing hymns 
to the harmonium (which reminded me of half-forgotten 
Chatham) and wishing all the sisters were not so obviously 

f*hen on the remote hill of this boundless city-world I found 

Ewart, 


§ 3 

How well I remember the first morning, a bright Sunday 
morning in early October, when I raided in upon E-wart! 
I found nay old schoolfellow in bed in a room over an oil-shop 
in a back street at the foot of Highgate Hill, His landlady, a 
pleasant, dirty young woman with soft brown eyes, brought 
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down his message for me to come up ; and up I went. The 
room presented itself as ample and interesting in detail and 
shabby with a quite commendable shabbiness, I had an im¬ 
pression of brown walls—they were papered with brown paper 

_of a long shelf along one side of the room with dusty plaster 

casts and a small, cheap lay figure of a horse, of a table and 
something of grey wax partially covered with a cloth, and of 
scattered drawings. There was a gas stove in one corner and 
some enamelled ware that had been used overnight for cooking. 
The oilcloth on the floor was streaked with a peculiar white 
dust. Ewart himself was not in the first instance visible, but 
only a fourfold canvas screen at the end of the room from which 
shouts proceeded of “ Come on ! ” then his wiry black hair, 
very much rumpled, and a staring red-brown eye and his stump 
of a nose came round the edge of this at a height of about three 
feet from the ground. “ It's old Ponderevo ! ” he said, “ the 
Early Bird ! And he’s caught the worm ! By Jove, but it’s 
cold this morning I Come round here and sit on the bed ! ” 

I walked round, wrung his hand, and we surveyed one another. 

He was lying on a small wooden fold-up bed, the scanty 
covering of which was supplemented by an overcoat and an 
elderly but still cheerful pair of check trousers, and he was 
wearing pyjamas of a virulent pinlc and green. His neck 
seemed longer and more stringy than it had been even in our 
schooldays, and his upper lip had a wiry black moustache. 
The rest of his ruddy, knobby countenance, his erratic hair and 
his general hairy leanness, had not even—to my perceptions— 
grown. 

" By J ove ! ” he said, “ you’ve got quite decent-looking, 
Ponderevo ! What do you think of me ? ” 

44 You’re all right. What are you doing here ? ” 

44 Art, my son—sculpture ! And incidentally-” He 

hesitated. “ X ply a trade. Will you hand me that pipe and 
those smoking things ? So 1 You can’t make coffee, eh ? 
Well, try your hand. Cast down this screen—no—fold it up and 
so we’ll go into the other room. I'll keep in bed all the same. 
The fire's a gas stove. Yes. Don’t make it bang too loud as 
you light it—I can’t stand it this morning. You won’t smoke? 

. . . Well, it does me good to see you again, Ponderevo. 
Tell me what you’re doing, and how you^re getting on.” 

He directed me in the service of his sfmple hospitality, and 
presently X came back to his bed and sat down and smiled at 
him there, smoking comfortably with his hands under his 
head, surveying me. 

44 How’s Life’s Morning, Ponderevo ? By Jove, it must be 
nearly six years since we met ! We’ve got moustaches. 
We’ve fleshed ourselves a bit, eh ? And you- ? 

I felt a pipe was becoming after all, and that lit, I gave him a 
favourable sketch of my career. 

** Science ! And you’ve worked like that ! While I’ve been 
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pottering round doing odd jobs for stone-masons and people, 
and trying to get to sculpture. Tve a sort of feeling that the 
chisel—— I began with painting, Ponderevo, and found I 
was colour-blind, colour-blind enough to stop it. I've drawn 
about and thought about—-thought more particularly. I give 
myself three days a week as an art student, and the rest of the 
time—I've a sort of trade that keeps me. And we're still in 
the beginning of things, young men starting. Do you re¬ 
member the old times at Goudhurst, our doll's-house island, 
the Retreat of the Ten Thousand, Young Holmes and the 
rabbits, eh ? It's surprising, if you think of it, to find we are 
still young. And we used to talk of what we would be, and we 
used to talk of love 1 I suppose you know all about that now, 
Ponderevo." 

I flushed and hesitated on some vague, foolish lie. “No," 
I said, a little ashamed of the truth. “ Do you ? I've been 
too busy." 

“I’m just beginning—just as we were then. Things 
happen—-’ * 

He sucked at his pipe for a space and stared at the plaster 
cast of a flayed hand that hung on the wall. 

“ The fact is, Ponderevo, I'm beginning to find life a most 
extraordinary queer set-out ; the things that pull one, the 

things that don't. The wants- This business of sex. 

It's a net. No end to it, no way out of it, no sense in it. 
There are times when women take possession of me, when 
my mind is like a painted ceiling at Hampton Court with the 
pride of the flesh sprawling all over it. Why ? . . . And then 
again sometimes when I have to encounter a woman, I am 
overwhelmed by a terror of tantalising boredom—I fly, I hide, I 
do anything. You've got your scientific explanations, perhaps ; 
what’s Nature and the universe up to in that matter ? " 

** It’s her way, I gather, of securing the continuity of the 
species." 

“ But it doesn’t," said Ewart. " That's just it ! No. I 
have succumbed to—dissipation—down the hill there. Euston 
Road way. And it was damned ugly and mean, and I hate 
having done it. And the continuity of the species—lord ! 

* • * And why does Nature make a man so infernally ready 
for drinks ? There's no sense in that anyhow." He had sat 
up in bed, to put this question with the greater earnestness. 

And why has she given me a most violent desire towards 
sculpture and an equally violent desire to leave off work 
directly I begin it, eh ? . . . Let's have some more coffee. I 

E ut it to you, these things puzzle me, Ponderevo, They dis- 
earten me. They keep me in bed," 

He had an air of having saved up these difficulties for me 
for some time. He sat with his chin almost touching his 
knees, sucking at his pipe. 

"That's what I mean," he went on, "when I say life is 
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getting on to me as extraordinary queer. I don't see my 
game, nor why I was invited. And X don't make anything 
of the world outside either. What do you make of it ? ” 

" London," I began. “ It's—so enormous l " 

" Isn't it ! And it’s all up to nothing. You find chaps 
keeping grocers' shops—why the devil, Ponderevo, do they 
keep grocers' shops ? They all do it very carefully, very 
steadily, very meanly. You find people running about and 
doing the most remarkable things—being policemen, for 
example, and burglars. They go about these businesses quite 
gravely and earnestly. I—somehow—can't go about mine. 
Is there any sense in it at all—anywhere ? " 

“ There must be sense in it," I said. " We’re young." 

44 We’re young—yes. But one must inquire. The grocer’s 
a grocer because, I suppose, he sees he comes in there. Feels 
that on the whole it amounts to a call. . . . But the bother 
is I don’t see where I come in at all. Do you ? " 

“ Where you come in ? " 

"No, where you come in." 

" Not exactly, yet," I said. " I want to do some good in 
the world—something—something effectual before I die. I 

have a sort of idea my scientific work-I don't know." 

" Yes," he mused, " And I've got a sort of idea my 
sculpture,—hut how it is to come in and why ,—I've no idea 
at all.” He hugged his knees for a space. " That’s what 
puzzles me, Ponderevo, no end," 

He became animated. " If you will look in that cupboard," 
he said, " you will find an old respectable-looking roll on a 
plate and a knife somewhere and a gallipot containing butter. 
You give them me and I’ll make my breakfast, and then if 
you don’t mind watching me paddle about at my simple 
toilet I’ll get up. Then we’ll go for a walk and talk about 
this affair of life further. And about Art and Literature 
and anything else that crops up on the way. . . . Yes, that's 
the gallipot. Cockroach got in it ? Chuck him out—damned 
interloper. ..." 

So in the first five minutes of our talk, as I seem to re¬ 
member it now, old Ewart struck the note that ran through 
all that morning’s intercourse. , . . 

To me it was a most memorable talk because it opened 
out quite new horizons of thought. I'd been working rather 
close and out of touch with Ewart’s free, gesticulating way. 
He was pessimistic that day and sceptical to the very roots 
of things. He made me feel clearly, what I had not felt at 
all before, the general adventurousness of life, particularly 
of life at the stage we had reached, and also the absence of 
definite objects, of any concerted purpose in the lives that 
were going on all round us. He made me feel, too, how ready 
I was to take up commonplace assumptions. Just as I had 
almost imagined that somewhere in social arrangements 
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there was certainly a Head Master who would intervene if 
one went too far, so I bad always had a sort of implicit belief 
that in our England there were somewhere people who under¬ 
stood what we were all, as a nation, about. That crumpled 
into his pit of doubt and vanished. He brought out, sharply 
cut and certain, the immense effect of purposelessness in 
London that I was already indistinctly feeling. We found 
ourselves at last returning through Highgate Cemetery and 
Waterlow Park—and Ewart was talking. 

'* Look at it there," he said, stopping and pointing to the 
great vale of London spreading wide and far. 11 It's like a 
sea—and we swim in it. And at last down we go, and then 
up we come—washed up here." He swung his arm to the 
long slopes about us, tombs and headstones in long perspec¬ 
tives, in limitless rows. " We’re young, Ponderevo, but 
sooner or later our whitened memories will wash up on one of 
these beaches, on some such beach as this. George Ponderevo, 
F.R.S., Sidney Ewart, ILI.P. Look at the rows of 'em ! " 

He paused. " Do you see that hand ? The hand, I mean, 
pointing upward, on the top of a blunted obelisk. Yes. 
Well, that's what I do for a living—when I’m not thinking, 
or drinking, or prowling, or making love, or pretending I’m 
trying to be a sculptor without either the money or the morals 
for a model. See ? And I do those hearts afire and those 
pensive angel guardians with the palm of peace. Damned 
well I do 'em and damned cheap I I’m a sweated victim, 
Ponderevo. ..." 

That was the way of it, anyhow. I drank deep of talk 
that day, we went into theology, into philosophy ; I had my 
first glimpse of socialism. I felt as though I had been silent 
in a silence since I and he had parted. At the thought of 
socialism Ewart's moods changed for a time to a sort of 
energy. “ After all, all this confounded vagueness might be 
altered. If you could get men to work together. ... 

It was a good talk that rambled through all the universe. 
I thought I was giving my mind refreshment, but indeed it 
was dissipation. All sorts of ideas, even now, carry me back, 
as it were, to a fountain-head, to Waterlow Park and my 
resuscitated Ewart. There stretches away south of us long 
garden slopes and white gravestones and the wide expanse 
of London and somewhere in the picture is an old red wall, 
sun-warmed, and a great blaze of Michaelmas daisies set off 
with late golden sunflowers and a drift of mottled, blood-red, 
fallen leaves. It was with me that day as though I had 
lifted my head suddenly out of dull and immediate things 
and looked at life altogether. . . . But it played the very 
devil with the copying up of my arrears 01 notes to wine 

I had vowed the latter half of that day. . 

After that reunion Ewart and I met much and taiKe 
much, and in our subsequent encounters his monologue was 
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interrupted and I took my share. He had exercised me so 
greatly that I lay awake at nights thinking him over, and 
discoursed and answered him in my head as I went in the 
morning to the College. I am by nature a doer and only by 
the way a critic ; his philosophical assertion of the incalculable 
vagueness of life which fitted his natural indolence roused 
my more irritable and energetic nature to active protests. 
" It’s all so pointless/ 1 I said, “ because people are slack and 
because it's in the ebb of an age. But you he a socialist. 
Well, let's bring that about ! And there's a purpose. There 
you are ! " 

Ewart gave me all my first conceptions of socialism ; in a 
little while I was an enthusiastic socialist and he ’was a passive 
resister to the practical exposition of the theories he had 
taught me '* We must join some organisation," I said. 
“We ought to do things . . . We ought to go and speak at 
street comers. People don’t know." You must figure me a 
rather ill-dressed young man in a state of great earnestness, 
standing up in that shabby studio of his and saying these 
things, perhaps with some gesticulations, and Ewart -with a 
clay-smudged face, dressed perhaps in a flannel shirt and 
trousers, with a pipe in his mouth, squatting philosophically 
at a table, working at some chunk of clay that never got 
beyond suggestion. 

** I wonder why one doesn't want to," he said. . . . 

It was only very slowly I came to gauge Ewart's real 
position in the scheme of things, to understand how deliberate 
and complete was this detachment of his from the moral 
condemnation and responsibilities that played so fine a part 
in his talk. His was essentially the nature of an artistic 
appreciator ; he could find interest and beauty in endless 
aspects of things that I marked as evil, or at least as not 
negotiable ; and the impulse I had towards self-deception, 
to sti stained and consistent self-devotion, disturbed and 
detached and pointless as it was at that time, he bad indeed 
a sort of admiration for, but no sympathy. Like many 
fantastic and ample talkers he was at bottom secretive, and 
he gave me a series of little shocks of discovery throughout 
our intercourse. The first of these came in the realisation 
that he quite seriously meant to do nothing in the world at 
all towards reforming the evils he laid bare in so easy and 
dexterous a manner. The next came in the sudden appear¬ 
ance of a person called ** Milly "—I’ve forgotten her surname 
—whom I found in his room one evening, simply attired in 
a blue wrap—the rest of her costume behind the screen— 
smoking cigarettes and sharing a flagon of an amazingly cheap 
and self-assertive grocer's wine Ewart affected, called ** Canary 
Sack," “ Hallo 1 " said Ewart, as I came in. “ This is 
Milly, you know. She's been being a model—she is a model 
really. . . . (Keep calm, Ponderevo t) Have some sack ? ** 
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Milly was a woman of thirty, perhaps, with a broad, rather 
pretty face, a placid disposition, a bad accent, and delightful 
blonde hair that waved off her head with an irrepressible 
variety of charm ; and whenever Ewart spoke she beamed 
at him. Ewart was always sketching this hair of hers and 
embarking upon clay statuettes of her that were never 
finished. She was, I know now, a woman of the streets, 
whom Ewart had picked up in the most casual manner, and 
who had fallen in love with him, but my inexperience in those 
days was too great for me to place her then, and Ewart 
offered no elucidations. She came to him, he went to her, 
they took holidays together in the country when certainly 
she sustained her fair share of their expenditure. I suspect 
him now even of taking money from her. Odd old Ewart I 
It was a relationship so alien to my orderly conceptions of 
honour, to what I could imagine any friend of mine doing, 
that I really hardly saw it with it there under my nose. But 
I see it and I think I understand it now. ... 

Before I fully grasped the discursive manner in which 
Ewart was committed to his particular way in life, I did, I 
say, as the broad, constructive ideas of socialism took hold 
of me, try to get him to work with me in some definite fashion 
as a socialist. 

" We ought to join on to other socialists/' I said. " They've 
got something/' 

“ Let’s go and look at 'em first.” 

After some pains we discovered the office of the Fabian 
Society, lurking in a cellar in Clement's Inn ; and we went 
and interviewed a rather discouraging secretary who stood 
astraddle in front of a fire and questioned us severely and 
seemed to doubt the integrity of our intentions profoundly. 
He advised us to attend the next open meeting in Clifford s 
Inn and gave us the necessary data. We both contrived to 
get to the affair, and heard a discursive gritty paper on Trusts 
and one of the most inconclusive discussions you can imagine. 
Three-quarters of the speakers seemed under some jocular 
obsession which took the form of pretending to be conceited. 
It was a sort of family joke, and as strangers to the family 

we did not like it* * - * , l 

As we came out through the narrow passage from Clifford s 
Inn to the Strand, Ewart suddenly pitched upon a wizened, 
spectacled little man in a vast felt hat and a large orange tie. 

** How many members are there in this Fabian Society 01 

yours ? V he asked. . ... 

The little man became at once defensive m his manner. 

“ About seven hundred,” he said ; 11 perhaps eight. 

” Like—like the ones here ? ” ,, _ 

The little man gave a nervous, self-satisfied laugh. I 

suppose they're up to sample,” he said. 

live little man dropped out of existence and we emerged 
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upon the Strand. Ewart twisted his arm into a queerly 
eloquent gesture that gathered up all the tall fa9ades of the 
banks, the business places, the projecting clock and towers 
of the Law Courts, the advertisements, the luminous signs, 
into one social immensity, into a capitalistic system gigantic 
and invincible. 

" These socialists have no sense of proportion,” he said. 
(< What can you expect of them ? ” 


§ 4 

Ewart, as the embodiment of talk, was certainly a leading 
factor in my conspicuous failure to go on studying. Social 
theory in its first crude form of Democratic Socialism gripped 
my intelligence more and more powerfully. I argued in the 
laboratory with the man who shared my bench until we 
quarrelled and did not speak. And also I fell in love. 

The ferment of sex had been creeping into my being like 
a slowly advancing tide through all my Wimblehurst days, 
the stimulus of London was like the rising of a wand out of 
the sea that brings the waves in fast and high. Ewart had 
his share in that. More and more acutely and unmistakably 
did my perception of beauty in form and sound, my desire 
for adventure, my desire for intercourse, converge on this 
central and commanding business of the individual life. I 
had to get me a mate. 

I began to fall in love faintly with girls I passed in the 
street, with women who sat before me in trains, with girl 
fellow-students, with ladies in passing carriages, with loiterers 
at the corners, with neat-handed waitresses in shops and tea¬ 
rooms, with pictures even of girls and women. On my rare 
visits to the theatre I always became exalted, and found the 
actresses and even the spectators about me mysterious 
attractive creatures of deep interest and desire. I had a 
stronger and stronger sense that among these glancing, p assing 
multitudes there was somewhere one who was for me. And 
in spite of every antagonistic force in the world, there was 
something in my very marrow that insisted : “ Stop I Look at 

this one I Think of her ! Won’t she do ? This signifies_this 

before all things signifies ! Stop ! Why are you hurrying by ? 
This may be the predestined person—before all others.” 

It is odd that I can't remember when first I saw Marion, 
who became my wife—whom I was to make wretched, who 
was to make me wretched, who was to pluck that fine general¬ 
ised possibility of love out my early manhood and make it 
a personal conflict, I became aware of her as one of a number 
of interesting attractive figures that moved about in my 
world, that glanced back at my eyes, that flitted by with a 
kind of averted watchfulness. I would meet her coming 
through the Art Museum, which was my short cut to the 
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Brompton Road, or see her sitting, reading, as I thought, in 
one of the bays of the Education Library. But really, as I 
found out afterwards, she never read. She used to come 
there to eat a bun in quiet. She was a very gracefully-moving 
figure of a girl then, very plainly dressed, with dark brown 
hair, I remember, in a knot low on her neck behind that 
confessed the pretty roundness of her head and harmonised 
with the admirable lines of ears and cheek, the grave serenity 
of mouth and brow. 

She stood out among the other girls very distinctly because 
they dressed more than she did, struck emphatic notes of 
colour, startled one by novelties in hats and bows and things. 
I've always hated the rustle, the disconcerting colour 
boundaries, the smart, unnatural angles of women’s clothes. 
Her plain black dress gave her a starkness. . . . 

I do remember though, how one afternoon I discovered 
the peculiar appeal of her form for me. I had been restless 
with my work and had finally slipped out of the Laboratory 
and come over to the Art Museum to lounge among the 
pictures. I came upon her in an odd corner of the Sheep¬ 
shanks gallery intently copying something from a picture 
that hung high. I had just been in the gallery of casts from 
the antique, my mind was all alive with my newly awakened 
sense of line, and there she stood with face upturned, her 
body drooping forward from the hips just a little—memorably 
graceful—feminine. 

After that I know I sought to see her, felt a distinctive 
emotion at her presence, began to imagine things about her. 
I no longer thought of generalised womanhood or of this 
casual person or that. I thought of her. 

An accident brought us together. I found myself one 
Monday morning in an omnibus staggering westward from 
Victoria—I was returning from a Sunday I’d spent at Wimble- 
hurst in response to a unique freak of hospitality on the part 
of Mr. Mantell. She was the sole other inside passenger. 
And when the time came to pay her fare, she became an 
extremely scared, disconcerted, and fumbling young woman 
she had left her purse at home. 

Luckily I had some money. 

She looked at me with startled, troubled brown eyes * she 
permitted my proffered payment to the conductor with a 
certain ungraciousness that seemed a part of her shyness, 
and then as she rose to go, she thanked me with an obvious 
affectation of ease. 

“ Thank you so much," she said in a pleasant, soft voice ; 
and then less gracefully, “ Awfully kind of you, you know.” 

I fancy I made polite noises. But just then I wasn't dis¬ 
posed to be critical. I was full of the sense of her presence, 
ner arm was stretched out over me as she moved past me, 
the gracious slenderness of her body was near me. The words 

T.-B.—M.tL D 



94 


TONO-BUNGAY 


we used didn’t seem very greatly to matter. I had vague 
ideas of getting out with her—and I didn't. 

That encounter, I have no doubt, exercised me enormously, 
I lay awake at night rehearsing it, and wondering about the 
next phase of our relationship. That took the form of the 
return of my twopence. I was in the Science Library, digging 
something out of the Encyclopedia Britannica, when she 
appeared beside me and placed on the open page an evidently pre¬ 
meditated thin envelope, buigingly confessing the coins within. 

” It was so very kind of you/* she said, “ the other day. 
I don’t know what X should have done, Mr.——-’* 

I supplied my name. ** I knew/' I said, ” you were a 
student here/* 

“ Not exactly a student. I-” 

" Well, anyhow, X knew you were here frequently. And 
I’m a student myself at the Consolidated Technical Schools/* 

I plunged into autobiography and questionings, and so 
entangled her in a conversation that got a quality of intimacy 
through the fact that, out of deference to our fellow-readers, 
we were obliged to speak in undertones. And I have no 
doubt that in substance it was singularly banal. Indeed, I 
have an impression that all our early conversations were 
incredibly banal. We met several times in a manner half¬ 
accidental, half-furtive, and wholly awkward. Mentally I 
didn’t take hold of her. I never did take hold of her mentally. 
Her talk, I now know all too clearly, was shallow, pretentious, 
evasive. Only—even to this day—I don’t remember it as 
in any way vulgar. She was, I could see quite clearly, anxious 
to overstate or conceal her real social status, a little desirous 
to be taken for a student in the art school and a little ashamed 
that she wasn’t. She came to the museum to “ copy things,” 
and this, I gathered, had something to do with some way of 
partially earning her living that I wasn't to inquire into. I 
told her things about myself, vain things that I felt might 
appeal to her, but that I learnt long afterwards made her 
think me ” conceited.” We talked of books, but there she 
was very much on her guard and secretive, and rather more 
freely of pictures. She “ liked ” pictures. I think from the 
outset I appreciated and did not for a moment resent that 
hers was a commonplace mind, that she was the unconscious 
custodian of something that had gripped my most intimate 
instinct, that she embodied the hope of a possibility, was the 
careless proprietor of a physical quality that had turned my 
head like strong wine. X felt I had to stick to our acquaint¬ 
ance, flat as it was. Presently we should get through these 
irrelevant exterior things, and come to the reality of love 
beneath. 

I saw her in dreams released, as it were, from herself, 
beautiful, worshipful, glowing. And sometimes when we 
were together, we would come on silences through sheer lack 



A LONDON STUDENT 


95 

of matter, and then my eyes would feast on her and the 
silence seemed like the drawing back of a curtain—her super¬ 
ficial self. Odd, I confess. Odd, particularly, the enormous 
hold of certain things about her upon me, a certain slight 
rounded duskiness of skin, a certain perfection of modelling 
in her lips, her brow, a certain fine flow about the shoulders. 
She wasn't, indeed, beautiful to many people—these things 
are beyond explaining. She had manifest defects of form 
and feature, and they didn’t matter at all. Her complexion 
was bad, but I don’t think it would have mattered if it had 
been positively unwholesome. I had extraordinarily limited, 
extraordinarily painful, desires. I longed intolerably to kiss 
her lips. 

§ 5 

The affair was immensely serious and commanding to 
me. I don’t remember that in these earlier phases I had any 
thought of turning back at all. It was clear to me that 
she regarded me with an eye entirely more critical than I 
had for her, that she didn’t like my scholarly untidiness, 
my want of even the most commonplace style. <4 Why do 
you wear collars like that ? ” she said, and sent me in pursuit 
of gentlemanly neckwear. I remember when she invited me 
a little abruptly one day to come to tea at her home on the 
following Sunday and meet her father and mother and aunt, 
that I immediately doubted whether my hitherto unsuspected 
best clothes would create the impression she desired me to 
make on her belongings. I put off the encounter until the 
Sunday after, to get myself in order. I had a morning coat 
made and I bought a silk hat, and had my reward in the 
first glance of admiration she ever gave me. I wonder how 
many of my sex are as preposterous. I was, you see, abandon¬ 
ing all my beliefs—all my conventions unasked. I was 
forgetting myself—immensely. And there was a conscious 
shame in it all. Never a word did I breathe to Ewart—to 
any living soul—of what was going on. 

Her father and mother and aunt struck me as the dismal- 
est of people, and her home in Walham Green was chiefly 
notable for its black and amber tapestry carpets and curtains 
and tablecloths, and the age and irrelevance of its books, 
mostly books with faded gilt on the covers. The windows 
were fortified against the intrusive eye by cheap lace curtains 
and an ** art pot ” upon an unstable octagonal table. Several 
framed Art School drawings of Marion’s, bearing official 
South Kensington marks of approval, adorned the room, and 
there was a black and gilt piano with a hymn-book on the 
top of it. There were draped mirrors over all the mantels, 
and above the sideboard in the dining-room in which we sat 
at tea was a portrait of her father villainously truthful after 
the manner of such works. I couldn’t see a trace of the 
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beauty I found in her in either parent, yet she somehow 
contrived to be like them both. 

These people pretended in a way that reminded me of the 
Three Great Women in my mother’s room, but they had not 
nearly so much social knowledge and did not do it nearly 
so well. Also, I remarked, they did it with an eye on Marion. 
They had wanted to thank me, they said, for the kindness to 
their daughter in the matter of the bus fare, and so accounted 
for anything unusual in their invitation. They posed as 
simple gentle-folk, a little hostile to the rush and gadding- 
about of London, preferring a secluded and unpretentious quiet. 

When Marion got out the white tablecloth from the side¬ 
board-drawer for tea, a card bearing the word “ Apartments ” 
fell to the floor. I picked it up and gave it to her before I 
realised from her quickened colour that I should not have 
seen it ; that probably it had been removed from the window 
in honour of my coming. 

Her father spoke once in a large, remote way of the claims 
of business engagements, and it was only long afterwards I 
realised that he was a supernumerary clerk in the Walham 
Green Gas Works and otherwise a useful man at home. He 
was a large, loose, fattish man with unintelligent brown 
eyes magnified by spectacles ; he wore an ill-fitting frock- 
coat and a paper collar, and he showed me, as his great 
treasure and interest, a large Bible which he had grangerised 
with photographs of pictures. Also he cultivated the little 
garden-yard behind the house, and he had a small greenhouse 
with tomatoes. “ I wish I 'ad 'eat," he said. " One can 
do such a lot with 'eat. But I suppose you can't ’ave every¬ 
thing you want in this world." 

Both he and Marion’s mother treated her with a deference 
that struck me as the most natural thing in the world. Her 
own manner changed, became more authoritative and watchful, 
her shyness disappeared. She had taken a line of her own, 
X gathered, draped the mirror, got the second-hand piano, 
and broken her parents in. Her mother must once have 
been a pretty woman ; she had regular features and Marion’s 
hair without its lustre, but she was thin and careworn. The 
aunt. Miss Bam boat, was a large, abnormally shy person, 
very like her brother, and I don't recall anything she said 
on this occasion. 

To begin with there was a good deal of tension—Marion 
was frightfully nervous, and every one was under the necessity 
of behaving in a mysteriously unreal fashion until I plunged, 
became talkative and made a certain ease and interest, I 
told them of the schools, of my lodgings, of Wimblehurst 
and my apprenticeship days. ‘ ‘ There's a lot of this Science 
about nowadays,” Mr. Ramboat reflected j ** but I sometimes 
wonder a bit what good it is P " 

I was young enough to be led into what he called “ a bit 
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of a discussion, 51 which Marion truncated before our voices 
became unduly raised. “ I dare say,” she said, <f there’s 
much to be said on both sides.” 

I remember Marion’s mother asked me what church I 
attended, and that I replied evasively. After tea there was 
music and we sang hymns. I doubted if I had a voice when 
this was proposed, but that was held to be a trivial objection, 
and I found sitting close beside the sweep of hair from Marion’s 
brow had many compensations. I discovered her mother 
sitting in the horsehair arm-chair and regarding us senti¬ 
mentally. I went for a walk with Marion towards Putne}^ 
Bridge, and then there was more singing and a supper of cold 
bacon and pie, after which Mr. Ramboat and I smoked. 
During that walk, X remember, she told me the import of her 
sketchings and copyings in the museum. A cousin of a friend 
of hers whom she spoke of as Smithie, had developed an 
original business in a sort of tea-gown garment which she 
called a Persian Robe, a plain wrap with a gaily em¬ 
broidered yoke, and Marion went there and worked in the 
busy times. In the times that weren’t busy she designed 
novelties in yokes by an assiduous use of eyes and notebook 
in the museum, and went home and traced out the captured 
forms on the foundation material. “ I don’t get much,” said 
Marion, but it’s interesting, and in the busy times we work 
all day. Of course, the workgirls are dreadfully common, but we 
don’t say much to them. And Smithie talks enough for ten.” 

I quite understood the workgirls were dreadfully common, 

I don’t remember that Walham Green menage and the 
quality of these people, nor the light they threw on Marion, 
detracted in the slightest degree at that tune from the intent 
resolve that held me to make her mine. I didn’t like them. 
But I took them as part of the affair. Indeed, on the whole, 
I think they threw her up by an effect of contrast ; she was 
so obviously controlling them, so consciously superior to them. 

More and more of my time did I give to this passion that 
possessed me. I began to think chiefly of ways of pleasing 
Marion, of acts of devotion, of treats, of sumptuous presents 
for her, of appeals she would understand. If at times she 
was manifestly unintelligent, if her ignorance became indis¬ 
putable, I told myself her simple instincts were worth all the 
education and intelligence in the world. And to this day I 
think I wasn’t altogether wrong about her. There was, I 
still recognise, something fine about her, something simple 
and high, that flickered in and out of her ignorance and 
commonness and limitations like the tongue from the mouth 

of a snake. ... , 

One night I was privileged to meet her and bring her home 
from an entertainment at the Birkbeck Institute. We came 
back on the underground railway and we travelled first-class 
—that being the highest class available. We were alone in the 
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carriage, and for the first time I ventured to put my arm about 
her. 

” You mustn’t/' she said feebly. 

” I love you/' I whispered suddenly with my heart beating 
wildly, drew her to me, drew all her beauty to me and kissed 
her cool and unresisting lips. 

” Love me ? " she said, struggling away from me. " Don’t! ” 
and then, as the train ran into a station, if You must tell 
no one. ... I don't know. . . . You shouldn't have done 
that. ...” 

Then two other people got in with us and terminated my 
wooing for a time. 

When we found ourselves alone together, walking towards 
Battersea, she had decided to be offended. I parted from 
her unforgiven and terribly distressed. 

When we met again, she told me I must never do ” that ’’again. 

I had dreamt that to kiss her lips was ultimate satisfaction. 
But it was indeed only the beginning of desires. I told her 
my one ambition was to marry her. 

” But/' she said, " you're not in a position- What's 

the good of talking like that ? ” 

I stared at her. *' I mean to/' I said. 

“ You can’t,” she answered. ” It will be years-” 

“ But I love you/’ I insisted. 

I stood not a yard from the sweet lips I had kissed ; I 
stood within arm’s length of the inanimate beauty I desired 
to quicken, and I saw opening between us a gulf of years, toil, 
waiting, disappointments, and an immense uncertainty. 

ft I love you,” I said. ” Don't you love me ? ” 

She looked me in the face with grave, irresponsive eyes. 

“ I don’t know,” she said. ” I like you, of course. . 

One has to be sensible. . . .” 

I can remember now my sense of frustration by her un- 
res ilient reply. I should have perceived then that for her 
my ardour had no quickening fire. But how was I to know ? 

I had let myself come to want her, my imagination endowed 
her with infinite possibilities. I wanted her and wanted her, 
stupidly and instinctively. . . . 

** But,” I said ; ** Love-! ” 

“ One has to be sensible,” she replied, <f I like going about 
with you. Can’t we keep as we are ? ” 



§ 6 

Well, you begin to understand my breakdown now, I 
have been copious enough witjf these apologia. My work 
got more and more spiritless, my behaviour degenerated, my 
punctuality declined ; I wasjmore and more out-classed in 
fine steady grind by my hjjow-students. Such supplies of 
moral energy as I still hadPat command shaped now in the 
direction of serving Marion^ rather than science. 
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I fell away dreadfully, more and more I shirked and skulked ; 
the humped men from the north, the pale men with thin, 
clenched minds, the intent, hard-breathing students I found 
against me, fell at last from keen rivalry to moral contempt. 
Even a girl got above me upon one of the lists. Then indeed 
I made it a point of honour to show by my public disregard of 
every rule that I really did not even pretend to try. . . . 

So one day I found myself sitting in a mood of considerable 
astonishment in Kensington Gardens, reflecting on a recent 
heated interview with the school Registrar in which I had 
displayed more spirit than sense. 1 was astonished chiefly 
at my stupendous falling away from all the militant ideas ot 
unflinching study I had brought up from Wimblehurst. I 
had displayed myself, as the Registrar put it, “an unmitigated 
rotter.’* My failure to get marks in the written examination 
had only been equalled by the insufficiency of my practical work. 

** I ask you,” the Registrar had said, “ what will become 
of you when your scholarship runs out ? ” 

It certainly was an interesting question. What was going 
to become of me ? 

It was clear there would be nothing for me in the schools 
as I had once dared to hope ; there seemed, indeed, scarcely 
anything in the world except an ill-paid assistantship in some 
provincial organised Science School or grammar school. I 
knew that for that sort of work, without a degree or any 
qualification, one earned hardly a bare living and had little 
leisure to struggle up to anything better. If only I had even 
as little as fifty pounds I might hold out in London and take 
my B.Sc. degree, and quadruple my chances ! JMy bitterness 
against my uncle returned at the thought. After all, he had 
some of my money still, or ought to heave. Why shouldn't 
I act within my rights, threaten to ** take proceedings ” ? 

I meditated for a space on the idea, and then returned to the 
Science Library and wrote him a very considerable and 
occasionally pungent letter. 

That letter to my uncle was the nadir of my failure. Its 
remarkable consequences, which ended iny student days 
altogether, I will tell in the next chapter. 

I say “my failure.” Yet there are times when I can even 
doubt whether that period was a failure at all, when I become 
defensively critical of those exacting courses I did not follow, 
the encyclopaedic process of scientific exhaustion from which 
I was distracted. My mind was not inactive even if it fed on 
forbidden food. I did not learn what my professors and demon¬ 
strators had resolved I should learn, but I learnt many things. 
My mind learnt to swing wide and to swing by itself. 

After all, those other fellows who took high places in the 
college examinations and were the professor's model boys, 
haven't done so amazingly. Some are professors themselves, 
some technical experts ; not one can show things done such 
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as I, following my own interest, have achieved. For I have 
built boats that smack across the water like whip-lashes, no 
one ever dreamt of such boats until I built them ; and I 
have surprised three secrets that are more than technical 
discoveries, in the unexpected hiding-places of Nature. I 
have come nearer flying than any man has done. Could I 
have done as much if I had had a turn for obeying those 
rather mediocre professors at the college who proposed to 
train my mind ? If I had been trained in research—that 
ridiculous contradiction in terms—should I have done more 
than produce additions to the existing store of little papers 
with blunted conclusions, of which there are already too 
many ? I see no sense in mock modesty upon this matter. 
Even by the standards of worldly success I am, by the side 
of my fellow-students, no failure. I had my F.R.S. by the 
time I was thirty-seven, and if I am not very wealthy, poverty 
is as far from me as the Spanish Inquisition. Suppose I had 
stamped down on the head of my wandering curiosity, locked 
my imagination in a box just when it wanted to grow out to 
things, worked by so-and-so’s excellent method and so-and- 
so’s indications, where should I be now ? . . . 

I may be all wrong in this. It may be I should be a far more 
efficient man than I am if I had cut off all those divergent 
expenditures of energy, plugged up my curiosity about society 
with some currently acceptable rubbish or other, abandoned 
Ewart, evaded Marion instead of pursuing her, concentrated. 
But I don’t believe it l 

However, I certainly believed it completely and was filled 
with remorse on that afternoon when I sat dejectedly in 
Kensington Gardens and reviewed, in the light of the 
Registrar’s pertinent questions, my first two years in London. 


CHAPTER TWO 

THE DAWN COMES, AND MY UNCLE APPEARS IN A NEW SILK HAT 

S i 

T hroughout my student days I had not seen my uncle. 
I refrained from going to him in spite of an occasional 
regret that in this way I estranged myself from my 
Aunt Susan, and I maintained a sulky attitude of mind 
towards him. And I don’t think that once in all that time 
I gave a thought to that mystic word of his that was to alter 
all the world for us. Yet I had not altogether forgotten it. 
It was with a touch of memory, dim transient perplexity if 
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no more—why did this thing seem in some way personal ? 
that I read a new inscription upon the hoardings :— 


THE SECRET OF VIGOUR, 
TONO-BUNGAY. 


That was all. It was simple and yet in some way arresting. 
T found myself repeating the word after I had passed, it 
roused one’s attention like the sound of distant guns. " Tono ” 
—what’s that ? and deep, rich, unhurrying 4t Bun —gay ! ” 

Then came my uncle’s amazing telegram, his answer to 
my hostile note, which must have followed him from place to 
place : “ Come to me at once you are wanted three hundred a 
year certain tono-hungay.** 

“ By Jove ! ** I cried, “ of course ! 

“ It’s something-. A patent-medicine ! I wonder 

what he wants with me > ” 

In his Napoleonic way my uncle had omitted to give an 
address. His telegram had been handed in at Farringdon 
Road, and after complex meditations I replied to Ponderevo, 
Farringdon Road, trusting to the rarity of our surname to 
reach him. 

“ Where are you ? ” I asked. 

His reply came promptly: 

192A Raggett Street, E,C.” 

The next day I took an unsanctioned holiday after the 
morning’s lecture. I discovered my uncle in a wonderfully 
new silk hat-—oh, a splendid hat ! with a rolling brim that 
went beyond the common fashion. It was decidedly too big 
for him—that was its only fault. It was stuck on the back 
of his head, and he was in a white waistcoat and shirt sleeves. 
He welcomed me with a forgetfulness of my bitter satire 
and my hostile abstinence that was almost divine, His 
glasses fell off at the sight of me. His round, inexpressive 
eyes shone brightly. He held out his plump, short hand. 

“ Here we are, George 1 What did I tell you ? Needn’t 
whisper it now, my boy. Shout it —loud J Spread it about l 
TeU every one ! Tono— Tono —TONO-BUNGAY ! ” 

Raggett Street, you must understand, was a thoroughfare 
over which some one had distributed large quantities of 
cabbage stumps and leaves. It opened out of the upper end 
of Farringdon. Street, and 192 a was a shop with the plate- 
glass front coloured chocolate, on which several of the same 
bills I had read upon the hoardings had been stuck. The 
floor was covered by street mud that had been brought in on 
dirty boots, and three energetic young men of the hooligan 
type, in neck-wraps and caps, were packing wooden cases 
with papered-up bottles, amidst much straw and confusion. 
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The counter was littered with these same swathed bottles, 
of a pattern then novel but now amazingly familiar in the 
world, the blue paper with the coruscating figure of a genially 
nude grant, and the printed directions of how under practi¬ 
cally all circumstances to take Tono-Bungay. Beyond the 
counter on one side opened a staircase down which I seemed to 
remember a girl descending with a further consignment of 
bottles, and the rest of the background was a high partition, 
also chocolate, with ** Temporary Laboratory ” inscribed upon 
it in white letters, and over a door that pierced it, “ Office.” 
Here I rapped, inaudible amid much hammering, and then 
entered unanswered to find my uncle, dressed as I have 
described, one hand gripping a sheaf of letters, and the other 
scratching his head as he dictated to one of three toiling type¬ 
writer girls. Behind him was a further partition and a door 
inscribed ” ABSOLUTELY PRIVATE—NO ADMISSION ” 
thereon. This partition was of wood painted the universal 
chocolate up to about eight feet from the ground and then of 
glass. Through the glass X saw dimly a crowded suggestion 
of crucibles and glass retorts, and—by Jove—yes !—the dear 
old Wimblehurst air-pump still ! It gave me quite a little 
thrill—that air-pump ! And beside it was the electrical 
machine—but something—some serious trouble—had hap¬ 
pened to that. All these were evidently placed on a shelf 
just at the level to show. 

” Come right into the sanctum,” said my uncle, after he 
had finished something about ” esteemed consideration,” and 
whisked me through the door into a room that quite amazingly 
failed to verify the promise of that apparatus. It was papered 
with dingy wall-paper that had peeled in places ; it contained 
a fireplace, an easy-chair with a cushion, a table on which stood 
two or three big bottles, a number of cigar-boxes on the mantel, 
a whisky Tantalus and a row of soda syphons. He shut the 
door after me carefully. 

“ Well, here we are ! ” he said. “ Going strong ! Have a 
whisky, George ? No !—Wise man t Neither will I ! You 
see me at it ! At it—hard ! ’ ’ 

” Hard at what ? ” 

' ‘ Read it,” and he thrust into my hand a label—that 
label that has now become one of the most familiar objects 
of the chemist’s shop, the greenish-blue rather old-fasbioned 
bordering, the legend, the name in good black type, very clear, 
and the strong man all set about with lightning flashes above 
the double column of skilful lies in red—the label of Tono- 
Bungay. ” It’s afloat,” he said, as I stood puzzling at this. 
” It’s afloat. I’m afloat ! ” And suddenly he burst out 
singing in that throaty tenor of his— 

” I’m afloat, I’m afloat on the fierce flowing tide. 

The ocean’s my home and my bark is my bride I ” 
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“ Ripping song that is, George. Not so much a bark as a 
solution, but still—it does I Here we are at it l By the bye ! 
Half a mo’ ! I’ve thought of a thing. 1 ' He whisked out, 
leaving me to examine this nuclear spot at leisure, while his 
voice became dictatorial without. The den struck me as in 
its large, grey, dirty way quite unprecedented and extra¬ 
ordinary. The bottles were all labelled simply A, B, C, and 
so forth, and that dear old apparatus above, seen from this 
side, was even more patently " on the shelf ” than when it 
had been used to impress Wimblehurst. I saw nothing for it 
but to sit down in the chair and await my uncle’s explanations. 
I remarked a frock-coat with satin lapels behind the door ; 
there was a dignified umbrella in the comer and a clothes- 
brush and a hat-brush stood on a side-table. My uncle 
returned in five minutes looking at his watch—a gold watch— 
Gettin' lunch-time, George/’ he said. “ You'd better come 
and have lunch with me ! " 

lf How’s Aunt Susan ? " I asked. 

“ Exuberant. Never saw her so larky. This has bucked 
her up something wonderful—all this/' 

All what ? " 

M Tono-Bungay." 

“ What is Tono-Bungay ? ’’ I asked. 

My uncle hesitated. “ Tell you after lunch, George," he 
said. ** Come along ! " and having locked up the sanctum 
after himself, led the way along a narrow, dirty pavement, 
lined with barrows and swept at times by avalanche-like 
porters bearing burthens to vans, to Farringdon Street. He 
hailed a passing cab superbly, and the cabman was infinitely 
respectful. " Schafers’s/’ he said, and off we went side by side 
-—and with me more and more amazed at all these things—to 
Schafers's Hotel, the second of the two big places with huge, lace 
curtain-covered windows near the corner of Blackfriars Bridge. 

I will confess I felt a magic change in our relative proportions 
as the two colossal, pale-blue-and-red liveried porters of 
Schafers’s held open the inner doors for us with a salutation 
that in some manner they seemed to confine wholly to my 
uncle. Instead of being about four inches taller, I felt 
at least the same size as he, and very much slenderer. Still 
more obsequious waiters relieved him of the new hat and the 
dignified umbrella, and took his orders for our lunch. He gave 
them with a fine assurance. 

J°^ded to several of the waiters. 

They know me, George, already/’ he said. ” Point me 
ou *- Dive place I Eye for coming men ! " 

The detailed business of the lunch engaged our attention for 
a while, and then I leant across my plate. " And now ? ” said I, 

i* 3 *he secret of vigour. Didn't you read that label > " 

Yes, but-—" 

It’s selling like hot cakes/’ 
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“ And what is it ? ” I pressed. 

" Well," said my uncle, and then leant forward and spoke 
softly under cover of his hand, It’s nothing more or less 
than . . /’ 

(But here an unfortunate scruple intervenes. After all, 
To no-Bungay is still a marketable commodity and in the 
hands of purchasers, who bought it from—among other 
vendors—me. No ! I am afraid I cannot give it away.) 

“ You see,'" said my uncle in a slow, confidential whisper, 
with eyes very wide and a creased forehead, “ it's nice because 
of the ” (here he mentioned a flavouring matter and an 
aromatic spirit), “ it’s stimulating because of " (here he 
mentioned two very vivid tonics, one with a marked action 
on the kidney). “ And the ” (here he mentioned two other 
ingredients) “ makes it pretty intoxicating. Cocks their tails. 
Then there’s ” (but I touch on the essential secret). “ And 
there you are. I got it out of an old book of recipes—all 
except the ” (here he mentioned the more virulent substance, 
the one that assails the kidneys), ** which is my idea. Modern 
touch I There you are ! " 

He reverted to the direction of our lunch. 

Presently he was leading the way to the lounge—a sumptuous 
place in red morocco and yellow glazed crockery, with in* 
credible vistas of settees and sofas and things, and there I 
found myself grouped with him in two excessively upholstered 
chairs with an earthenware Moorish table between us bearing 
coffee and Benedictine, and I was tasting the delights of a 
tenpenny cigar. My uncle smoked a similar cigar in an habitu¬ 
ated manner, and he looked energetic and knowing and 
luxurious and most unexpectedly a little bounder, round the 
end of it. It was just a trivial flaw upon our swagger, perhaps, 
that we both were clear our cigars had to be M mild/' He got 
obliquely across the spaces of his great arm-chair so as to in¬ 
cline confidentially to my ear, he curled up his little legs, and I, 
in my longer way, adopted a corresponding receptive obliquity, 
I felt that we should strike an unbiased observer as a couple 
of very deep and wily and developing and repulsive persons. 

" I want to let you into this "—puff —** George/' said my 
uncle round the end of his cigar. “ For many reasons." 

His voice grew lower and more cunning. He made explana¬ 
tions that to my inexperience did not completely explain. 

I retain an impression of a long credit and a share with a firm 
of wholesale chemists, of a credit and a prospective share with 
some pirate printers, of a third share for a leading magazine 
and newspaper proprietor. 

" I played ’em off one against the other," said my uncle. 

I took his point in an instant. He had gone to each of them 
in turn and said the others had come in. 

“ I put up four hundred pounds/' said my uncle, “ myself 
and my all. And you know-" 


THE DAWN COMES 


i° 5 

He assumed a brisk confidence. ‘' I hadn’t five hundred 
pence. " At least-" 

For a moment he really was just a little embarrassed. 
“ I did,** he said, “ produce capital. You see, there was that 
trust affair of yours—I ought, I suppose—in strict legality 
—to have put that straight first. Zzzz, . . . 

“ It was a bold thing to do,” said my uncle, shifting the 
venue from the region of honour to the region of courage. 
And then with a characteristic outburst of piety, (< Thank God 
it’s all come right ! 

* 4 And now, I suppose, you ask where do you come in ? 
Well, fact is, I've always believed in you, George. You’ve 
got J —it's a sort of dismal grit. Bark your shins, rouse you, 
and you'll go ! You'd rush any position you had a mind to 
rush. I know a bit about character, George—trust me. 

You've got-” He clenched his hands and thrust them 

out suddenly, and at the same time said, with explosive 
violence, “ Wooosh ! Yes. You have I The way you put 
away that Latin at Wimblehurst ; I've never forgotten it. 
Wo-oo-oo-osh ! Your science and all that * Wo-oo-oo-osh ! 
I know my limitations. There's things I can do, and *' (he 
spoke in a whisper, as though this was the first hint of Iris 
life’s secret) '* there's things I can’t. Well, I can create this 
business, but I can’t make it go. I'm too voluminous—I’m 
a boiler-over, not a simmering stick-at-it. You keep on 
hotting up and hotting up, Papin’s digester. That's you, 
steady and long and piling up—then, wo-oo-oo-oo-osh. Come 
in and stiffen these niggers. Teach them that wo-oo-oo-osh. 
There you are ! That's what I’m after. You ! Nobody else 
believes you're more than a boy. Come right in with me and 
be a man. Eh, George ? Think of the fun of it—a thing on 
the go—a Real Live Thing t Wooshing it up ! Making it 
buzz and spin ! Whoo-oo-oo.”—He made alluring expanding 
circles in the air with his hand, ‘ 4 Eh ? ” 

His proposal, sinking to confidential undertones again, took 
more definite shape. I was to give all my time and energy to 
developing and organising. “ You shan't write a single 
advertisement, or give a single assurance," he declared. " I 
can do all that." And the telegram was no flourish ; I 
was to have three hundred a year. Three hundred a year, 
(" That’s nothing," said my uncle, " the thing to freeze 
on to, when the time comes, is your tenth of the vendor’s 
share.") 

Three hundred a year certain, anyhow I It was an enormous 
income to me. For a moment I was altogether staggered. 
Could there be that much money in the whole concern ? I 
looked about me at the sumptuous furniture of Schafers's 
Hotel. No doubt there were many such incomes. 

My head was spuming with unwonted Benedictine and 
Burgundy. 
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,f Let me go back and look at the game again,” I said. 
” Let me see upstairs and round about.” 

I did. 

" What do you think of it all ? ” my uncle asked at last. 

“ Well, for one thing,” I said, “ why don't you have those 
girls working in a decently ventilated room ? Apart from 
any other consideration, they’d work twice as briskly. And 

they ought to cover the corks before labelling round the 
bottle—-” ° 

Why ? ” said my uncle. 

“ Because—they sometimes make a mucker of the cork job, 
and then the label’s wasted.” 

** Come and change it, George,” said my uncle, with sudden 
fervour. ” Come here and make a machine of it. You can. 
Make it all slick, and then make it woosh. X know you can. 
Oh ! I know you can.” 

§ 2 

I seem to remember very quick changes of mind after that 
lunch. The muzzy exultation of the unaccustomed stimulants 
gave way very rapidly to a mood of pellucid and impartial 
clairvoyance which is one of my habitual mental states. It is 
intermittent ; it leaves me for weeks together, I know, but 
back it comes at last like justice on circuit, and calls up all 
my impressions, all m3 7 illusions, all my wilful and passionate 
proceedings. We came downstairs again into that inner 
room which pretended to be a scientific laboratory through its 
high glass lights, and indeed was a lurking place. My uncle 
pressed a cigarette on me, and I took it and stood before the 
empty fireplace while he propped his umbrella in the corner, 
deposited the new silk hat that was a little too big for him on 
the table, blew copiously and produced a second cigar. 

It came into my head that he had shrunken very much 
in size since the Wimblehurst days, that the cannon ball he 
ahjd swallowed was rather more evident and shameless than 
if had been, his skin less fresh and the nose between his glasses, 
which still didn't quite fit, much redder. And just then he 
seemed much laxer in his muscles and not quite as alertly 
quick in his movements. But he evidently wasn’t aware of 
the degenerative nature of his changes as he sat there, looking 
suddenly quite little under my eyes. 

” Well, George ! ” he said, quite happily unconscious of 
my silent criticism, " what do you think of it all ? ” 

” Well,” I said, ” in the first place—it's a damned swindle!'* 

4t Tut ! tut! ” said my uncle. " It's as straight as- It's 

fair trading ! ” 

” So much the worse for trading,” I said. 

” It's the sort of thing everybody does. After all, there's 
no harm in the stuff—and it may do good. It might do a 
lot of good—giving people confidence, f Tin stance, against 
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an epidemic* See ? Why not ? I don't see where your 
swindle comes in.” 


“ H’m,” I said. “ It's a thing you either see or don’t see,” 
“I’d like to know what sort of trading isn't a swindle in its 
way. Everybody who does a large advertised trade is selling 
something common on the strength of saying it’s uncommon. 
Look at Chickson—they made him a baronet. Look at Lord 
Radmore, who did it on lying about the alkali in soap ! Rippin’ 
ads those were of his, too ! ” 


" You don't mean to say you think doing this stuff up in 
bottles and swearing it’s the quintessence of strength and 
making poor devils buy it at that, is straight ? ” 

“ Why not, George ? How do we know it mayn’t be the 
quintessence to them so far as they're concerned ? ” 

“ Oh ! ” I said, and shrugged my shoulders. 

** There's Faith, You put Faith in 'em. ... I grant our 
labels are a bit emphatic. Christian Science, really. No good 
setting people against the medicine. Tell me a solitary trade 
nowadays that hasn’t to be—-emphatic. It’s the modern 
way \ Everybody understands it—everybody allows for it.” 

** Rut the world would be no worse, and rather better, if 
all this stuff of yours was run down a conduit into the 
Thames.” 


“ Don’t see that, George, at all. 'Mong other things, all our 
people would be out of work. Unemployed ! I grant you 
Tono-Bungay may be—not quite so good a find for the world 
as Peruvian bark, but the point is, George —~it makes trade f 
And the world lives on trade. Commerce ! A romantic 
exchange of commodities and property. Romance. 'Magina- 
tion. See ? You must look at these things in a broad light. 
Look at the wood—and forget the trees ! And hang it, 
George ! we got to do these things ! There’s no way unless 
you do. What do you mean to do—anyhow ? ” 

41 There’s ways of living,” I said, “ without either fraud or 


You’re a bit stiff, George. There’s no fraud in this affair. 
I’ll bet my hat 1 But what do you propose to do ? Go as 
chemist to some one who is running a business, and draw a 
salary without a share like I offer you. Much sense in that J 
It comes out of the swindle—as you call it—just the same.” 

Some businesses are straight and quiet, anyhow ; supply a 
sound article that is really needed, don't shout advertisements.” 

“No, George. There you're behind the times. The last 
of that sort was sold up ’bout five years ago.” 

“ Well, there's scientific research.” 

\ And who pays for that ? Who put up that big City and 
Guilds place at South Kensington ? Enterprising business 
men 1 They fancy theyTl have a bit of science going on, they 
want a handy Expert ever and again, and there you are ! 
And what do you get for research when you've done it ? Just 
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a bare living and no outlook. They just keep you to make 
discoveries, and if they fancy they’ll use ’em they do.” 

“ One can teach.” 

How much a year, George ? How much a year ? I 
suppose you must respect Carlyle ! Well—you take Carlyle’s 
test—solvency. (Lord [ what a book that French Revolution 
of his is !) See what the world pays teachers and discoverers 
and what it pays business men ! That shows the ones it really 
wants. There’s a justice in these big things, George, over and 
above the apparent injustice. I tell you it wants trade. It's 
Trade that makes the world go round. Argosies ! Venice i 
Empire ! ” 

My uncle suddenly rose to his feet. 

” You think it over, George. You think it over ! And 
come up on Sunda) r to the new place—we got rooms in Gower 
Street now—and see your aunt. She's often asked for you, 
George—often and often, and thrown it up at me about that 
bit of property—though I've always said and always will, that 
twenty-five shillings in the pound is what I’ll pay you and 
interest up to the nail. And think it over. It isn't me I ask 
you to help. It's yourself. It's your Aunt Susan. It's the 
whole concern. It’s the commerce of your country. And we 
want you badly. I tell you straight, I know my limitations. 
You could take this place, you could make it go ! I can see 
you at it—looking rather sour. Woosh is the word, George.” 

And he smiled endearingly. 

“ I got to dictate a letter,” he said, ending the smile, and 
vanished into the outer room. 


§ 3 

I didn’t succumb without a struggle to my uncle's allure¬ 
ments. Indeed, I held out for a week while I contemplated 
life and my prospects. It was a crowded and muddled con¬ 
templation. It invaded even my sleep. 

My interview with the Registrar, my talk with my uncle, 
my abrupt discovery of the hopeless futility of my passion for 
Marion, had combined to bring me to a sense of crisis. What 
was I going to do with life ? 

I remember certain phases of my indecisions very well. 

I remember going home from .our talk. I went down 
Farringdon Street to the Embankment because I thought to go 
home by Hoi bom and Oxford Street would be too crowded for 
thinking. . , , That piece of Embankment from Blackfriars 
to Westminster still reminds me of that momentous hesitation. 

You know, from first to last, I saw the business with my 
eyes open, I saw its ethical and moral values quite dearly. 
Never for a moment do I remember myself faltering from my 
persuasion that the sale of Tono-Bungay was a thoroughly 
dishonest proceeding. The stuff was, I perceived, a mis- 
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chievous trash, slightly stimulating, aromatic, and attractive, 
likely to become a bad habit and train people in the habitual 
use of stronger tonics, and insidiously dangerous to people with 
defective kidneys. It would cost about seven pence the large 
bottle to make, including bottling, and we were to sell it at half 
a crown plus the cost of the patent medicine stamp. A thing 
that I will confess deterred me from the outset far more than 
the sense of dishonesty in this affair, was the supreme silliness 
of the whole concern. I still clung to the idea that the work! 
of men was or should be a sane and just organisation, and the 
idea that I should set myself gravely, just at the fine spring¬ 
time of my life, to developing a monstrous bottling and packing 
warehouse, bottling rubbish for the consumption of foolish, 
credulous, and depressed people, had in it a touch of insanity. 
My early beliefs still clung to me. I felt assured that some¬ 
where there must be a hitch in the fine prospect of ease and 
wealth under such conditions ; that somewhere, a little over¬ 
grown, perhaps, but still traceable, lay a neglected, wasted 
path of use and honour for me. 

My inclination to refuse the whole thing increased rather 
than diminished at first as I went along the Embankment. 
In my uncle's presence there had been a sort of glamour that 
had prevented an outright refusal. It was a revival of affection 
for him I felt in his presence I think, in part, and in part an 
instinctive feeling that I must consider him as my host. But 
much more was it a curious persuasion he had the knack ol 
inspiring—a persuasion not so much of his integrity and 
capacity as of the reciprocal and yielding foolishness of the 
world. One felt that he was silly and wild, but in some way 
silly and wild after the fashion of the universe. After all, 
one must live somehow. I astonished him and myself by 
temporising. 

“ No," said I, “ I'll think it over 1 " 

And as I went along the Embankment, the first effect was 
all against my uncle. He shrank—for a little while he con¬ 
tinued to shrink—in perspective until he was only a very small 
shabby little man in a dirty back street, sending off a few 
hundred bottles of rubbish to foolish buyers. The great 
buildings on the right of us, the Inns and the School Board 
place—as it was then^—Somerset House, the big hotels, the 
great bridges, Westminster's outlines ahead, had ail effect ol 
grey largeness that reduced him to the proportions of a busy 
blackbeetle in a crack in the floor. 

And then my eye caught the advertisements on the south 
side of "Sorber’s Food," of 44 Cracknell's Ferric Wine," very 
bright and prosperous signs, illuminated at night, and I 
realised how astonishingly they looked at home there, how 
evidently part they were in the whole thing. 

I saw a man come charging out of Palace Yard— -the police¬ 
man touched his helmet to him—with a hat and a bearing 
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astonishingly like my uncle’s 
himself sit in the House ? 


After all—didn't Cracknell 


Tono-Bungay shouted at me from a hoarding near Adelphi 
Terrace, I saw it afar off near Carfax Street, it dried out again 
upon me m Kensington High Street and burst into a perfect 
clamour, six or seven times I saw it, as I drew near mv dia¬ 
gings. It certainly had an air of being something more than a 

Yes, I thought it over—thoroughly enough. Trade 

rules the world. Wealth rather than trade ! g The thing was 
true, and true too was my uncle’s proposition that the quickest 
way to get wealth is to sell the cheapest thing possible in the 
dearest bottle. He was frightfully right afterall. Pecunia 
non oiel-—a. Roman emperor said that. Perhaps mv great 
heroes in Plutarch were no more than such men, fine now onlv 
because they are distant ; perhaps after all this Socialism to 
which I had been drawn was only a foolish dream, only the 
more foolish because all its promises were conditionally true 
Morns and these others played with it wittingly ; it gave a 
zest, a touch of substance to their aesthetic pleasures. Never 
would there be good faith enough to bring such things about. 
They knew it; every one, except a few fools, knew ft As I 

f° ss . ed c . or P er i St. James's Park wrapped in thought, 

I dodged hack just m time to escape a prancing pair of grevs. 
A stout, common-looking woman, very magnificently dressed] 
regarded me from the carriage with a scornful eye. " No 
doubt, thought I, a pill-vendor’s wife. . . 

Running through all my thoughts, surging out like a refrain, 
■ l ? Tlc }f s paster-stroke, his admirable touch of praise : 

M . ^ all slick and then make it Woosh. I know you 

can ! Oh I I know you can ! ” " 


§ 4 

Ewart as a moral influence was unsatisfactory. I had made 
up my mind to put the whole thing before hiih, partly to see 
how he took it, and partly to hear how it sounded when it was 
said. I asked him to come and eat with me in an Italian 
place near Pan ton Street where one could get a curious, inter- 
glutting sort of dinner for eighteen-pence. He came 
^concerting black-eye that he wouldn’t explain 
Not so much a black-eye,” he said, " as the aftermath of a 
purple patch. . . . What’s your difficulty 3 ** 

“ I'll tell you with the salad,” I said. 

T j 5 I didn’t tell him. I threw out that 

1 was doubtful whether I ought to go into trade, or stick to 
teacrung m view of my deepening socialist proclivities * and 
he, warming with the unaccustomed generosity of a sixteen- 

penny Chianti, ran on from that without any further inquiry 
as to my trouble. 'is 

His utterances roved wide and loose. 
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" The reality of life, my dear Ponderevo," I remember him 
saying very impressively and punctuating with the nut¬ 
crackers as he spoke, " is Chromatic Conflict . . . and Form. 
Get hold of that and let all these other questions go. The 
Socialist will tell you one sort of colour and shape is right, the 
Individualist another. What does it all amount to ? What 
does it all amount to ? Nothing / I have no advice to give 
any one, none—except to avoid regrets. Be yourself—seek 
after such beautiful things as your own sense determines 
to be beautiful. And don't mind the headache in the morn¬ 
ing. . . . For what, after all, is a morning, Ponderevo ? It 
isn’t like the upper part of a day ! " 

He paused impressively. 

** What Rot ! " I cried, after a confused attempt to appre¬ 
hend him. 

" Isn’t it l And it’s my bedrock wisdom in the matter ! 
Take it or leave it, my dear George ; take it or leave it." . . . 
He put down the nut-crackers out of my reach and lugged a 
greasy-looking notebook from his pocket. "I'm going to steal 
this mustard pot," he said. 

I made noises of remonstrance. 

" Only as a matter of design. I’ve got to do an old beast’s 
tomb. Wholesale grocer. I’ll put it on his corners,—four 
mustard pots. I dare say he’d be glad of a mustard plaster 
now to cool him, poor devil, where he is. But anyhow— 
here goes ! *’ 

§ 5 

It came to me in the small hours that the real moral touch¬ 
stone for this great doubting was Marion. I Jay composing 
statements of my problem and imagined myself delivering 
them to her—and she, goddess-like and beautiful, giving her 
fine, simply-worded judgment. 

" You see, it’s just to give one's self over to the Capitalistic 
System," I imagined myself saying in good socialist jargon ; 
" it’s surrendering all one’s beliefs. We may succeed, we may 
grow rich, but where would the satisfaction be ? " 

Then she would say, No 1 That wouldn’t be right." 

" But the alternative is to wait l " 

Then suddenly she would become a goddess. She would 
turn upon me frankly and nobly, with shining eyes, with arms 
held out. " No," she would say, " we love one another. 
Nothing ignoble shall ever touch us. We love one another. 
Why wait to tell each other that, dear ? What does it matter 
that we are poor and may keep poor ? " . . . 

But indeed the conversation didn’t go at all in that direction. 
At the sight of her my nocturnal eloquence became pre¬ 
posterous and the moral values altered completely. I had 
waited for her outside the door of the Persian-robe establish¬ 
ment in Kensington High Street, and walked home with her 
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thence, I remember how she emerged into the warm evening 
light, and that she wore a brown straw hat that made her for 
once not only beautiful but pretty. 

“ I like that hat,” I said by way of opening; and she smiled 
her rare, delightful smile at me, 

” I love you,” I said in an undertone, as we jostled closer on 
the pavement. 

She shook her head forbiddingly, but she still smiled. 
Then— 

44 Be sensible I ” 

The High Street pavement is too narrow and crowded for 
conversation and we were some way westward before we spoke 
again. 

“ Look here,” I said ; 44 I want you, Marion, Don’t you 
understand ? I want you.” 

” Now ! ” she cried wamingly, 

I do not know if the reader will understand how a passionate 
love, an immense admiration and desire, can be shot with a 
gleam of positive hatred. Such a gleam there was in me at 
the serene self-complacency of that 44 A Tow / ” It vanished 
almost before I felt it. I found no warning in it of the 
antagonisms latent between us. 

" Marion,” I said, 44 this isn't a trifling matter to me. I 
love you. I would die to get you. . . . Don't you care ? ” 

44 But what is the good ? ” 

” You don't care ! ” I cried. 44 You don't care a rap J ” 

£ ‘ You know I care,” she answered. 44 If I didn't- If I 

didn’t like you very much should I let you come and meet me— 
go about with you ? ” 

44 Well, then,” I said, 44 promise to marry me I ” 

44 If I do, what difference will it make ? ” 

We were separated by two men carrying a ladder, who 
drove between us unawares. 

“ Marion,” I asked when we got together again, “ I tell 
you I want you to marry me.'' 

44 We can’t.” 

44 Why not ? ” 

44 We can't marry—in the street.” 

44 We could take our chance 1 ” 

“ I wish you wouldn't go on talking like this. What is 
the good ? ” 

She suddenly gave way to gloom. 44 It's no good marry¬ 
ing,” she said. 44 One's only miserable. I've seen other girls. 
When one’s alone one has a little pocket-money anyhow, one 
can go about a little. But think of being married and no 
money, and perhaps children—you can’t be sure. . . 

She poured out this concentrated philosophy of her class 
and type in jerky, uncompleted sentences, with knitted brows, 
with discontented eyes towards the westward glow—forgetful, 
it seemed, for a moment even of me. 
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“ Look here, Marion," I said abruptly, " what would you 
marry on P " 

" What is the good ? '* she began. 

* 1 Would you marry on three hundred a year ? ’ * 

She looked at me for a moment. “ That's six pounds a 
week," she said. '* One could manage on that—easily. 

Smithie’s brother- No, he only gets two hundred and fifty. 

He married a typewriting girl." 

“ Will you marry me if I get three hundred a year ? " 

She looked at me again, -with a curious gleam of hope. 

" If ! " she said. 

I held out my hand and looked her in the eyes. " It’s a 
bargain," I said. 

She hesitated and touched my hand for an instant. " It’s 

silly," she remarked as she did so. "It means really we* re- 

She paused. 

4 ‘ Yes ? " said I. 

" Engaged. You'll have to wait years. What good can 
it do you ? " 

" Not so many years," I answered. 

For a moment she brooded. 

Then she glanced at me with a smile, half-sweet, half- 
wistful, that has stuck in my memory for ever. 

" I like you," she said. " I shall like to be engaged to you." 

And, faint on the threshold of hearing, I caught her ventured 
" dear ! " It's odd that in writing this down my memory 
passes over all that intervened and I feel it all again, and once 
again I am Marion's boyish lover taking great joy in such rare 
and little things. 

§6 

At last I went to the address my uncle had given me in 
Gower Street, and found my Aunt Susan waiting tea for him. 

Directly I came into the room I appreciated the change 
in outlook that the achievement of Tono-Bungay had made 
almost as vividly as when I saw my uncle's new hat, I he 
furniture of the room struck upon my eye as almost stately. 
The chairs and sofa were covered with chintz, which gave it 
a dim, remote flavour of Bladesover ; the mantel, the cornice, 
the gas pendant were larger and finer than the sort of thing I 
had grown accustomed to in London. And I was shown in 
by a real housemaid with real tails to her cap, and great 
quantities of reddish hair. There was my aunt, too, looking 
bright and pretty, in a blue-patterned tea-wrap with bows 
that seemed to me the quintessence of fashion. She was sitting 
in a chair by the open window with quite a pile yellow- 
labelled books on the occasional table beside her. Before the 
large, paper-decorated fireplace stood a three-tiered cake- 
stand displaying assorted cakes, and a tray with all the tea 
equipage except the teapot was on the large central table. 
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The carpet was thick, and a spice of adventure was given it 
by a number of dyed sheepskin mats. 

“ Hel-/o ! " said my aunt as I appeared. ** It's George ! ” 

“ Shall I serve the tea now, Mem ? " said the real housemaid 
surveying our greetings coldly. 

*' Not till Mr. Ponderevo comes, Meggie," said my aunt, and 
grimaced with extraordinary swiftness and virulence as the 
housemaid turned her back. 

“ Meggie, she calls herself,’" said my aunt as the door closed, 
and left me to infer a certain want of sympathy. 

“ You’re looking very jolly, aunt," said I. 

What do you think of all this old Business he’s got ? " 
asked my aunt. 

" Seems a promising thing/’ I said. 

“ I suppose there is a business somewhere ? ’’ 

“ Haven’t you seen it ? " 

“ ’Fraid I’d say something at it, George, if I did. So he 
won’t let me. It came on quite suddenly. Brooding he 
was and writing letters and sizzling something awful—like a 
chestnut going to pop. Then he come home one day saying 

Tono-Bungay till I thought he was clean off his onion and 
singing—what was it ? ’ ’ 

“ * I’m afloat, I’m afloat,* ’’ I guessed. 

The very thing. You’ve heard him* And saying our 
fortunes were made. Took me out to the Ho’bom Restaurant, 
George—dinner, and we had champagne, stuff that blows 
up the back of your nose and makes you go So, and he said 
at last he’d got things worthy of me—and we moved here 
next day It’s a swell house, George. Three pounds a week 
for the rooms. And he says the Business’ll stand it." 

She looked at me doubtfully. 

** Either do that or smash/’ I said profoundly. 

We discusssed the question for a moment mutely with 
our eyes. My aunt slapped the pile of books from Mudie’s. 

“ I've been having such a Go of reading, George. You 
never did 1 " 

" What do you think of the business ? " I asked. 

" Well, they’ve let him have money," she said, and thought 
and raised her eyebrows. 

" It’s been a time, she went on. •* The flapping about 1 
Me sidding doing nothing and him on the go like a rocket. 
He’s done wonders. But he wants you, George—he wants 
you. Sometimes he’s full of hope—talks of when we’re 
going to have a carriage and be in society—makes it seem so 
natural and topsy-turvy, I hardly know whether my old 
heels aren’t up here listening to him, and my old head on 
the floor. . . . Then he gets depressed. Says he wants 
restraint. Says he can make a splash but can’t beep on. 

Says if you don’t come in everything will smash- But you 

are coming in ? " 
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She paused and looked at me 
“ Well-” 


“ You don’t say you won’t come in. 

“ But look here, aunt,” I said, “do you understand quite ? 
It’s a quack medicine. It's trash.” 

tf There’s no law against selling quack medicine that I 
know of,” said my aunt. She thought for a minute and became 
unusually grave. “ It’s our only chance, George,” she said. 

“ If it doesn’t go . . .” . 

There came the slamming of a door, and a loud bellowing 

from the next apartment through the folding doors. Here 
—er Shee Rulk lies Poo Tom Bo—oling.” 

“ Silly old Concertina ! Hark at him, George I She 
raised her voice. “ Don’t sing that, you old Walrus you ! 
Sing ‘ I’m afloat! ’ ” 

One leaf of the folding doors opened and my uncle appeared. 
“ Hallo, George ! Come along at last ? Gossome tea-cake, 
Susan ? 

,f Thought it over, George ? ” he said abruptly. 

” Yes,” said I. 

” Coming in ? ” 

I paused for a last moment and nodded yes. 

“ Ah I ” he cried. " Why couldn’t you say that a week ago ? 

” I’ve had false ideas about the world,” I said. ...” Oh ! 
they don’t matter now ! Yes, I’ll come. I’ll take my chance 

with you, I won’t hesitate again.” 

And I didn’t. I stuck to that resolution for seven long years. 


CHAPTER THREE 

HOW WE MADE TONO-BUNGAY HUM 

§ I 

S O I made my peace with my uncle and we set out upon 
this bright enterprise of selling slightly injurious rubbish 
at one-and-three-halfpence and two-and-nine a bott e, 
including the Government stamp. We made Tono-Bungay 
hum 1 ft brought us wealth, influence, respect, the con¬ 
fidence of endless people. All that my uncle promised me 
proved truth and understatement; Tono-Bungay carried me o 
freedoms and powers that no life of scientific research, no pas 
sionate service of humanity could ever have given me. . * * 

It was my uncle’s genius that did it. No doubt he ncc ec 
me-—I was, I will admit, his indispensable right hand , u 
his was the brain to conceive. He wrote every advertisem » 
some of them even he sketched. You must remcm e r 
those were the days before the Times took to enterprise a 
vociferous hawking of that antiquated Encyclopedia. 
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alluring, button-holing, let-me-just-tell-you-quite-soberly- 
something-3'ou-ought-to-know style of newspaper advertise¬ 
ment, with every now and then a convulsive jump of some 
attractive phrase into capitals, was then almost a novelty. 
“ Many people who are moderately well think they are 
quite well/' was one of his early efforts. The jerks in capitals 
were, “ do not need drugs or medicine,’ ' and simply a 
proper regimen to get you in tone.” One was warned 
against the chemist or druggist who pushed “ much advertised 
nostrums ” on one’s attention. That trash did more harm than 
good. The thing needed was regimen—and Tono-Bungay! 

Very early, too, w r as that bright little quarter column, 
at least it was usually a quarter column, in the evening papers: 
“ hilarity—tono-bungay. Like Mountain Air in the 
Veins.” The penetrating trio of questions : " Are you bored 
with your Business ? Are you bored with your' Dinner ? 
Are you bored with your Wife ? ”—that, too, was in our 
Gower Street days. Both these we had in our first campaign 
when we worked London south, central, and west; and then, 
too, we had our first poster—the health, beauty, and 
strength one. That was his design ; I happen still to have 
got by me the first sketch he made for it. I have reproduced 
it here with one or two others to enable the reader to under¬ 
stand the mental quality that initiated these familiar orna¬ 
ments of London. (The second one is about eighteen months 
later, the germ of the well-known ” Fog ” poster ; the third 
was designed for an influenza epidemic, but never issued.) 

These things were only incidentally in my department. I 
had to polish them up for the artist and arrange the business 
of printing and distribution, and after my uncle had had a 
violent and needless quarrel with the advertisement manager 
of the Daily Regulator about the amount of display given 
to one of his happy thoughts, I also took up the negotiation 
of advertisements for the press. 

We discussed and worked out distribution together— 
first in the drawing-room floor in Gower Street, with my aunt 
sometimes helping very shrewdly, and then, with a steadily 
improving type of cigar and older and older whisky, in his 
snuggery at their first house, the one in Beckenham. Often 
we worked far into the night—sometimes until dawn. 

We really worked infernally hard, and, I recall, we worked 
with a very decided enthusiasm, not simply on my uncle's 
part, but mine. It was a game, an absurd but absurdly 
interesting game, and the points were scored in cases of 
bottles. People think a happy notion is enough to make 
a man rich, that fortunes can be made without toil. It's 
a dream, as every millionaire (except one or two lucky 
gamblers) can testify ; I doubt if J. D. Rockefeller in the 
early days of Standard Oil worked harder than we did. We 
worked far into the night—and we also worked all day. We 
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made a rule to be always dropping in at the factory unan¬ 
nounced to keep things right—for at first we could afford no 
properly responsible underlings—and we travelled London, 
pretending to be our own representatives and making all sorts 
of special arrangements. 

But none of this was my proper work, and as soon as we 
could get other men in, I dropped the travelling, though my 
uncle found it particularly interesting and kept it up for 
years. " Does me good, George, to see the chaps behind their 
counters like I was once," he explained. My special and 
distinctive duty was to give Tono-Bungay substance and an 
outward and visible bottle, to translate my uncle’s great 
imaginings into the creation of case after case of labelled 
bottles of nonsense, and the punctual discharge of them by 
railway, road, and steamer towards their ultimate goal in 
the Great Stomach of the People. By all modem standards 
the business was, as my uncle would say, " absolutely bona 
fide.** We sold our stuff and got the money, and spent the 
money honestly in lies and clamour to sell more stuff. Section 
by section we spread it over the whole of the British Isles ; 
first working the middle-class London suburbs, then the 
outer suburbs, then the home counties, then going (with new 
bills and a more pious style of “ ad ”) into Wales, a great 
held always for a new patent-medicine, and then into Lanca¬ 
shire. My uncle had in his inner office a big map of England, 
and as we took up fresh sections of the local press and our 
consignments invaded new areas, flags for advertisements 
and pink underlines for orders showed our progress. 

" The romance of modern commerce, George ! ” my uncle 
would say, rubbing his hands together and drawing in air 
through his teeth, " The romance of modern commerce, eh ? 
Conquest. Province by province. Like sogers.” 

We subjugated England and Wales ; we rolled over the 
Cheviots with a special adaptation containing eleven per 
cent- of absolute alcohol : ,f Tono-Bungay. Thistle Brand/’ 
We also had the Fog poster adapted to a kilted Briton in 
a misty Highland scene. 

Under the shadow of our great leading line we were presently 
taking subsidiary specialities into action ; “ Tono-Bungay 

Hair Stimulant ” was our first supplement. Then came 
“ Concentrated Tono-Bungay ” for the eyes. That didn't 
go, but we had a considerable success with the Hair Stimulant. 
We broached the subject, I remember, in a little catechism 
beginning : " Why does the hair fall out ? Because the 

follicles are fagged. What are the follicles ? . . /* So it 
went on to the climax that the Hair Stimulant contained 
all ft The essential principles of that most reviving tonic, 
Tono-Bungay, together with an emollient and nutritious oil 
derived from crude Neat’s Foot Oil by a process of refinement, 
separation, and deodorisation. ... It will be manifest to any 
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one of scientific attainments that in Neat's Foot Oil derived 
from the hoofs and horns of beasts, we must necessarily have 
a natural skin and hair lubricant." 

And we also did admirable things with our next subsidiaries, 
“ Tono-Bungay Lozenges/' and " Tono-Bungay Chocolate/' 
These we urged upon the public for their extraordinary 
nutritive and recuperative value in cases of fatigue and strain. 
We gave them posters and illustrated advertisements showing 
climbers hanging from marvellously vertical cliffs, cyclist 
champions upon the track, mounted messengers engaged in 
Aix-to-Ghent rides, soldiers lying out in action under a hot 
sun. 4 * You can GO for twenty-four hours," we declared, on 
Tono-Bungay Chocolate." We didn't say whether you could 
return on the same commodity. We also showed a dreadfully 
barristerish barrister, wig, side-whiskers, teeth, a horribly 
life-like portrait of all existing barristers, talking at a table, 
and beneath, this legend: 11 A Four Hours’ Speech on Tono- 
Bungay Lozenges, and as fresh as when he began." That 
brought in regiments of school-teachers, revivalist ministers, 
politicians and the like. I really do believe there was an 
element of “ kick " in the strychnine in these lozenges, especi¬ 
ally in those made according to our earlier formula. For 
we altered all our formulae — invariably weakening them 
enormously as sales got ahead. 

In a little while—so it seems to me now—we were em¬ 
ploying travellers and opening up Great Britain at the rate 
of a hundred square miles a day. All the organisation 
throughout was sketched in a crude, entangled, half-inspired 
fashion by my uncle, and all of it had to be worked out into a 
practicable scheme of quantities and expenditure by me. 
We had a lot of trouble finding our travellers ; in the end 
at least half of them were Irish-Americans, a wonderful breed 
for selling medicine. We had still more trouble over our 
factory manager, because of the secrets of the inner room, 
and in the end we got a very capable woman, Mrs. Hampton 
Diggs; who had formerly managed a large millinery workroom, 
whom we could trust to keep everything in good working 
order without finding out anything that wasn’t put exactly 
under her loyal and energetic nose. She conceived a high 
opinion of Tono-Bungay and took it in all forms and large 
quantities so long as I knew her. It didn't seem to do her 
any harm. And she kept the girls going quite wonderfully. 
My uncle's last addition to the Tono-Bungay group was 
the Tono-Bungay Mouthwash. The reader has probably read 
a hundred times that inspiring inquiry of his, “ You are 
Young Yet, but are vou Sure Nothing has Aged your Gums ? " 
Ana after that we took over the agency for three or four 
good Anierican lines'that worked in with our own, and could 
be handled with it: Texan Embrocation, and ** 23—clear 
the system " were the chief. . . . 
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I set down these bare facts. To me they are all linked 
with the figure of my uncle. In come of the old seventeenth 
and early eighteenth-century prayer-books at Bladesover 
there used to be illustrations with long scrolls coming out 
of the mouths of the wood-cut figures. I wish I could write 
all this last chapter on a scroll coming out of the head of my 
uncle, show it all the time as unfolding and pouring out from 
a short, fattening, small-legged man with stiff, cropped hair* 
disobedient glasses on a perky little nose, and a round stare 
behind them. I wish I could show you him breathing hard 
and a little through his nose as his pen scrabbled out some 
absurd inspiration for a poster or a picture page, and make 
you hear his voice, charged with solemn import like the voice 
of a squeaky prophet* saying “ George ! iist’n f I got an 
ideer. I got a notion, George ! ” 

I should put myself into the same picture. Best setting 
for us, I think, would be the Beckenham snuggery, because 
there we worked hardest. It would be the lamplit room 
of the early ’nineties, and the clock upon the mantel would 
indicate midnight or later. We would be sitting on either 
side of the fire, I with a pipe, my uncle with cigar or cigarette. 
There would be glasses standing inside the brass fender. 
Our expressions would be very grave. My uncle used to sit 
right back in his arm-chair ; his toes always turned in when 
he was sitting down and his legs had a way of looking curved, 
as though they hadn’t bones or joints but were stuffed with 
sawdust. 

“ George, whad'yer think of T.-B. for seasickness ? ” he 
would say. 

No good that I can imagine/’ 

Oom ! No harm trying , George. We can but try.” 

I would suck my pipe. “ Hard to get at. Unless we sold 
our stuff specially at the docks. Might do a special at Cook’s 
office, or in the Continental Bradshaw.” 

** It ’ud give ’em confidence, George.” 

He would Zzzz, with his glasses reflecting the red of the 
glowing coals. 

44 No good hiding our light under a Bushel,” he would 
remark. . . . 

I never really determined whether my uncle regarded 
Tono-Bungay as a fraud, or whether he didn’t come to believe 
in it in a kind of way by the mere reiteration of his own 
assertions, I think that his average attitude was one of 
kindly, almost parental toleration. I remember saying on one 
occasion, ” But you don’t suppose this stuff ever did a human 
being the slightest good at all ? ” and how his face assumed a 
look of protest, as one of reproving harshness and dogmatism. 

44 You’ve a hard nature, George,” he said. ** You're too 
ready to run things down. How can one tell ? How can one 
venture to tell ? . . /’ 
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I suppose any creative and developing game would have 
interested me in those years* At any rate, I know I put as 
much zeal into this Tono-Bungay as any young lieutenant 
could have done who suddenly found himself in command 
of a ship. It was extraordinarily interesting to me to figure 
out the advantage accruing from this shortening of the 
process or that, and to weigh it against the capital cost of 
the alteration. I made a sort of machine for sticking on 
the labels, that I patented ; to this day there is a little trickle 
of royalties to me from that. I also contrived to have our 
mixture made concentrated, got the bottles, which all came 
sliding down a guarded slant-way, nearly filled with distilled 
water at one tap, and dripped our magic ingredients in at the 
next. This was an immense economy of space for the inner 
sanctum. For the bottling we needed special taps, and these, 
too, I invented and patented. 

We had a sort of endless band of bottles sliding along an 
inclined glass trough made slippery with running water. 
At one end a girl held them up to the light, put aside any 
that were imperfect and placed the others in the trough, 
the filling was automatic ; at the other end a girl slipped 
in the cork and drove it home with a little mallet. Each 
tank, the little one for the vivifying ingredients and the big 
one for distilled water, had a level indicator, and inside i 
had a float arrangement that stopped the slide whenever either 
had sunk too low. Another girl stood ready with my machine 
to label the corked bottles and hand them to the three packers, 
who slipped them into their outer papers and put them, with 
a pad of corrugated paper between each pair, into a little 
groove from which they could be made to slide neatly into 

E osition in our standard packing-case. It sounds wild, I know, 
ut I believe I was the first man in the city of London to 
pack patent medicines through the side of the packing-case, 
to discover there was a better way in than by the lid- Our 
cases packed themselves, practically ; had only to be put into 
position on a little wheeled tray and when full pulled to the 
lift that dropped them to the men downstairs, who padded 
up the free space and nailed on top and side. Our girls, more¬ 
over, packed with corrugated paper and match box-wood 
box partitions when everybody else was using expensive 
young men to pack through the top of the box with straw, 
many breakages and much waste and confusion, 

§ 2 

As I look back at them now, these energetic years seem 
all compacted to a year or so ; from the days of our first 
hazardous beginning in Farringdon Street with barely a 
thousand pounds' worth of stuff or credit all told—and that 
got by something perilously like snatching—to the days 
when my uncle went to the public on behalf of himself and 
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me (one-tenth share) and our silent partners, the drug whole¬ 
salers and the printing people and the owner of that gTOUp 
of magazines and newspapers, to ask with honest confidence 
for ^150,000. Those silent partners were remarkably sorry, 
I know, that they had not taken larger shares and given 
us longer credit when the subscriptions came pouring in. 
My uncle had a clear half to play with (including the one-tenth 
understood to be mine). 

^150,000—think of it!—for the goodwill in a string of 
lies and a trade in bottles of mitigated water ! Bo you realise 
the madness of the world that sanctions such a thing ? Perhaps 
you don’t. At times use and wont certainly blinded me. If 
it had not been for Ewart, I don’t think I should have had 
an inkling of the wonderfulness of this development of my 
fortunes ; I should have grown accustomed to it, fallen in 
with all its delusions as completely as my uncle presently 
did. He was immensely proud of the flotation. “ They’ve 
never been given such value,” he said, “ for a dozen years.” 
But Ewart, with his gesticulating hairy hands and bony 
wrists, is single-handed .chorus to all this as it plays itself 
over again in my memory, and he kept my fundamental 
absurdity illuminated for me during all this astonishing time. 

It’s just on all-fours with the rest of things,” he remarked ; 

only more so. You needn’t think you’re anything out of 
the way.” 

I remember one disquisition very distinctly. It was just 
after Ewart had been to Paris on a mysterious expedition to 
” rough in ” some work for a rising American sculptor. This 
young man had a commission for an allegorical figure of 
Truth (draped, of course) for his State Capitol, and he needed 
help. Ewart had returned with his hair cut en brosse and 
with his costume completely translated into French. He 
wore, I remember, a bicycling suit of purplish-brown, baggy 
beyond imagining—the only creditable thing about it was 
that it had evidently not been made for him—a voluminous 
black tie, a decadent soft felt hat and several French expletives 
of a sinister description. ** Silly clothes, aren’t they ? ” he 
said at the sight of my startled eye. “ I don’t know why I 
got ’m, They seemed all right over there.” He had come 
down to our Raggett Street place to discuss a benevolent 
project of mine for a poster by him, and he scattered remark¬ 
able discourse over the heads (I hope it was over the heads) of 
our bottlers. 

What I like about it all, Ponderevo, is its poetry. . . - 
That’s where we get the pull of the animals. No animal 
would ever run a factory like this. Think ! . . . One re* 
members the Beaver, of course. He might very possibly 
bottle things, but would he stick a label round ’em and sell 
’em ? The Beaver is a dreamy fool I’ll admit, him and his 
dams, but, after all, there's a sort of protection about ’em, a 
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kind of muddy practicality ! They prevent things getting at 
him. And it’s not your poetry only. It’s the poetry of the 
customer, too. Poet answering to poet—soul to soul. Health, 
Strength, and Beauty—in a bottle—-the magic philtre ! Like 
a fairy tale. . . . 

u Think of the people to whom your bottles of footle go ! 
(Fm calling it footle, Ponderevo, out of praise/* he said in 
parenthesis.) 

** Think of the little clerks and jaded women and over¬ 
worked people. People overstrained with wanting to do, 
people overstrained with wanting to be. . , , People, in fact, 
overstrained. . . . The real trouble of life, Ponderevo, isn’t 
that we exist—that's a vulgar error ; the real trouble is 
that we don't really exist and we want to. That's what this 
-~in the highest sense—muck stands for ! The hunger to be 
—for once—really alive—to the finger-tips ! . . . 

" Nobody wants to do and be the things people are— 
nobody. ¥ou don’t want to preside over this—this bottling, 
/ don't want to wear these beastly clothes and be led about 
by you, nobody wants to keep on sticking labels on silly 
bottles at so many farthings a gross. That isn’t existing ! 
That’s—sus— substratum. None of us want to be what we 
are, or to do what we do. Except as a sort of basis. What 
do we want ? You know. I know. Nobody confesses. 
What we all want to be is something perpetually young and 
beautiful—young Joves—young Joves, Ponderevo *—his 
voice became loud/harsh, and declamatory—“pursuing coy 
half-willing nymphs through everlasting forests , . 

There was a just-perceptible listening hang in the work 
about us. 

** Come downstairs/' I interrupted, “ we can talk better 
there.” 

M I can talk better here,” he answered. 

He was just going on, but fortunately the implacable face 
of Mrs. Hampton Biggs appeared down the aisle of bottling 
machines. 

** All right,” he said, “ I’ll come. , 

In the little sanctum below, my uncle was taking a digestive 
pause after his lunch and by no means alert. His presence 
sent Ewart back to the theme of modern commerce, over 
the excellent cigar my uncle gave him. He behaved with the 
elaborate deference due to a business magnate from an 
unknown man. 

** What I was pointing out to your nephew, sir,” said 
Ewart, putting both elbows on the table, <T was the poetry 
of commerce. He doesn't, you know, seem to see it at all.” 

My uncle nodded brightly. ” Whad I tell 'un,” he said 
round his cigar. 

" You are artists. You and I, sir, can talk, if you will 
permit me, as one artist to another. It’s advertisement has 
T.-B.—M.U. E 
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—done it. Advertisement has revolutionised trade and 
industry ; it is going to revolutionise the world. The old 
merchant used to tote about commodities ; the new one 
creates values. Doesn’t need to tote. He takes something 
that isn’t worth anything—or something that isn’t particu¬ 
larly worth anything, and he makes it worth something. He 
takes mustard that is just like anybody else’s mustard, and 
he goes about saying, shouting, singing, chalking on walls, 
writing inside people’s books, putting it everywhere, “ Smith’s 
Mustard is the Best.” And behold it is the Best ! ” 

” True,” said my uncle, chubbily and with a dreamy sense 
of mysticism ; ” true ! ” 

■ * It’s just like an artist; he takes a lump of white marble 
on the verge of a limekiln, he chips it about, he makes— 
he makes a monument to himself—and others—a monument 
the world will not willingly let die. Talking of mustard, 
sir, I was at Clapham Junction the other day, and all the 
banks are overgrown with horsei'adish that’s got loose from 
a garden somewhere. You know what horseradish is—grows 
like wildfire—spreads—spreads. I stood at the end of the 
platform looking at the stuff and thinking about it. ‘ Like 
lame,’ I thought, ‘ Rank and wild where it isn’t wanted. 
Why don’t the really good things in life grow like horseradish ? 1 
I thought. My mind went off in a peculiar way it does from 
that to the idea that mustard costs a penny a tin—I bought 
some the other day for a ham I had. It came into my head 
that it would be ripping good business to use horseradish to 
adulterate mustard. I had a sort of idea that I could plunge 
into business on that, get rich and come back to my own 
proper monumental art again. And then I said. * But why 
adulterate ? I don’t like the idea of adulteration.’ ” 

4t - Shabby,” said my uncle, nodding his head. ” Bound to 
get found out ! ” 

” And totally unnecessary too 1 Why not do up a mixture 
—three-quarters pounded horseradish and a quarter mustard 
—give it a fancy name—and sell it at twice the mustard 
price. See ? I very nearly started the business straight 
away, only something happened. My train came along.” 

** Jolly good ideer,” said my uncle. He looked at me. 

* l That really is an ideer, George,” he said. 

” Take shavin’s, again l You know that poem of Long¬ 
fellow's, sir, that sounds exactly like the first declension. 
What is it ?— f man’s a maker men say ! ' ” 

My uncle nodded and gurgled some quotation that died away. 

” Jolly good poem, George,” he said in an aside to me. 

“ Well, it’s about a carpenter and a poetic Victorian child, 
you know, and some shavin’s. The child made no end out 
of the shavin’s. So might you. Powder ’em. They might 
be anything. Soak ’em in jipper—Xylo-tobacco I Powder 
’em and get a little tar and turpentinous smell in—wood- 
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packing for hot baths—a Certain Cure for the scourge of 
Influenza ! There’s all these patent grain foods—what 
Americans call cereals. I believe I’m right, sir, in saying 
they’re saw dust.’* 

“ No! ” said my uncle, re moving his cigar; “ as far as I can And 
out it’s really grain—spoiltgrain. . . . I’ve been going into that.” 

44 Well, there you are ! ” said Ewart. “ Say it’s spoilt 
grain. It carries out my case just as well. Your modem 
commerce is no more buying and selling than—sculpture. 
It’s mercy—it’s salvation. It’s rescue work ! It takes all 
sorts of fallen commodities by the hand and raises them. 
Cana isn’t in it. You turn water—into Tono-Bungay.” 

“ Tono-Bun gay’s all right,” said my uncle, suddenly grave, 
” We aren't talking of Tono-Bungay.” 

41 Your nephew, sir, is hard ; he wants everything to go to 
a sort of predestinated end ; he’s a Calvinist of Commerce. 
Offer him a dust-bin full of stuff ; he calls it refuse—passes 
by on the other side. Now, you, sir—you’d make cinders 
respect themselves.” 

My uncle regarded him dubiously for a moment. But there 
was a touch of appreciation in his eye. 

“ Might make ’em into a sort of sanitary brick,” he reflected 
over his cigar end. 

" Or a friable biscuit. Why not ? You might advertise : 
' Why are Birds so Bright ? Because they digest their food 
perfectly! Why do they digest their food so perfectly ? 
Because they have a gizzard ! Why hasn't man a gizzard ? 
Because he can buy Ponderevo's Ashpit Triturating Friable 
Biscuit—Which is Better/ ” 

He delivered the last words in a shout, with his hairy hand 
flourished in the air. . . . 

44 Damn clever fellow,” said my uncle, after he’d gone. 
44 I know a man when I see one. He’ll do. Bit drunk, I 
should say. But that only makes some chaps brighter. If 
he wants to do that poster, he can. Z zzz. That ideer of his 
about the horseradish. There’s something in that, George. 

Pm going to think over that. ...” 

I may say at once that my poster project came to nothing 
in the end, though Ewart devoted an interesting week to the 
matter. He let his unfortunate disposition to irony run 
away with him. He produced a picture of two Beavers with 
a subtle likeness, he said, to myself and my uncle—the likeness 
to my uncle certainly wasn’t half bad—and they were bottling 
rows and rows of Tono-Bungay, with the legend 41 Modern 
Commerce.” It certainly wouldn’t have sold a case, though 
he urged it on me one cheerful evening on the ground that 
it would 44 arouse curiosity.” In addition, he produced a 
quite shocking study of my uncle, excessively and needlessly 
nude but* so far as 1 was able to judge, an admirable likeness, 
engaged in feats of strength of a Gargantuan type before 
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an audience of deboshed and shattered ladies. The legend, 
f< Health, Beauty, Strength ” below, gave a needed point to 
his parody. This he hung up in the studio over the oil shop, 
with a flap of brown paper by way of a curtain over it to 
accentuate its libellous offence. 


CHAPTER FOUR 

MARION 

§ I 

A S I look back on those days in which we built up the 
great Tono-Bungay property out of human hope and 
a credit for bottles and rent and printing, I see my 
life, as it were, arranged in two parallel columns of unequal 
width, a wider, more diffused, eventful, and various one which 
continually broadens out, the business side of my life, and a 
narrow, darker and darkling one shot ever and again with a 
gleam of happiness, my home life with Marion. For of course 
I married Marion. 

I didn’t, as a matter of fact, marry her until a year after 
Tono-Bungay was thoroughly afloat, and then only after 
conflicts and discussions of a quite strenuous sort. By that 
time I was twenty-four. It seems the next thing to childhood 
now. We were both in certain directions unusually ignorant 
and simple ; we were temperamentally antagonistic, and 
we hadn’t—I don’t think we were capable of—an idea in 
co mm on. She was young and extraordinarily conventional 
—she seemed never to have an idea of her own but always 
the idea of her class—and I was young and sceptical, enter¬ 
prising and passionate ; the two links that held us together 
were the intense appeal her physical beauty had for me, and 
her appreciation of her importance in my thoughts. There can 
be no doubt of my passion for her. In her I had discovered 
woman desired. The nights I have lain awake on account of 
her, writhing, biting my wrists in a fever of longing ! . . . 

I have told how I got myself a silk hat and black coat to 
please her on Sunday—to the derision of some of my fellow- 
students who chanced to meet me—and how we became 
engaged. But that was only the beginning of our differences. 
To her that meant the beginning of a not unpleasant little 
secrecy, an occasional use of verbal endearments, perhaps 
even kisses. It was something to go on indefinitely, inter¬ 
fering in no way with her gossiping spells of work at Smithie’s. 
To me it was a pledge to come together into the utmost 
intimacy of soul and body so soon as we could contrive it. . . . 

I don’t know if it will strike the reader that I am setting 
out to discuss the queer unwise love relationship and my 
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bungle of a marriage with excessive solemnity. But to me 
it seems to reach out to vastly wider issues than our little 
personal affair. I've thought over my life. In these last 
few years I've tried to get at least a little wisdom out of it. 
And in particular I’ve thought over this part of my life. I'm 
enormously impressed by the ignorant, unguided way in which 
we two entangled ourselves with each other. It seems to me 
the queerest thing in all this network of misunderstandings 
and misstatements and faulty and ramshackle conventions 
which make up our social order as the individual meets it, 
that we should have come together so accidentally and so 
blindly. Because we were no more than samples of the 
common fate. Love is not only the cardinal fact in the in¬ 
dividual life, but the most important concern of the com¬ 
munity ; after all, the way in which the young people of this 
generation pair off determines the fate of the nation ; all the 
other affairs of the State are subsidiary to that. And we 
leave it to flushed and blundering youth to stumble on its 
own significance, with nothing to guide it but shocked looks 
and sentimental twaddle and base whisperings and cant- 
smeared examples. 

I have tried to indicate something of my own sexual de¬ 
velopment in the preceding chapter. Nobody was ever 
frank and decent with me in this relation, nobody, no book, 
ever came and said to me thus and thus is the world made 
and so-and-so is necessary. Everything came obscurely, 
indefinitely, perplexingly ; and all I knew of law or con¬ 
vention in the matter had the form of tbreatenings and pro¬ 
hibitions. Except through the furtive, shameful talk of 
my coevals at Goudhurst and Wimblehurst, I was not even 
warned against quite horrible dangers. My ideas were made 
partly of instinct, partly of a romantic imagination, partly 
woven out of a medley of scraps of suggestion that came to 
me haphazard. I had read widely and confusedly : Vathek , 
Shelley, Tom Paine, Plutarch, Carlyle, Haeckel, William 
Morris, the Bible, the Free-thinker, the Clarion , The Woman 
Who Did —I mention the ingredients that come first to mind. 
All sorts of ideas were jumbled up in me and never a lucid 
explanation. But it was evident to me that the world re¬ 
garded Shelley, for example, as a very heroic as well as 
beautiful person ; and that to defy convention and succumb 
magnificently to passion was the proper thing to do to gain the 
respect and affection of all decent people. 

And the make-up of Marion's mind in the matter was an 
equally irrational affair. Her training had been one not 
simply of silences, but suppressions. An enormous force 
of suggestion had so shaped her that the intense natural 
fastidiousness of girlhood had developed into an absolute 
perversion of instinct. For all that is cardinal in this essential 
business of life she had one inseparable epithet—“ horrid." 
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Without any such training she would have been a shy lover, 
but now she was an impossible one. For the rest she had 
derived, I suppose, partly from the sort of fiction she got 
from the Public Library, and partly from the workroom talk 
at Smitbie's. So far as the former origin went, she had an 
idea of love as a state of worship and service on the part of 
the man and of condescension on the part of the woman. 
There was nothing “ horrid ” about it in any fiction she had 
read. The man gave presents, did services, sought to be in 
every way delightful. The woman “ went out ” with him, 
smiled at him, was kissed by him in decorous secrecy, and if 
he chanced to offend, denied her countenance and presence. 
Usually she did something “for his good ” to him, made him 
go to church, made him give up smoking or gambling, 
smartened him up. Quite at the end of the story came a 
marriage, and after that the interest ceased. 

That was the tenor of Marion’s fiction ; but I think the 
work-table conversation at Smithie’s did something to modify 
that. At Smithie’s it was recognised, I think, that a “ fellow ” 
was a possession to be desired : that it was better to be 
engaged to a fellow than not ; that fellows had to be kept— 
they might be mislaid, they might even be stolen. There was 
a case of stealing at Smithie's, and many tears. 

Smithie I met before we were married, and afterwards she 
became a frequent visitor to our house at Ealing. She was 
a thin, bright-eyed, hawk-nosed girl of thirty-odd, with 
prominent teeth, a high-pitched, eager voice, and a disposition 
to be urgently smart in her dress. Her hats were startling 
and various but invariably disconcerting, and she talked 
in a rapid, nervous flow that was hilarious rather than witty, 
and broken by little screams of “ Oh, my dear I ” and “ You 
never did ! ” She was the first woman I ever met who used 
scent. Poor old Smithie ! What a harmless, kindly soul 
she really was, and how heartily I detested her 1 Out of the 
profits on the Persian robes she supported a sister’s family of 
three children, she “ helped ” a worthless brother and over¬ 
flowed in help even to her work-girls, but that didn’t weigh with 
rue in those youthfully-narrow times. It was one of the intense 
minor irritations of my married life that Smithie’s whirlwind 
chatter seemed to me to have far more influence with Marion 
than anything I had to say. Before all things I coveted her 
grip upon Marion’s inaccessible mind. 

In the workroom at Smithie’s, I gathered, they always spoke 
of me demurely as “ A Certain Person.” I was rumoured to be 
dreadfully “ clever,” and there were doubts—not altogether 
without justification—of the sweetness of my temper. 

§ 2 

Well, these general explanations will enable the reader to 
understand the distressful times we two had together when 
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presently I began to feel on a footing with Marion and to 
fumble conversationally for the mind and the wonderful 
passion I felt, obstinately and stupidly, must be in her. I think 
she thought me the maddest of sane men ; “ clever,” in fact, 
which at Smithie’s was, I suppose, the next thing to insanity, a 
word intimating incomprehensible and incalculable motives. . . . 

She could be shocked at anything, she misunderstood 
everything, and her weapon was a sulky silence that knitted 
her brows, spoiled her mouth and robbed her face of beauty. 
“ Well, if we can't agree, I don’t see why we should go on 
talking,” she used to say. That would always enrage me 
beyond measure. Or, “ I’m afraid I’m not clever enough to 
understand that.” 

Silly little people l I see it all now, but then I was no 
older than she and I couldn’t see anything but that Marion, 
for some inexplicable reason, wouldn’t come alive. 

We would contrive semi-surreptitious walks on Sunday, 
and part speechless with the anger of indefinable offences. 
Poor Marion ! The things I tried to put before her, my 
fermenting ideas about theology, about Socialism, about 
aesthetics—the very words appalled her, gave her the faint 
chill of approaching impropriety, the terror of a very present 
intellectual impossibility. Then by an enormous effort 
I would suppress myself for a time and continue a talk that 
made her happy, about Smithie’s brother, about the new 
girl who had come to the workroom, about the house we 
would presently live in. But there we differed a little. I 
wanted to be accessible to St, Paul's or Cannon Street Station, 
and she had set her mind quite resolutelv upon Ealing. . . . 
It wasn’t by any means quarrelling all the time, you under¬ 
stand. She liked me to play the lover ” nicely ” ; she liked 
the effect of going about—we had lunches, we went to Earl’s 
Court, to Kew, to theatres and concerts, but not often to 
concerts because, though Marion “ liked ” music, she didn't 
like “too much of it,” to picture shows—and there was a 
nonsensical sort of baby-talk I picked up—I forget where 
now—that became a mighty peacemaker. 

Her worst offence for me was an occasional excursion into 
the Smithie style of dressing, debased West Kensington. For 
she had no sense at all of her own beauty. She had no com¬ 
prehension whatever of beauty of the body, and she could 
slash her beautiful lines to rags with hat-brims and trimmings. 
Thank Heaven a natural refinement, a natural timidity and 
her extremely slender purse kept her from the real Smithie 
efflorescence 1 Poor, simple, beautiful, kindly, limited 
Marion ! Now that I am forty-five, I can look back at her 
with all my old admiration and none of my old bitterness, 
with a new affection and not a scrap of passion, and take her 
part against the equally stupid, drivingly-energetic, sensuous, 
intellectual sprawl I used to be. I was a young beast for her 
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to have married—a. young beast. With her it was my busi¬ 
ness to understand and control—and I exacted fellowship, 
passion. . . . 

We became engaged, as I have told ; we broke it off and 
joined again. We went through a succession of such phases. 
We had no sort of idea what was wrong with us. Presently 
we were formally engaged. I had a wonderful interview 
with her father in which he was stupendously grave and 
A-less, wanted to know about my origins and was tolerant 
(exasperatingly tolerant) because my mother was a servant, 
and afterwards her mother took to kissing me and I bought 
a ring. But the speechless aunt, I gathered, didn't approve 
—having doubts of my religiosity. Whenever we were 
estranged we could keep apart for days ; and to begin with, 
every such separation was a relief. And then I would want 
her ; a restless longing would come upon me. I would think 
of the flow of her arms, of the soft, gracious bend of her body. 
I would lie awake or dream of a transfigured Marion of light 
and fire. It was indeed Dame Nature driving me on to 
womankind in her stupid, inexorable way ; but I thought it 
was the need of Marion that troubled me. So I always went 
back to Marion at last and made it up and more or less con¬ 
ceded or ignored whatever thing had parted us, and more and 
more I urged her to marry me. . . . 

In the long run that became a fixed idea. It entangled my 
will and my pride, I told myself I was not going to be beaten. 
I hardened to the business. I think, as a matter of fact, my 
real passion for Marion had waned enormously long before we 
were married, that she had lived it down by sheer irresponsive¬ 
ness. When I felt sure of my three hundred a year she stipu¬ 
lated for delay, twelve months' delay, “ to see how things 
would turn out." There were times when she seemed simply 
an antagonist holding out irritatingly against something I had 
to settle. Moreover, I began to be greatly distracted by the 
interest and excitement of Tono-Bungay’s success, by the 
change and movement in things, the going to and fro. I would 
forget her for days together, and then desire her with an irritat¬ 
ing intensity. At last, one Saturday afternoon, after a brood¬ 
ing morning, I determined almost savagely that these delays 
must end. 

I went off to the little home at Walham Green, and made 
Marion come with me to Putney Common. Marion wasn't at 
home when I got there, and I had to fret for a time and talk to 
her father, who was just back from his office, he explained, and 
enjoying himself in his own way in the greenhouse. 

“ I'm going to ask your daughter to marry me," I said. 

“ I think we’ve been waiting long enough." 

" I don't approve of long engagements either,” said her 
father. “ But Marion will have her own way about it anyhow. 
Seen this new powdered fertiliser ? " 


MARION 133 

I went in to talk to Mrs. Ramboat. 41 Shell want time to 
get her things," said Mrs. Ramboat. . . , 

I and Marion sat down together on a little seat under some 
trees at the top of Putney Hill, and I came to my point 
abruptly. 

“ Look here, Marion/' I said, ** are you going to marry me 
or are you not ? " 

She smiled at me, " Well/' she said, " we're engaged— 
aren’t we ? " 

“ That can't go on for ever. Will you marry me next 
week ? " 

She looked me in the face, “ We can’t," she said. 

"You promised to marry me when I had three hundred a 
year." 

She was silent for a space. ‘ 1 Can’t we go on for a time 
as we are ? We could marry on three hundred a year. But 
it means a very little house. There's Smithie’s brother. 
They manage on two hundred and fifty, but that's very little. 
She says they have a semi-detached house almost on the road, 
and hardly a bit of garden. And the wall to next-door is so 
thin, they hear everything. When her baby cries—they rap. 
And people stand against the railings and talk. . , . Can’t 
we wait ? You're doing so well." 

An extraordinary bitterness possessed me at this invasion of 
the stupendous, beautiful business of love by sordid necessity. 
I answered her with immense restraint. 

" If," I said, " we could have a double-fronted, detached 
house—at Ealing, say—with a square patch of lawn in front 
and a garden behind—and—and a tiled bathroom.” 

" That would be sixty pounds a year at least." 

44 Which means five hundred a year. . . . Yes, well, you 
see, I told my uncle I wanted that, and I’ve got it." 

44 Got what ? " 

" Five hundred pounds a year." 

" Five hundred pounds ! " 

I burst into laughter that had more than a taste of bitterness. 
44 Yes/' I said, * 4 really ! and now what do you think ? " 

44 Yes/* she said, a little flushed ; “ but be sensible ! Do 
you really mean you've got a Rise, all at once, of two hundred 
a year ?" 

" To marry on—yes." 

She scrutinised me a moment. " You’ve done this as a 
surprise l " she said, and laughed at my laughter. She had 
become radiant, and that made me radiant too, 

44 Yes/’ 1 said, ** yes," and laughed no longer bitterly. She 
clasped her hands and looked me in the eyes. 

She was so pleased that I forgot absolutely my disgust of a 
moment before. I forgot that she had raised her price two 
hundred pounds a year and that I had bought her at that. 

44 Come ! " I said, standing up ; " let's go towards the sun- 
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set, dear, and talk about it all. Do you know—this is a most 
beautiful world, an amazingly beautiful world, and when the 
sunset falls upon you it makes you into shining gold. No, 
not gold—into golden glass. . . . Into something better than 
either glass or gold/' . . . 

And for all that evening I wooed her and kept her glad. 
She made me repeat my assurances over again and still 
doubted a little. 

We furnished that double-fronted house from attic—it ran 
to an attic—to cellar, and created a garden, 

“ Do you know Pampas Grass ? " said Marion. “ I love 
Pampas Grass ... if there is room/' 

“You shall have Pampas Grass,” I declared. 

And there were moments as we went in imagination about 
that house together, when my whole being cried out to take her 
in my arms—now. But I refrained. On that aspect of life 
I touched very lightly in that talk, very lightly, because I had 
had my lesson. 

She promised to marry me within two months' time. 
Shyly, reluctantly, she named a day, and next afternoon, in 
heat and wTath, we “ broke it off ” again for the last time. 
We split upon procedure. I refused flatly to have a normal 
wedding with wedding cake, white favours, carriages and the 
rest of it. It dawned upon me suddenly in conversation with 
her and her mother, that this was implied, I blurted out my 
objection forthwith, and this time it wasn't any ordinary 
difference of opinion ; it was a “ row/' I don't remember a 
quarter of the things we flung out in that dispute. I remember 
her mother reiterating in tones of gentle remonstrance : “ But, 
George dear, you must have a cake—-to send round." I think 
we all reiterated things. I seem to remember a refrain of my 
own : A marriage is too sacred a thing, too private a thing, 

for this display." Pier father came in and stood behind me 
against the wall, and her aunt appeared beside the sideboard 
and stood with folded arms, looking from speaker to speaker, 
a sternly gratiffed prophetess. It didn’t occur to me then how 
painful it was to Marion for these people to witness my rebellion. 

“ But, George," said her father, “ what sort of marriage do 
you want ? You don’t want to go to one of those there 
registary offices ? " 

“ That's exactly what I'd like to do. Marriage is too private 
a thing——•” 

“ I shouldn't feel married," said Mrs. Ram boat. 

“ Look here, Marion," I said ; “ we are going to be married 
at a registry office. I don't believe in all these—fripperies and 
superstitions, and I won't submit to them. I've agreed to all 
sorts of things to please you." 

“ What's he agreed to ? " said her father—unheeded. 

'‘ I can’t marry at a registry office," said Marion, sallow-white. 

“ Very well/' I said. “ I'll marry nowhere else." 
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“ I can’t marry at a registry office.” 

" Very well,” I said, standing up, white and tense ; and it 
amazed me, but I was also exultant ; " then we won't marry at 
all.” 

She leant forward over the table, staring blankly at nothing. 
” I don't think we'd better,” she said in a low tone ; ” if 
it's to be like this.” 

" It’s for you to choose,” I said. I stood for a moment 
watching the cloud of sulky offence that veiled her beauty. 

“ It’s for you to choose,” I repeated ; and regardless of the 
others, walked to the door, slammed it behind me, and so went 
out of the house. 

” That’s over,” I said to myself in the road, and was full 

of a desolating sense of relief. . . . 

But presently her half-averted face began to haunt me as 
she had sat at the table, and her arm and the long droop of 
her shoulder. 

§ 3 

The next day I did an unexampled thing. I sent a telegram 
to my uncle, ” Bad temper not coming to bustness ,” and set oh 
for Highgate and Ewart. He was actually at work—on a 
bust of Millie, and seemed very glad for any interruption. 

“ Ewart, you old Fool,” I said, ” knock off and come for a 
day's gossip. I’m rotten. There’s a sympathetic sort of lunacy 
about you. Eet's go to Staines and paddle up to Windsor,” 

M Girl ? ” said Ewart, putting down a chisel. 

" Yes.” 

That was all I told him of ray affair. 

” I’ve got no money,” he remarked, to clear up any am¬ 
biguity in my invitation. 

We got a jar of shandy-gaff, some food, and, on Ewart's 
suggestion, two Japanese sunshades in Staines ; we demanded 
extra cushions at the boathouse and we spent an enormously 
soothing day in discourse and meditation, our boat moored 
in a shady place this side of Windsor. I seem to remember 
Ewart with a cushion forward, only his heels and sunshade and 
some black ends of hair showing, a voice and no more, against 
the shining, smoothly-streaming mirror of the trees and bushes. 
It's not worth it,” was the burthen of the voice. 

” You'd better get yourself a Millie, Ponderevo, and then 
you wouldn't feel so upset.” 

” No,” I said decidedly, ” that's not my way.” . . . 

A thread of smoke ascended from Ewart for a while, like 
smoke from an altar. ... 

” Everything’s a muddle, and you think it isn't. Nobody 
knows where we are—because, as a matter of fact, we aren’t 
anywhere. Are women property—or are they fellow- 
creatures ? Or a sort of proprietary goddesses ? They're so 
obviously fellow-creature a. You believe in the goddess ? ” 



TONO-BUNGAY 


1 3 6 

“ No,” I said, “ that’s not my idea.” 

44 What is your idea ? ” 

“ Well-” 

‘' H’m,” said Ewart, in my pause. 

44 My idea,” I said, “is to meet one person who will belong 
to me—to whom I shall belong—body and soul. No half¬ 
gods I Wait till she comes. If she comes at all. . . . We 
must come to each other young and pure.” 

“ There’s no such thing as a pure person or an impure 
person. . . . Mixed to begin with.” 

This was so manifestly true that it silenced me altogether. 

** And if you belong to her and she to you, Ponderevo— 
which end’s the head ? ” 

I made no answer except an impatient “ Oh ! ” 

For a time we smoked in silence. . . . 

“ Did I tell you, Ponderevo, of a wonderful discovery I’ve 
made ? ” Ewart began presently. 

“ No,” I said, 44 what is it ? ” 

“ There’s no Mrs. Grundy.” 

“ No ? ” 

" No ! Practically not. I’ve just thought all that business 
out. She’s merely an instrument, Ponderevo. She’s borne 
the blame. Grundy’s a man. Grundy unmasked. Rather 
lean and out of sorts. Early middle age. With bunchy black 
whiskers and a worried eye. Been good so far, and it’s fretting 
him ! Moods ! . . . There’s Grundy in a state of sexual 
panic, for example-—- 4 For God’s sake cover it up ! They get 
together-—they get together ! It’s too exciting ! The most 
dreadful things are happening ! * Rushing about—long arms 
going like a windmill, 4 They must be kept apart i * Starts 
out for an absolute obliteration of everything-—absolute 
separations. One side of the road for men, and the other for 
women, and a hoarding—without posters—between them. 
Every boy and girl to be sewn up in a sack and sealed, just 
the head and hands and feet out until twenty-one. Music 
abolished, calico garments for the lower animals ! Sparrows 
to be suppressed—ab-so-lutely.” 

I laughed abruptly. 

44 Well, that’s Mr. Grundy in one mood—and it puts Mrs. 

Grundy- She’s a much maligned person, Ponderevo— 

a rake at heart—and it puts her in a most painful state of 
fluster—most painful ! She’s an amenable creature. When 
Grundy tells her things are shocking, she’s shocked—pink and 
breathless. She goes about trying to conceal her profound 
sense of guilt behind a haughty expression. . . . 

“ Grundy meanwhile is in a state of complete whirlabout. 
Long, lean, knuckly hands pointing and gesticulating I 
* They’re still thinking of things—thinking of things 1 It’s 
dreadful ! They get it out of books, I can’t imagine where 
they get it! I must watch! There’re people over there 
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whispering I Nobody ought to whisper ! There’s something 
suggestive in the mere act! Then, pictures ! In the museums 
—things too dreadful for words. Why can’t we have pure 
art—with the anatomy all wrong and pure and nice—and pure 
fiction, pure poetry, instead of all this stuff with allusions— 
allusions ? . . . Excuse me ! There’s something up behind 
that locked door 1 The keyhole 1 In the interests of public 
morality—yes, Sir, as a pure good man—I insist— Vll look— 
it won’t hurt me—I insist on looking—my duty—M,m,m— 
the keyhole ! ' ” 

He kicked his legs about extravagantly, and I laughed again. 
,f That’s Grundy in one mood, Ponderevo. It isn't Mrs. 
Grundy. That’s one of the lies we tell about women. They're 
too simple. Simple ! Women are simple ! They take on 

just what men tell ’em. . .” 

Ewart meditated for a space. " Just exactly as it’s put to 
them,” he said, and resumed the moods of Mr. Grundy. 

** Then you get old Grundy in another mood. Ever caught 
him nosing, Ponderevo ? Mad with the idea of mysterious, 
unknown, wicked, delicious things. Things that aren’t 
respectable. Wow! Things he mustn’t do! . . . Any one 
who knows about these things, knows there’s just as much 
mystery and deliciousness about Grundy’s forbidden things 
as there is about eating ham. Jolly nice if it’s a bright 
morning and you’re well and hungry and having breakfast in 
the open air. Jolly unattractive if you’re off colour. But 
Grundy’s covered it all up and hidden it and put mucky 
shades and covers over it until he’s forgotten it. Begins to 
fester round it in his mind. Has dreadful struggles with 
himself about impure thoughts. . * . Then you get Grundy 
with hot ears—curious in undertones. Grundy on the loose, 
Grundy in a hoarse whisper and with furtive eyes and con¬ 
vulsive movements—making things indecent. Evolving in 
dense vapours—indecency 1 

" Grundy sins. Oh yes, he’s a hypocrite. _ Sneaks round 
a comer and sins ugly. It’s Grundy and his dark comers 
that make vice, vice ! We artists—we have no vices. And 
then he’s frantic with repentance. And wants to be cruel to 
fallen women and decent harmless sculptors of the simple 
nude—like me—-and so back to his panic again.” 

44 Mrs. Grundy, I suppose, doesn’t know he sins,” I remarked. 

" No ? I'm not so sure. . . . But, bless her heart 1 she’s 

a woman, . , . She’s a woman. 

*' Then again you get Grundy with a large greasy smile - 
like an accident to a butter tub—all over his face, being Liberal 
Minded—Grundy in his Anti-Puritan moments, ' trying not to 
see Harm in it *—Grundy the friend of innocent pleasure. He 
makes you sick with the Harm he’s trying not to see in it. . . . 

41 And that’s why everything’s wrong, Ponderevo. Grundy, 
damn him ! stands in the light, and we young people can’t see. 
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His moods affect us. We catch his gusts of panic, his disease 
of nosing, his greasiness. We don't know what we may think, 
what we may say. He does his silly utmost to prevent our 
reading and seeing the one thing, the one sort of discussion 
we find—quite naturally and properly—supremely interest¬ 
ing, So we don’t adolesce ; we blunder up to sex. Dare— 
dare to look—and he may dirt you for ever [ The girls are 
terror-stricken to silence by his significant whiskers, by the 
bleary something in his eyes." 

Suddenly Ewart, with an almost Jack-in-the-box effect, 
sat up. 

“ He’s about us everywhere, Ponderevo," he said very 

solemnlv. " Sometimes—sometimes I think he is—in our 
-*■ 

blood. In mine" 

He regarded me for my opinion very earnestly, with his 
pipe in the corner of his mouth. 

" You're the remotest cousin he ever had,” I said. . . . 

I reflected. ” Look here, Ewart," I asked, " how would 
you have things different ? " 

He wrinkled up his queer face, regarded the water, and 
made his pipe gurgle for a space, thinking deeply. 

" There are complications, I admit. We’ve grown up under 
the terror of Grundy and that innocent—but docile and—yes- 
formidable lady, his wife. I don't know how far the com¬ 
plications aren’t a disease, a sort of bleaching under the Grundy 
shadow. ... It is possible there are things I have still to 
learn about women. , . Man has eaten of the Tree of Know¬ 
ledge. His innocence is gone. You can't have your cake and 
eat it. We're in for knowledge ; let's have it plain and 
straight. I should begin, I think, by abolishing the ideas of 
decency and indecency. . . 

*' Grundy would have fits ! " I injected. 

" Grundy, Ponderevo, would have cold douches—publicly 
—if the sight was not too painful—three times a day. . . 
But I don’t think, mind you, that I should let the sexes run 
about together. No. The fact behind the sexes—is sex. 
It’s no good humbugging. It trails about—even in the best 
mixed company. Tugs at your ankle. The men get showing 
off and quarrelling-—and the women. Or they’re bored. I 
suppose the ancestral males have competed for the ancestral 
females ever since they were both some sort of grubby little 
reptile. You aren't going to alter that in a thousand years or 
so. . . . Never should you have a mixed company, never— 
except with only one man or only one woman. How would 
that be ? . . . 

" Or duets only ? . . 

" How to manage it ? Some rule of etiquette, perhaps/' 

. . . He became portentously grave. 

Then his long hand went out in weird gestures. 

“ I seem to see—I seem to see—a sort of City of Women. 
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Ponderevo. Yes. . . . A walled enclosure—good stone¬ 
mason's work—a city wall, high as the walls of Rome, going 
about a garden. Dozens of square miles of garden—trees— 
fountains—arbours—lakes. Lawns on which the women play, 
avenues in which they gossip, boats. . . . Women like that 
sort of thing. Any woman who's been to a good eventful 
girls’ school lives on the memory of it for the rest of her life. 
It’s one of the pathetic things about women—the superiority 
of school and college to anything they get afterwards. Ariel 
this city-garden of women will have beautiful places for music, 
places tor beautiful dresses, places for beautiful work. Every¬ 
thing a woman can want. Nurseries. Kindergartens. 
Schools. And no man—except to do rough work, perhaps— 
ever comes in. The men live in a world where they can hunt 
and engineer, invent and mine and manufacture, sail ships, 
drink deep, and practise the arts, and fight-” 

« Yes," I said ; “ but-” 

He stilled me with a gesture. 

" I’m coming to that. The homes of the women, Pon- 
derevo, will be set in the wall of their city ; each woman will 
have her own particular house and home, furnished after her 
own heart in her own manner—with a little balcony on the 
outside wall. Built into the wall^-and a little balcony. And 
there she will go and look out, when the mood takes her, and 
all round the city there will be a broad road and seats and great 
shady trees. And men will stroll up and down there when they 
feel the need of feminine company ; when, for instance, they 
want to talk about their souls or their characters or any of the 
things that only women will stand. . . . The women will lean 
over and look at the men and smile and talk to them as they 
fancy. And each woman will have this ; she will have a little 
silken ladder she can let down if she chooses—if she wants to 
talk closer. ...” 

!! The men would still be competing.” 

“ There perhaps—yes. But they'd have to abide by the 
women's decisions.” 

I raised one or two difficulties, and for a while we played 
with this idea. 

** Ewart,” I said, ” this is like Dolls* Island. . . " Sup¬ 

pose,” I reflected, ” an unsuccessful man laid siege to a balcony 
and wouldn’t let his rival come near it ? ” 

II Move him on,” said Ewart, ” by a special regulation. As 
one does organ-grinders. No difficulty about that. And you 
could forbid it—make it against the etiquette. No life is 
decent without etiquette. . . . And people obey etiquette 
sooner than laws, ...” 

** Hm,” 1 said, and was struck by an idea that is remote in 
the world of a young man. ” How about children ? ” I asked ; 
” in the City ? Gins are all very well. But boys for example 
—grow up/* 
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" All I " said Ewart. " Yes. I forgot. They mustn't grow 
up inside. . . . They'd turn out the boys when they were 
seven. The father must come with a little pony and a little 
gun and manly wear, and take the boy away. Then one could 
come afterwards to one's mother’s balcony. ... It must 
be fine to have a mother. The father and the son. . . 

" This is all very pretty in its way," I said at last, " but it's 
a dream. Let’s come back to reality. What I want to know 
is, what are you going to do in Brompton, let us say, or Walham 
Green now ? " 

<( Oh ! damn it l " he remarked, “ Walham Green I What 
a chap you are, Ponderevo ! " and he made an abrupt end to 
his discourse. He wouldn't even reply to my tentatives for a 
time. . . . 

"While I was talking just now," he remarked presently, 
" I bad a quite different idea." 

" What ? " 

" For a masterpiece. A series. Like the busts of the 
Caesars. Only not heads, you know. We don't see the people 
who do things to us nowadays. . . 

“ How will you do it, then ? " 

" Hands—a series of hands ! The hands of the Twentieth 
Century. I’ll do it. Some day some one will discover it 
—go there—see what I have done, and what is meant by it." 

" See it where ? ” 

" On the tombs. Why not ? The Unknown Master of the 
Highgate Slope ! All the little, soft feminine hands, the 
nervous ugly males, the hands of the flops, and the hands of 
the snatchers * And Grundy’s loose, lean, knuckly affair— 
Grundy the terror !—-the little wrinkles and the thumb 1 
Only it ought to hold all the others together—in a slightly 
disturbing squeeze. . . . Like Rodin’s great Hand—you 
know the thing ! " 

§ 4 

I forget how many days intervened between that last 
breaking off of our engagement and Marion’s surrender. But 
I recall now the sharpness of my emotion, the concentrated 
spirit of tears and laughter in my throat as I read the words 
of her unexpected letter— 4 ‘ I have thought over everything, 
and I was selfish. ..." 

I rushed off to Walham Green that evening to give back all 
she had given me, to beat her altogether at giving. She was 
extraordinarily gentle and generous that time, I remember, 
and when at last I left her, she kissed me very sweetly. 

So we were married. 

We were married with all the customary incongruities. 
I gave—perhaps after a while not altogether ungrudgingly 
—and what I gave, Marion took, with a manifest satisfaction. 
After all, I was being sensible. So that we had three livery 
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carriages to the church (one of the pairs of horses matched) 
and coachmen—■with an improvised flavour and very shabby 
silk hats—bearing white favours on their whips, and my 
uncle intervened with splendour and insisted upon having a 
wedding-breakfast sent in from a caterer's in Hammersmith. 
The table had a great display of chrysanthemums, and there 
was orange blossom in the significant place and a wonderful 
cake. We also circulated upwards of a score of wedges of that 
accompanied by silver-printed cards in which Marion's name 
of Ramboat was stricken out by an arrow in favour o t 
Ponderevo. We had a little rally of Marion's relations, and 
several friends and friends' friends from Smithie’s appeared 
in the church and drifted vestry-ward. I produced my aunt 
and uncle—a select group of two. The effect in that shabby 
little house was one of exhilarating congestion. The sideboard, 
in which lived the tablecloth and the “ Apartments " card, 
was used for a display of the presents, eked out by the unused 
balance of the silver-printed cards, 

Marion wore the white raiment of a bride, white silk and 
satin, that did not suit her, that made her seem large and 
strange to me ; she obtruded bows and unfamiliar contours. 
She went through all this strange ritual of an English wedding 
with a sacramental gravity that I was altogether too young 
and egotistical to comprehend. It was all extraordinarily 
central and important to her ; it was no more than an offensive, 
complicated, and disconcerting intrusion of a world I was 
already beginning to criticise very bitterly, to me. What was 
all this fuss for ? The mere indecent advertisement that 1 
had been passionately in love with Marion 1 I think, however, 
that Marion was only very remotely aware of my smouldering 
exasperation at having in the end behaved " nicely." I had 
played-up to the extent of dressing my part ; I bad an admir¬ 
ably cut frock-coat, a new silk hat, trousers as light as I could 
endure them—lighter, in fact—a white waistcoat, light tie, light 
gloves. Marion, seeing me despondent, had the unusual enter¬ 
prise to whisper to me that I looked lovely ; I knew too well I 
didn’t look myself. I looked like a special coloured supplement 
to Men’s Wear , or The Tailor and Cutter , Full Dress For 
Ceremonial Occasions. I bad even the disconcerting sensations 
of an unfamiliar collar, I felt lost—in a strange body, and 
when I glanced down myself for reassurance, the straight, 
white abdomen, the alien legs confirmed that impression. 

My uncle was my best man, and looked like a banker—a 
little banker—in flower. He wore a white rose in his button¬ 
hole. He wasn’t, I think, particularly talkative. At least 1 
recall very little from him. 

" George," he said once or twice, " this is a great occasion 
for you—a very great occasion." 

He spoke a little doubtfully. 

You see I had told him nothing about Marion until about 
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a week before the wedding ; both he and my aunt had been 
taken altogether by surprise. They couldn’t, as people say, 
“ make it out.” My aunt was intensely interested, much 
more than my uncle ; it was then, I think, for the first time 
that I really saw that she cared for me. She got me alone, 
I remember, after I had made my announcement. f< Now, 
George,” she said, “ tell me everything about her. Why 
didn’t you tell me— me at least—before ? ” 

I was surprised to find how difficult it was to tell her about 
Marion. I perplexed her. 

*' Then is she beautiful ? ” she asked at last. 

“ I don’t know what vou’ll think of her,” I parried. “ I 
think-” 

" Yes ? ” 

<f I think she might be the most beautiful person in the world.” 

“ And isn’t she ? To you ? ” 

“ Of course,” I said, nodding my head. “Yes. She 

is. . . 

And while I don’t remember anything my uncle said,or 
did at the wedding, I do remember very distinctly certain 
little things, scrutiny, solicitude, a curious rare flash of intimacy 
in my aunt’s eyes. It dawned on me that I wasn’t hiding 
anything from her at all. She was dressed very smartly, 
wearing a big-plumed hat that made her neck seem longer 
and slendered than ever, and when she walked up the aisle 
with that rolling stride of hers and her eye all on Marion, 
perplexed into self-forgetfulness, it wasn’t somehow funny. 
She was, I do believe, giving my marriage more thought than 
I had done, she was concerned beyond measure at my black 
rage and Marion’s blindness, she was looking with eyes that 
knew what loving is—for love. 

In the vestry she turned away as we signed, and I verily 
believe she was crying, though to this day I can’t say why 
she should have cried, and she was near crying too when she 
squeezed my hand at parting—and she never said a word or 
looked at me, but just squeezed my hand. , . . 

If I had not been so grim in spirit, I think I should have 
found much of my wedding amusing. I remember a lot of 
ridiculous detail that still declines to be funny, in my memory. 
The officiating clergyman had a cold, and turned his “ n’s ” 
to “ d’s,” and he made the most mechanical compliment 
conceivable about the bride’s age when the register was 
signed. Every bride he had ever married had had it, one 
knew. And two middle-aged spinsters, cousins of Marion's 
and dressmakers at Barking, stand out. They wore mar¬ 
vellously bright and gay blouses and dim old skirts, and had 
an immense respect for Mr. Kamboat. They threw rice ; they 
brought a whole bag with them and gave handfuls away to 
unknown little boys at the church door and so created a 
Lilliputian riot, and one had meant to throw a slipper. It 
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was a very worn old silk slipper, I know, because she dropped it 
out of a pocket in the aisle—there was a sort of jumble in the 
aisle—and I picked it up for her. I don't think she actually 
threw it, for as we drove away from the church I saw her in 
a dreadful, and it seemed to me hopeless, struggle with her 
pocket; and afterwards my eye caught the missile of good 
fortune lying, it or its fellow, most obviously mislaid, behind 
the umbrella-stand in the hall. . . . 

The whole business was much more absurd, more incoherent, 
more human than I had anticipated, and I was far too young 
and serious to let the latter quality atone for its shortcomings. 
I am so remote from this phase of my youth that I can look 
back at it all as dispassionately as one looks at a picture—at 
some wonderful, perfect sort of picture that is unexhaustibie . 
but at the time these things filled me with unspeakable resent¬ 
ment. Now I go round it all, look into its details, generalise 
about its aspects. I’m interested, for example, to square it 
with my Bladesover theory of the British social scheme. 
Under stress of tradition we were all of us trying in the ferment¬ 
ing chaos of London to carry out the marriage ceremonies of a 
Bladesover tenant or one of the chubby middling sort of 
people in some dependent country town. There a marriage 
is a public function with a public significance. There the 
church is to a large extent the gat he ring-place of the com¬ 
munity, and your going to be married a thing of importance 
to every one you pass on the road. It is a change of status 
that quite legitimately interests the whole neighbourhood. 
But in London there are no neighbours, nobody knows, 
nobody cares. An absolute stranger in an office took my 
notice, and our banns were proclaimed to ears that had never 
previously heard our names. The clergyman, even, who 
married us had never seen us before, and didn't in any degree 
intimate that he wanted to see us again. 

Neighbours in London ! The Ramboats did not know the 
names of the people on either side of them. As I waited for 
Marion before we started off upon our honeymoon flight, 
Mr. Ramboat, I remember, came and stood beside me and 
stared out of the window. 

" There was a funeral over there yestiday," he said by way 
of making conversation, and moved his head at the house 
opposite, 11 Quite a smart affair it was—with a glass 
'earse. . . 

And our little procession of three carriages with white- 
favou r-adomed horses and drivers, went through all the 
huge, noisy, indifferent traffic like a lost china image in the 
coal-chute of an ironclad. Nobody made way for us, nobody 
cared for us ; the driver of an omnibus jeered ; for a long 
time we crawled behind an unamiable dust-cart. The irrelevant 
clatter and tumult gave a queer flavour of indecency to this 
public coming-together of lovers. We seemed to have 
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obtruded ourselves shamelessly. The crowd that gathered 
outside the church would have gathered in the same spirit 
and with greater alacrity for a street accident. . . . 

At Charing Cross—we were going to Hastings—the experi¬ 
enced eye of the guard detected the significance of our unusual 
costume, and he secured us a compartment. 

“ Well," said I as the train moved out of the station, 
" That*s all over ! ” And I turned to Marion—a little un¬ 
familiar still, in her unfamiliar clothes—and smiled. 

She regarded me gravely, timidly. 

t4 YouTe not cross ? ** she asked. 

" Cross I Why ? ” 

** At having it all proper." 

“ My dear Marion ! " said I, and by way of answer took and 
kissed her white-gloved, leather-scented hand. . . . 

I don't remember much else about the journey, an hour 
or so it was of undistinguished time—for we were both con¬ 
fused and a little fatigued and Marion had a slight headache 
and did not want caresses. I fell into a reverie about my 
aunt, and realised as if it were a new discovery, that I cared 
for her very greatly. I was acutely sorry I had not told her 
earlier of my marriage. . . . 

But you will not want to hear the history of my honeymoon. 
I have told all that was needed to serve my present purpose. 
Thus and thus it was the Will in things had its way with me. 
Driven by forces I did not understand, diverted altogether 
from the science, the curiosities and work to which I had once 
given myself, I fought my way through a tangle of traditions, 
customs, obstacles and absurdities, enraged myself, limited 
myself, gave myself to occupations I saw with the clearest 
vision were dishonourable and vain, and at last achieved the 
end of purblind Nature, the relentless immediacy of her desire, 
and held, far short of happiness, Marion weeping and reluctant 
in my arms. 

§ 5 

Who can tell the story of the slow estrangement of two 
married people, the weakening of first this bond and then 
that of that complex contact ? Least of all can one of the 
two participants. Even now, with an interval of fifteen 
years to clear it up for me, I still find a mass of impressions 
of Marion as confused, as discordant, as unsystematic and 
self-contradictory as life. I think of this thing and love her, 
of that and hate her—of a hundred aspects in which I can 
now see her with an unimpassioned sympathy. As I sit 
here trying to render some vision of this infinitely confused 
process, I recall moments of hard and fierce estrangement, 
moments of unclouded intimacy, the passages of transition all 
forgotten. We talked a little language together when we 
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were “ friends/* and I was “ Mutney " and she was “ Ming,** 
and we kept up such an outward show that till the very end 
Smithie thought our household the most amiable in the world. 

I cannot tell to the full how Marion thwarted me and failed 
in that life of intimate emotions which is the kernel of love. 
That life of intimate emotions is made up of little things. A 
beautiful face differs from an ugly one by a difference of 
surfaces and proportions that are sometimes almost infinitesim¬ 
ally small. I find myself setting down little things and 
little things ; none of them do more than demonstrate those 
essential temperamental discords I have already sought to 
make clear. Some readers will understand—to others I shall 
seem no more than an unfeeling brute who couldn’t make 
allowances. . . . It’s easy to make allowances now; but to 
be young and ardent and to make allowances, to see one's 
married fife open before one, the life that seemed in its dawn 
a glory, a garden of roses, a place of deep sweet mysteries 
and heart throbs and wonderful silences, and to see it a vista 
of tolerations and baby-talk 1 A compromise. The least 
effectual thing in all one's life. 

Every love romance I read seemed to mock our dull inter¬ 
course, every poem, every beautiful picture reflected upon the 
uneventful succession of grey hours we had together. I think 
our real difference was one of aesthetic sensibility, 

I do still recall as the worst and most disastrous aspect 
of all that time, her absolute disregard of her own beauty. 
It’s the pettiest thing to record, I know, but she could wear 
curl-papers in my presence. It was her idea too, to “ wear 
out " her old clothes and her failures at home when " no 
one was likely to see her "— 1 ‘ no one " being myself. She 
allowed me to accumulate a store of ungracious and slovenly 
memories. . . . 

All our conceptions of life differed. I remember how we 
differed about furniture. We spent three or four days in 
Tottenham Court Road, and she chose the things she fancied 
with an inexorable resolution—sweeping aside my suggestions 
with— <( Oh, you want such queer things," She pursued some 
limited, clearly seen and experienced ideal—that excluded 
all other possibilities. Over every mantel was a mirror that 
was draped, our sideboard was wonderfully good and splendid 
with bevelled glass, we had lamps on long metal stalks and 
cosy comers and plants in grog-tubs* Smithie approved it all. 
There wasn't a place where one could sit and read in the whole 
house. My books went upon shelves in the dining-room 
recess. And we had a piano, though Marion's playing was at 
an elementary level. . . . 

You know, it was the cruellest luck for Marion that I, 
with my restlessness, my scepticism, ray constantly developing 
ideas, had insisted upon marriage with her. She had no 
faculty of growth or change ; she had taken her mould, she 
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had set in the limited ideas of her peculiar class. She preserved 
her conception of what was right in drawing-room chairs and 
in marriage ceremonial and in every relation of life with a 
simple and luminous honesty and conviction, with an immense 
unimaginative inflexibility—as a tailor-bird builds its nest 
or a beaver makes its dam. 

Let me hasten over this history of disappointments and 
separation. I might tell of waxings and wanings of love 
between us, but the whole was waning. Sometimes she would 
do things for me, make me a tie or a pair of slippers, and fill 
me with none the less gratitude because the things were 
absurd. She ran our home and our one servant with a hard, 
bright efficiency. She was inordinately proud of house and 
garden. Always, by her lights, she did her duty by me. . . . 

Presently the rapid development of Tono-Bungay began 
to take me into the provinces, and I would be away sometimes 
for a week together. This she did not like ; it left her “ dull,” 
she said, but after a time she began to go to Smithie’s again 
and to develop an independence of me. At Smithie's she 
was now a woman with a position ; she had money to spend. 
She would take Smithie to theatres and out to lunch and talk 
interminablv of the business, and Smithie became a sort of 
permanent week-ender with us. Also Marion got a spaniel 
and began to dabble with the minor arts, with poker-work 
and a Kodak and hyacinths in glasses. She called once on 
a neighbour. Her parents left Walham Green—her father 
severed his connection with the gas-works—and came to live in a 
small house I took for them near us, and they were much with us. 

Odd the littleness of the things that exasperate when the 
fountains of life are embittered l My father-in-law was 
perpetually catching me in moody moments and urging me to 
take to gardening. He irritated me beyond measure. 

” You think too much,” he would say. “ If you was to let 
in a bit with a spade, you might soon ; ave that garden of yours 
a Vision of Flowers. That’s better than thinking, George.” 

Or in a tone of exasperation. “ I carn*t think, George, why 
you don’t get a bit of glass ’ere. This sunny corner you c’d 
do wonders with a bit of glass.” 

And in the summer time he never came in without per¬ 
forming a sort of conjuring trick in the hall, and taking 
cucumbers and tomatoes from unexpected points of his 
person. ” All out o’ my little bit,” he’d say in exemplary 
tones. He left a trail of vegetable produce in the most unusual 

g laces, on mantelboards, sideboards, the tops of pictures. 

leavens I how the sudden unexpected tomato could annoy 
me! . . . > 

It did much to widen our estrangement that Marion and my 
aunt failed to make friends, became, by a sort of instinct, 
antagonistic. 

My aunt, to begin with, called rather frequently, for she 
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was really anxious to know Marion. At first she would 
arrive like a whirlwind and pervade the house with an atmo¬ 
sphere of hello I She dressed already with that cheerfully 
extravagant abandon that signalised her accession to fortune, 
and dressed her best for these visits. She wanted to play 
the mother to me* I fancy, to tell Marion occult secrets about 
the way I wore out my boots and how I never could think to 
put on thicker things in cold weather. But Marion received 
her with that defensive suspiciousness of the shy person, 
thinking only of the possible criticism of herself ; and mv 
aunt, perceiving this, became nervous and slangy. • * • 

“ She says such queer things,” said Marion once, discussing 
her. “ But I suppose it's witty.” 

" Yes,” I said ; “ it is witty.” 

” If I said things like she does——” 

The queer things my aunt said were nothing to the queer 
things she didn’t say. I remember her in our drawing-room 
one day, and how she cocked her eye- -it’s the only expression 
—at the india-rubber plant in a Doulton-ware pot which 
Marion had placed on the corner of the piano. 

She was on the very verge of speech. Then suddenly she 
caught my expression, and shrank up like a cat that has been 
discovered looking at the milk. 

Then a wicked impulse took her. 

<f Didn’t say an old word, George,” she insisted, looking 
me full in the eye. 

I smiled. “ You’re a dear,” I said, “ not to,” as Marion 
came lowering into the room to welcome her. But I felt 
extraordinarily like a traitor—to the india-rubber plant, 
I suppose—for all that nothing had been said. . . . 

” Your aunt makes Game of people,” was Marion’s verdict, 
and, open-mindedly ; “I suppose it’s all right . . , for her.” 

Several times we went to the house in Beckenham for lunch, 
and once or twice to dinner. My aunt did her peculiar best 
to be friends, but Marion was implacable. She was also, I 
know, intensely uncomfortable, and she adopted as her social 
method an exhausting silence, replying compactly and without 
giving openings to anything that was said to her, 

The gaps between my aunt’s visits grew wider and wider. 

My married existence became at last like a narrow deep 

f oove in the broad expanse of interests in which I was living. 

went about the world ; I met a great number of varied 
personalities ; I read endless books in trains as I went to and 
fro, I developed social relationships at my uncle’s house that 
Marion did not share. The seeds of new ideas poured in upon 
me and grew in me. Those early and middle years of one’s 
third decade are, I suppose, for a man the years of greatest 
mental growth. They are restless years and full of vague 



time I returned to Ealing, life there seemed more 
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alien, narrow and unattractive—and Marion less beautiful 
and more limited and difficult—until at last she was robbed 
of every particle of her magic. She gave me always a cooler 
welcome, I think, until she seemed entirely apathetic. I 
never asked myself then what heartaches she might hide 
or what her discontents might be. I would come home hoping 
nothing, expecting nothing. This was my faded life and I 
had chosen it. I became more sensitive to the defects I had 
once disregarded altogether ; I began to associate her sallow 
complexion with her temperamental insufficiency, and the 
heavier lines of her mouth and nostril with her moods of 
discontent. We drifted apart ; wider and wider the gap 
opened. I tired of baby-talk and stereotyped little fondlings ; 
I tired of the latest intelligence from those wonderful work¬ 
rooms, and showed it all too plainly - we hardly spoke when 
we were alone together, The mere unreciprocated physical 
residue of my passion remained—an exasperation between us. 

No children came to save us. Marion had acquired at 
Smithie's a disgust and dread of maternity. All that was 
the fruition and quintessence of the “ horrid ” elements in 
life, a disgusting thing, a last indignity that overtook unwary 
women. I doubt indeed a little if children would have saved 
us ; we should have differed so fatally about their up-bringing. 

Altogether, I remember my* life with Marion as a long 
distress, now hard, now tender. It was in those days that 
I first became critical of my life and burthened with a sense 
of error and maladjustment. I would lie awake in the night, 
asking myself the purpose of things, reviewing my unsatisfying, 
ungainly home-life, my days spent in rascal enterprise and 
rubbish-selling, contrasting all I was being and doing with my 
adolescent ambitions, my Wimblehurst dreams. My circum¬ 
stances had an air of finality, and I asked myself in vain why 
I had forced myself into them. 

§6 

The end of our intolerable situation came suddenly and 
unexpectedly, but in a way that I suppose was almost inevit¬ 
able. My alienated affections wandered, and I was unfaithful 

to Marion, 

I won’t pretend to extenuate the quality of my conduct. 
I was a young and fairly vigorous man ; all my appetite for 
love had been roused and whetted and none of it had been 
satisfied by my love affair and my marriage. I had pursued 
an elusive gleam of beauty to the disregard of all else, and it 
had failed me. It had faded when I had hoped it would grow 
brighter. I despaired of life, and was embittered. And 
things happened as I am telling. I don't draw any moral 
at all in the matter, and as for social remedies, I leave them 
to the social reformer. I've got to a time of life when the 
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only theories that interest me are generalisations about 
realities. 

To go to our inner office in Raggett Street I had to walk 
through a room in which the typists worked. They were 
the correspondence typists ; our books and invoicing had 
long since overflowed into the premises we had had the luck 
to secure on either side of us, I was, I must confess, always 
in a faintly cloudily-emotional way aware of that collection 
of for the most part round-shouldered femininity, but presently 
one of the girls detached herself from the others and got a 
real hold upon my attention. I appreciated her at first as a 
straight little back, a neater back then any of the others ; as 
a softly rounded neck with a smiling necklace of sham pearls ; 
as chestnut hair very neatly done—and as a side-long glance. 
Presently as a quickly turned face that looked for me. 

My eye would seek her as I went through on business 
things—I dictated some letters to her and so discovered she 
had pretty, soft-looking hands with pink nails. Once or 
twice, meeting casually, we looked one another for the flash 
of a second in the eyes. 

That was all. But it was enough in the mysterious free¬ 
masonry of sex to say essential things. We had a secret 
between us. 

One day I came into Raggett Street at lunch time and she 
was alone, sitting at her desk. She glanced up as I entered, 
and then became very still, with a downcast face and her 
hands clenched on the table. I walked right by her to the door 
of the inner office, stopped, came back and stood over her. 

We neither of us spoke for quite a perceptible time. I 
was trembling violently. 

" Is that one of the new typewriters ? " I asked at last for 
the sake of speaking. 

She looked up at me without a word, with her face flushed 
and her eyes alight, and I bent down and kissed her lips. She 
leaned back to put an arm about me, drew my face to her and 
kissed me again and again. I lifted her and held her in my 
arms. She gave a little smothered cry to feel herself so held. 

Never before had I known the quality of passionate 
kisses, ... 

Somebody became audible in the shop outside. 

We started back from one another with flushed faces and 
bright and burning eyes. 

We can't talk here/' I whispered with a confident intimacy. 
" Where do you go at five ? ” 

11 Along the Embankment to Charing Cross,” she answered 
as intimately. ** None of the others go that way. ...” 

" About half-past five ? " 

"Yes, half-past five. ..." 

The door from the shop opened, and she sat down very 
quickly. 
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ft I'm glad,” I said in a commonplace voice, ‘ ■ that these 
new typewriters are all right.” 

I went into the inner office and routed out the pay-sheet 
in order to find her name—Effie Rink. And I did no work at 
all that afternoon. X fretted about that dingy little den like 
a beast in a cage. 

When presently I went out, Effie was working with an 
extraordinary appearance of calm—and there was no look 
for me at all. . . 

We met and had our talk that evening, a talk in whispers 
when there was none to overhear ; we came to an under¬ 
standing. It was strangely unlike any dream of romance 
I had ever entertained. 


I came back after a week’s absence to my home again 
—a changed man. I had lived out my first rush of passion 
for Effie, had come to a contemplation of my position. I 
had gauged Effie’s place in the scheme of things, and parted 
from her for a time. She was back in her place at Raggett 
Street after a temporary indisposition. I did not feel in any 
way penitent or ashamed, I know, as I opened the little cast- 
iron gate that kept Marion’s front garden and .Pampas Grass 
from the wandering dog. Indeed, if anything, I felt as if I 
had vindicated some right that had been in question. I came 
back to Marion with no sense of wrong-doing at all—with, 
indeed, a new friendliness towards her. I don’t know how 
it may be proper to feel on such occasions ; that is how I felt. 

I found her in our drawing-room, standing beside the tall 
lamp-stand that half filled the bay as though she had just 
turned from watching for me at the window. There was 
something in her pale face that arrested me. She looked as 
if she had not been sleeping. She did not come forward to 
greet me. 

“ You’ve come home,” she said. 

'* As I wrote to you.” 

She stood very still, a dusky figure against the bright window. 

■* Where have you been ? ” she asked. 

“ East Coast,” I said easily. 

She paused for a moment. “ I know / 7 she said. 

I stared at her. It was the most amazing moment in my 
life. ... 

“ By Jove ! ” I said at last, ” I believe you do ! ” 

” And then you come home to me ! ” 

I walked to the hearthrug and stood quite still there, regard¬ 
ing this new situation. 

“ I didn’t dream,” she began. ff How could you do such 
a thing ? ” 

It seemed a long interval before either of us spoke another 
word. 
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“ Who knows about it ? ** I asked at last. 

“ Smithie’s brother. They were at Cromer/’ 

14 Confound Cromer ! Yes ! ” 

11 How could you bring yourself——” 

I felt a spasm of petulant annoyance at this unexpected 
catastrophe, 

ff I should like to wring Smithie’s brother’s neck,” 1 
said. ... 

Marion spoke in dry, broken fragments of sentences. You 
. , . I’d always thought that anyhow you couldn’t deceive 
me. ... I suppose all men are horrid—about this.” 

" It doesn’t strike me as horrid. It seems to me the most 
necessary consequence—and natural thing in the world.” 

I became aware of some one moving about in the passage, 
and went and shut the door of the room. Then I walked 
back to the hearthrug and turned. 

” It’s rough on you,” I said. “ But I didn’t mean you to 
know. You've never cared for me. I’ve had the devil of a 
time. Why should you mind ? ” 

She sat down in a draped arm-chair. “ I have cared for 

you,” she said. 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

“ I suppose,” she said, “ she cares for you ? 

I had no answer. 
lt Wlicre is now ? f 9 

" Oh ! does it matter to you ? . . . Look here, Marion ! 
This—this I didn’t anticipate. I didn’t mean this thing to 
smash down on you like this. But, you know, something 
had to happen. I’m sorry—sorry to the bottom of my heart 
that things have come to this between us. But indeed, I’m 
taken by surprise. I don’t know where I am—I don t know 
how we got here. Things took me by surprise. I found 
myself alone with her one day. I kissed her. I went on. 
It seemed stupid to go back. And besides—why should I 
have gone back ? Why should I ? From first to last, I ve 
hardly thought of it as touching you. ... Damn ! 

She scrutinised my face, and pulled at the ball-fringe of the 
little table beside her. 

,f To think of it,” she said. ” I don't believe ... I can 
ever touch you again.” 

We kept a long silence. I was only beginning to realise 
in the most superficial way the immense catastrophe that 
had happened between us. Enormous issues had rushed 
upon us. I felt unprepared and altogether inadequate, I 
was unreasonably angry. There came a rush of stupid ex¬ 
pressions to my mind that my rising sense of the supreme 
importance of the moment saved me from saying. The gap 
of silence widened until it threatened to become the vast 
memorable margin of some one among a thousand trivial 
possibilities of speech that would fix our relations for ever. 
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Our little general servant tapped at the door—Marion 
always liked the servant to tap—and appeared. 

“Tea, M'm," she said—and vanished, leaving the door 
open. 

M I will go upstairs," said I, and stopped. “ I will go 
upstairs," I repeated, " and put my bag in the spare room.” 

We remained motionless and silent for a few seconds. 

M Mother is having tea with us to-day," Marion remarked 
at last, and dropped the worried end of ball-fringe and stood 
up slowly. . . . 

And so, with this immense discussion of our changed 
relations hanging over us, we presently had tea with the 
unsuspecting Mrs. Ramboat and the spaniel. Mrs. Ramboat 
was too well trained in her position to remark upon our sombre 
preoccupation. She kept a thin trickle of talk going, and 
told us, I remember, that Mr. Ramboat was “ troubled " 
about his cannas. 

“ They don't come up and they won’t come up. He's 
been round and had an explanation with the man who sold 
him the bulbs—and he's very heated and upset." 

The spaniel was a great bore, begging and doing small 
tricks first at one and then at the other of us. Neither of us 
used his name. You see we had called him Miggles, and made 
a sort of trio in the baby-talk of Mutney and Miggles and Ming. 

§ 8 

Then presently we resumed our monstrous, momentous 
duologue. I can’t now make out how long that duologue 
went on. It spread itself, I know, in heavy fragments over 
either three days or four. I remember myself grouped with 
Marion, talking sitting on our bed in her room, talking standing 
in our dining-room, saying this thing or that. Twice we went 
for long walks. And we had a long evening alone together, 
with jaded nerves and hearts that fluctuated between a hard 
and dreary recognition of facts and, on my part at least, a 
strange unwonted tenderness. Because in some extraordinary 
way this crisis had destroyed our mutual apathy and made us 
feel one another again. 

It was a duologue that had discrepant parts, that fell into 
lumps of talk that failed to join on to their predecessors, that 
began again at a different level, higher or lower, that assumed 
new aspects in the intervals and assimilated new considera¬ 
tions. We discussed the fact that we two were no longer 
lovers ; never before had we faced that. It seems a strange 
thing to write, but as I look back, I see clearly that those 
several days were the time when Marion and I were closest 
together, looked for the first and last time faithfully and 
steadfastly into each other’s soul. For those days only, 
there were no pretences, I made no concessions to her nor 
she to me ; we concealed nothing, exaggerated nothing. We 
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had done with pretending* We had it out plainly and soberly 
with each other. Mood followed mood and got its stark 

expression. 

Of course there was quarrelling between us, bitter quarrel¬ 
ling, and we said things to one another—long pent-up things 
that bruised and crushed and cut. But over it all in my 
memory now is an effect of deliberate confrontation, and. the 
figure of Marion stands up, pale, melancholy, tear-stained, 

injured, implacable and dignified. 

“ You love her ? ” she asked once, and jerked that doubt 

into my mind. . (t _ ^ 

I struggled with tangled ideas and emotions, t aon t 

know what love is. It's all sorts of things—it's made of a 

dozen strands twisted in a thousand ways.” 

" But vou want her ? You want her now—when you 

think of her ? ” 

“ Yes,” I reflected. ” I want her—right enough, 

“ And me ? Where do I come in ? ” 


” I suppose you come in here.” 

'* Well, but what are you going to do ? ” 

” Do l ” I said, with the exasperation of the situation 
growing upon me. " What do you want me to do ? 

As I look back on all that time—across a gulf of fifteen 
active years—I find I see it with an understanding judgment. 
X S6© it as if it were th© business of some one else* indeed 
of two other people—intimately known yet judged without 
passion. I see now that this shock, this sudden immense 
disillusionment, did in real fact bring out a mind and soul in 
Marion ; that for the first time she emerged from habits, 
timidities, imitations, phrases and a certain narrow will- 

impulse, and became a personality. . . , , 

Her ruling motive at first was, I think, an indignant ana 
outraged pride. This situation must end. She asked me 
categorically to give up Effie, and I, full of fresh and glowing 

memories, absolutely refused. , , ... 

” It's too late, Marion,” I said. ” It can t be done like 


** Then we can’t very well go on living together, she said. 

” Can we ? ” . 

,f Very well,” I deliberated, *‘ if you must have it so. 

“ Well, can we?" 

" Can you stay in this house ? I mean if I go away ? 

” I don’t know. . . . I don't think I could.” 

** Then—what do you want ? ” . . 

Slowly we worked our way from point to point, until at 

last the word n divorce ” was before us. 

*' If we can't live together we ought to be free, said 

Marion. 

44 1 don't know anything of divorce,” I said—” if you mean 
that. I don't know how it is done. I shall have to ask 
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somebody—or look it up. . . . Perhaps, after all, it is the 
thing to do. We may as well face it.” 

We began to talk ourselves into a realisation of what our 
divergent futures might be. I came back on the evening 
of that day with my questions answered by a solicitor. 

“ We can’t, as a matter of fact,” I said, ” get divorced as 
things are. Apparently, so far as the law goes you’ve got 
t:> stand this sort of thing. It’s silly—but that is the law. 
However, it’s easy to arrange a divorce. In addition to 
adultery there must be desertion or cruelty. To establish 
cruelty I should have to strike you, or something of that sort, 
before witnesses. That’s impossible—but it’s simple to desert 
you—legally. I have to go away from you ; that’s all. I 
can go on sending you money—and you bring a suit, what is 
it ?—for Restitution of Conjugal Rights. The Court orders me 
to return. I disobey. Then you can go on to divorce me. 
You get a Decree Nisi, and once more the Court tries to make 
me come back. If we don’t make it up within six months and 
if you don’t behave scandalously—the Decree is made absolute. 
Tfiat’s the end of the fuss. That’s how one gets unmarried. 
It’s easier, you see, to marry than unmarry.” 

* * And then—how do I live ? What becomes of me ? 

“ You’ll have an income. They call it alimony. From a 
third to a half of my present income—more if you like—I don’t 
mind—three hundred a year, say. You’ve got your old people 
to keep and you'll need all that.” 

And then—then you’ll be free ? ” 

” Both of us.” 

“ And all this life you’ve hated-” ^ 

I looked up at her wTung and bitter face. “ I haven’t 
hated it,” I lied, my voice near breaking with the pain of it 
all. ” Have you ? ” 


§ 9 

The perplexing thing about life is the irresoluble complexity 
of reality, of things and relations alike. Nothing is simple. 
Every wrong done has a certain justice in it, and every good 
deed has dregs of evil. As for us, young still, and still without 
self-knowledge, we sounded a hundred discordant notes in 
the harsh jangle of that shock. We were furiously angry with 
each other, tender with each other, callously selfish, generously 
self-sacrificing. 

I remember Marion saying innumerable detached things 
that didn’t hang together one with another, that contradicted 
one another, that were nevertheless all in their places pro¬ 
foundly true and sincere. I see them now as so many 
vain experiments in her effort to apprehend the crumpled con¬ 
fusions of our complex moral landslip* Some I found irritat¬ 
ing beyond measure. I answered her— sometimes quite 

abominably. 
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11 Of course,” she would say again and again, “ my life has 
been a failure.” 

u I’ve besieged you for three years,” I would retort, ” asking 
it not to be. You’ve done as you pleased. If I’ve turned 
away at last-” 

Or again she would revive all the stresses before our marriage. 

" How you must hate me ! I made you wait, Well, 
now—I suppose you have your revenge.” 

!! Revenge / ” I echoed. 

Then she would try over the aspects of our new separated 
lives. 

“I ought to earn my own living,” she would insist. ■' I 
want to be quite independent. I’ve always hated London. 
Perhaps I shall try a poultry farm and bees. You won’t mind 
at first my being a burden. Afterwards-” 

f{ We’ve settled all that,” I said. 

■ £ I suppose you will hate me anyhow. ...” 

There were times when she seemed to regard our separation 
with absolute complacency, when she would plan all sorts of 
freedoms and characteristic interests, 

“ I shall go out a lot with Smithie,” she said. 

And once she said an ugly thing that I did indeed hate 
her for, that I cannot even now quite forgive her, 

£1 Your aunt will rejoice at all this. She never cared lor 
me. ...” 

Into my memory of these pains and stresses comes the 
figure of Smithie, full charged with emotion, so breathless in 
the presence of the horrid villain of the piece that she could 
make no articulate sounds. She had long tearful confidences 
with Marion, I know, sympathetic close clingings. There 
were moments when only absolute speechlessness prevented 
her giving me a stupendous ” talking to ”—I could see it 
in her eye. The wrong things she would have said ! And I 
recall too, Mrs. Ramboat’s slow awakening to something in 
the air, the growing expression of solicitude in her eye, only 
her well-trained fear of Marion keeping her from speech. . . . 

And at last through all this welter, like a thing fated and 
altogether beyond our control, parting came to Marion and 
me. 

I hardened my heart, or I could not have gone. For at 
the last it came to Marion that she was parting from me for 
ever. That overbore all other things, and turned our last 
hour to anguish. She forgot for a time the prospect of moving 
into a new house, she forgot the outrage on her proprietorship 
and pride. For the first time in her life she really showed 
strong emotions in regard to me, for the first time perhaps 
they really came to her. She began to weep slow reluctant 
tears. I came int& her room, and found her asprawl on the 
bed weeping. 

■ * I didn't know,” she cried. ” Oh ! I didn’t understand 1 
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I've been a fool. All my life is a wreck ! 

” I shall be alone! . . 1 Mutney I Mutney, don't leave 
me ! Oh ! Mutney ! I didn't understand/ 1 

I had to harden my heart indeed, for it seemed to me at 
moments in those last hours together that, too late, the 
longed-for thing had happened and Marion had come alive. 
A new-born hunger for me lit her eyes. 

“ Don't leave me ! ” she said, “ don't leave me ! ” She 
clung to me ; she kissed me with tear-salt lips. . . . 

I was promised now and pledged, and I hardened my heart 
against this impossible dawn. Yet it seems to me that it 
needed but a cry, but one word more to have united us again 
for all our lives. Could we have united again ? Would that 
passage have enlightened us for ever, or should we have 
fallen back in a week or so into the old estrangement, the old 
temperamental opposition ? 

Of that there is now no telling. Our own resolve carried 
us on our predestined way. We behaved more and more 
like separating lovers, parting inexorably, but all the prepara¬ 
tions we had set going worked on like a machine, and we made 
no attempt to stop them. My trunks and boxes went to the 
station. I packed my bag with Marion standing before me. 
We were like children who had hurt each other horribly in 
sheer stupidity, who didn't know now how to remedy it. We 
belonged to each other immensely—immensely. The cab 
came to the little iron gate. 

44 Good-bye ! " I said. 

44 Good-bye.” 

For a moment we embraced and kissed—incredibly without 
malice. We heard our servant in the passage going to open 
the door. For the last time we pressed ourselves to one 
another. We were not lovers nor enemies, but two human 
souls in a frank community of pain. I tore myself from her. 

** Go away,” I said to the servant, seeing that Marion had 
followed me down. 

I felt her standing behind me as I spoke to the cabman. 

I got into the cab, resolutely not looking back, and then 
as it started jumped up, craned out and looked at the door. 

It was wide open, but she had disappeared. . . . 

I wonder—I suppose she ran upstairs. 

§ 10 

So I parted from Marion at an extremity of perturbation 
and regret, and went, as I had promised and arranged* to 
Effie who was waiting for me in apartments near Orpington* 
I remember her upon the station platform, a bright, flitting 
figure looking along the train for me, and our walk over the 
fields in the twilight. I had expected an immense sense of 
relief when at last the stresses of separation were over, but 
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now I found I was beyond measure wretched and perplexed, 
full of the profoundest persuasion of irreparable error. The 
dusk and sombre Marion were so alike, her sorrow seemed to 
be all about me* I had to hold myself to my own plans, to 
remember that I must keep faith with Effie, with Effie who 
had made no terms, exacted no guarantees, but flung herself 
into my hands. 

We went across the evening fields in silence, towards a 
sky of deepening gold and purple, and Effie was close beside 
me always, very close, glancing up ever and again at my face. 

Certainly she knew I grieved for Marion, that ours was 
now no joyful reunion. But she showed no resentment and 
no jealousy. Extraordinarily she did not compete against 
Marion. Never once in all our time together did she say an 
adverse word of Marion. . . . 

She set herself presently to dispel the shadow that brooded 
over me with the same instinctive skill that some women will 
show with the trouble of a child. She made herself my glad 
and pretty slave and handmaid ; she forced me at last to 
rejoice in her. Yet at the back of it all Marion remained, 
stupid and tearful and infinitely distressful, so that I was 
almost intolerably unhappy for her—for her and the dead body 
of my married love. 

It is all, as I tell it now, unaccountable to me. I go back 
into these remote parts, these rarely visited uplands and lonely 
tarns of memory, and it seems to me still a strange country. 
I had thought I might be going to some sensuous paradise with 
Effie, but desire which fills the universe before its satisfaction, 
vanishes utterly—like the going of daylight—with achievement. 
All the facts and forms of life remain darkling and cold. It 
was an upland of melancholy questionings, a region from 
which I saw all the world at new angles and in new aspects ; 
I had outflanked passion and romance. 

I had come into a condition of vast perplexities. For the 
first time in my life, at least so it seems to me now in this 
retrospect, I looked at my existence as a whole. 

Since this was nothing, what was I doing ? What was I 
for ? 

I was going to and fro about Tono-Bungay—the business 
I had taken up to secure Marion and which held me now in 
spite of our ultimate separation—and snatching odd week¬ 
ends and nights for Orpington, and all the while I struggled 
with these obstinate interrogations. I used to fall into musing 
in the trains. I became even a little inaccurate and forgetful 
about business things. I have the clearest memory of myself 
sitting thoughtful in the evening sunlight on a grassy hillside 
that looked towards Seven oaks and commanded a wide sweep 
of country, and that I was thinking out rav destiny. I could 
almost write my thoughts down now, I believe, as they came 
to rae that afternoon. Effie, restless little Cockney that she 
T.-B.—M.U. F 
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was. rustled and struggled in a hedgerow below, gathering 
flowers, discovering flowers she had never seen before. I had, 
I remember, a letter from Marion in my pocket. I had even 
made some tentatives for return, for a reconciliation ; Heaven 
knows now how I had put it ! but her cold, ill-written letter 
repelled me. I perceived I could never face that old 
inconclusive dullness of life again, that stagnant disappoint¬ 
ment. That, anyhow, wasn't possible. But what was possible ? 
I could see no way of honour or fine living before me at all. 

“ What am I to do with life ? ” that was the question that 
besieged me. 

I wondered if all the world was even as I, urged to this 
by one motive and to that by another, creatures of chance 
and impulse and unmeaning traditions. Had I indeed to 
abide by what I had said and done and chosen ? Was there 
nothing for me in honour but to provide for Effie, go back 
penitent to Marion and keep to my trade in rubbish—or And 
some fresh one—and so work out the residue of my days ? 
I didn’t accept that for a moment. But what else was 1 to 
do ? I wondered if my case was the case of many men, 
whether in former ages men had been so guideless, so 
uncharted, so haphazard in their journey into life. In the 
Middle Ages, in the old Catholic days, one went to a priest, 
and he said with all the finality of natural law, this you are 
and this you must do. I wondered whether even in the 
Middle Ages I should have accepted that ruling without 
question. . . . 

I remember very distinctly how Effie came and sat 
beside me on a little box that was before the casement window 
of our room. 

" Gloomkins,” said she. 

I smiled and remained head on hand, looking out of the 
window forgetful of her. 

Did you love your wife so well ? ” she whispered softly. 

“ Oh ! ” I cried, recalled again ; “I don’t know. I don’t 
understand these things. Life is a thing that hurts, my 
dear [ It hurts without logic or reason. I’ve blundered I 
I didn’t understand. Anyhow—there is no need to go hurting 
you, is there ? ” 

And I turned about and drew her to me, and kissed her 
ear. . . . 

<! Yes, I had a very bad time—I still recall. I suffered, 

I suppose, from a sort of ennui of the imagination. I found 
myself without an object to hold my will together* I read 
restlessly and discursively. I tried Ewart and got no help 
from him. As I regard it all now in this retrospect, it 
seems to me as if in those days of disgust and abandoned 
aims I discovered myself for the first time. Before that I had 
seen only the world and things in it, had followed them self- 
forgetful of all but my impulse. Now I found myself grouped. 
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with a system of appetites and satisfactions, with much work 
to do—and no desire, it seemed, left in me. 

There were moments when I thought of suicide. At times 
my life appeared before me in bleak, relentless light, a series 
of ignorances, crude blunderings, degradation and cruelty. 
I had what the old theologians call a “ conviction of sin." 
I sought salvation—not perhaps in the formulae a Methodist 
preacher would recognise—but salvation nevertheless. 

Men find their salvation nowadays in many ways. Names 
and forms don’t, I think, matter very much, the real need is 
something that we can hold and that holds one. I have 
known a man find that determining factor in a dry-plate 
factory, and another in writing a history of the Manor. So 
long as it holds one, it does not matter. Many men and 
women nowadays take up some concrete aspect of socialism 
or social reform, But socialism for me has always been a 
little bit too human, too set about with personalities and 
foolishness. It isn’t my line. I don't like things so human. 
I don't think I'm blind to the fun, the surprises, the jolly 
little coarsenesses and insufficiency of life, to the ” humour 
of it,” as people say, and to adventure, but that isn’t the root 
of the matter with me. There's no humour in my blood. I'm 
in earnest in warp and woof. I stumble and flounder, but 
I know that over all these merry, immediate things, there are 
other things that are great and serene, very high, beautiful 
things—the reality. I haven't got it, but it’s there neverthe¬ 
less, I'm a spiritual guttersnipe in love with unimaginable 
goddesses. I've never seen the goddesses nor ever shall—but 
it takes all the fun out of the mud—and at times I fear it 
takes all the kindliness too. 

But I’m talking of things I can't expect the reader to under¬ 
stand, because I don't half understand them myself. There 
is something links things for me, a sunset or so, a mood or 
so, the high air, something there was in Marion's form and 
colour, something I find and lose in Mantegna’s pictures, 
something in the lines of these boats I make. (You should 
see Xa, my last and best l) 

I can't explain myself, I perceive. Perhaps it all comes 
to this, that I am a hard and morally limited cad with a mind 
bevond my merits. Naturally I resist that as a complete 
solution. Anyhow, I had a sense of inexorable need, oi 
distress and insufficiency that was unendurable, and for a 
time this aeronautical engineering allayed it. ... 

In the end of this particular crisis of which I tell so badly, 

I idealised Science. I decided that in power and knowledge 
lay the salvation of my life, the secret that would fill my 
need ; that to these things I would give myself. I emerged 
at last like a man who has been diving in darkness, clutching 
at a new resolve for which he has groped desperately and long. 

I came into the inner office suddenly one day—it must 
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have been just before the time of Marion's suit for restitution 
—and sat down before my uncle* 

“ Look here/' I said, “I'm sick of this/’ 

" Hal/o ! ” he answered, and put some papers aside. 
” What's up, George ? ” 

“ Things are wrong/’ 

“ As how ? ” 

“ My life/* I said, “ it’s a mess, an infinite mess." 

*' She’s been a stupid girl, George/’ he said ; “I partly 
understand. But you’re quit of her now, practically, and 
there's just as good fish in the sea——" 

“ Oh 1 it’s not that,” I cried. ” That's only the part that 

shows. I’m sick- I’m sick of all this damned rascality.” 

‘ 4 Eh ? Eh ? ” said my uncle. “ What —rascality ? " 

“ Oh, you know. I want some stuff , man. I want some¬ 
thing to hold on to. I shall go amok if I don't get it. I’m a 
different sort of beast from you. You float in all this bunkum. 
/ feel like a man floundering in a universe of soapsuds, up 
and down, east and west. I can’t stand it. I must get my 
foot on something solid or—I don’t know what.” 

I laughed at the consternation in his face. 

” I mean it,” I said. ” I’ve been thinking it over. I’ve 
made up my mind. It's no good arguing. I shall go in for 
work—real work. No l this isn't work ; it’s only laborious 
cheating. But I’ve got an idea ! It's an old idea—I thought 
of years ago, but it came back to me. Look here I Why 
should I fence about with you ? I believe the time has come 
for flying to be possible. Real flying ! ” 

” Flying I ” 

“ up in the air. Aeronautics ! Machine heavier than 
air. It can be done. And I want to do it,” 

“ Is there money in it, George ? " 

“ I don't know nor care ! But that’s what I’m going to 
do.” 

I stuck to that, and it helped me through the worst time 
in my life. My uncle, after some half-hearted resistance 
and a talk with my aunt, behaved like the father of a spoilt 
son. He fixed up an arrangement that gave me capital to 
play with, released me from too constant a solicitude for the 
newer business developments—this was in what I may call 
the later Moggs period of our enterprises—and I went to work 

at once with grim intensity. ... 

But I will tell of my soaring and flying machines in the 
proper place. I’ve been leaving the story of my uncle alto¬ 
gether too long. I wanted merely to tell how it was I took 
to this work. I took to these experiments after I had sought 
something that Marion in some indefinable way had seemed to 
promise. I toiled and forgot myself for a time, and did many 
things. Science, too, has been something of an irresponsive 
mistress since, though I’ve served her better than I served 
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Marion. But at the time Science, with her order, her 
inhuman distance, her steely certainties, saved me from 
despair. 

Well, I have still to fly ; but incidentally I have invented 
the lightest engines in the world. . * ♦ 

I am trying to tell of all the things that happened to me. 
It's hard enough simply to get it put down in the remotest 
degree right, But this is a novel, not a treatise. Don't 
imagine that I'm coming presently to any sort of solution of 
my difficulties. Here among my drawings and hammerings 
now , I still question unanswering problems. All my life has 
been at bottom, seeking , disbelieving always, dissatisfied 
always with the thing seen and the thing believed, seeking 
something in toil, in force, in danger, something whose name 
and nature I do not clearly understand, something beautiful, 
worshipful, enduring, mine profoundly and fundamentally, 
and the utter redemption of myself ; I don't know—all I can 
tell is that it is something I have ever failed to find. 

§ n 

But before I finish this chapter and book altogether and 
go on with the. great adventure of my uncle's career, I may 
perhaps tell what else remains of Marion and Effie, and then 
set my private life behind me. 

For a time Marion and I corresponded with some regularity, 
writing friendly but rather uninforming letters about minor 
business things. The clumsy process of divorce completed 
itself. She left the house at Ealing and went into the country 
with her aunt and parents, taking a small farm near Lewes 
in Sussex. She put up glass, she put in heat for her father, 
happy man t and spoke of figs and peaches. The thing 
seemed to promise well throughout a spring and summer, but 
the Sussex winter after London was too much for the Ram boats. 
They got very muddy and dull ; Mr. Ramboat killed a cow 
by improper feeding, and that disheartened them all. A 
twelvemonth saw the enterprise in difficulties. I had to help 
her out of this, and then they returned to London and she 
went into partnership with Smithie at Streatham, and ran 
a business that was intimated on the firm's stationery as 

Robes," The parents and aunt were stowed away in a 
cottage somewhere. After that the letters became infrequent. 
But in one I remember a postscript that had a little stab of 
our ancient intimacy : " Poor old Miggles is dead." 

Nearly eight years slipped by. I grew up. I grew in 
experience, in capacity, until I was fully a man, busy with 
many new interests, living on a larger scale in a wider world 
than I could have dreamt of in my Manon days. Her letters 
became rare and insignificant. At last came a gap of sfl^nce 
that made me curious. For eighteen months or more I had 
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nothing from Marion save her quarterly receipts through the 
bank. Then I damned at Smithie, and wrote a card to 
Marion, 

“ Dear Marion/' I said, “ how goes it ? " 

She astonished me tremendous^ by telling me she had 
married again—" a Mr. Wachorn, a leading agent in the 
paper-pattern trade," But she still wTote on the Ponderevo 
and Smith (Robes) notepaper, from the Ponderevo and Smith 
address. 

And that, except for a little difference of opinion about 
the continuance of alimony which gave me some passages 
of anger, and the use of my name by the firm, which also 
annoyed me, is the end of Marion’s history for me, and she 
vanishes out of this story, I do not know where she is nor 
what she is doing, I do not know whether she is alive or 
dead. It seems to me utterly grotesque that two people 
who have stood so close to one another as she and I should 
be so separated, but so it is between us. 

Effie, too, I have parted from, though I still see her at times. 
Between us there was never any intention of marriage nor 
intimacy of soul. She had a sudden fierce hot-blooded 
passion for me, and I for her, but I was not her first lover nor 
her last. She was in another world from Marion. She had a 
queer delightful nature ; I’ve no memory of ever seeing her 
sullen or malicious. She was—indeed she was magnificently 
—eupeptic. That, I think, was the central secret of her 
agreeableness, and moreover that she was infinitely kind- 
hearted. I helped her at last into an opening she coveted, 
and she amazed me by a sudden display of business capacity. 
She has now a typewriting bureau in Riffle’s Inn, and she 
runs it with a brisk vigour and considerable success, albeit a 
certain plumpness has overtaken her. And she still loves her 
kind. She married a year or so ago a boy half her age—a 
wretch of a poet, a -wretched poet and given to drugs, a thing 
with lank fair hair always getting into his blue eyes, and limp 
legs. She did it, she said, because he needed nursing. . . . 

But enough of this disaster of my marriage and of my early 
love affairs ; I have told all that is needed for my picture 
to explain how I came to take up aeroplane experiments 
and engineering science ; let me get back to my essential 
story, to Tono-Bungay and my uncle’s promotions and to 
the vision of the world these things have given me. 


END OF BOOK II 
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The Great Days 
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CHAPTER ONE 


THE HARDINGHAM HOTEL, AND HOW WE BECAME BIG 

PEOPLE 

§ l 

B ut now that I resume the main line of my story it may 
be well to describe the personal appearance of my uncle 
as I remember him during those magnificent years that 
followed his passage from trade to finance. The little man 
plumped up very considerably during the creation of the 
Tono-Bungay property, but with the increasing excitements 
that followed that first flotation came dyspepsia and a certain 
flabbiness and falling away. His abdomen—if the reader 
will pardon my taking his features in the order of their value 
had at first a nice full roundness, but afterwards it lost tone, 
without however losing size. He always went as though he 
was proud of it and would make as much of it as possible. 
To the last his movements remained quick and sudden, his 
short firm legs, as he walked, seemed to twinkle rather than 
display the scissors-stride of common humanity, and he never 
seemed to have knees, but instead, a dispersed flexibility of limb. 

There was, I seem to remember, a secular intensification 
of his features, his nose developed character, became aggres¬ 
sive, stuck out at the world more and more ; the obliquity of 
his mouth, I think, increased. From the face that returns 
to my memory projects a long cigar that is sometimes cocked 
jauntily up from the higher corner, that sometimes droops 
from the lower \—it was as eloquent as a dog’s tail, and he 
removed it only for the more emphatic modes of speech. He 
assumed a broad black ribbon for his glasses, and wore them 
more and more askew as time went on. His hair seemed to 
stiffen with success, but towards the climax it thinned greatly 
over the crown and he brushed it hard back over his ears 
where, however, it stuck out fiercely. It always stuck out 
fiercely over his forehead, up and forward. 

He adopted an urban style of dressing with the onset ot 
To no-Bungay and rarely abandoned it. He preferred silk 
hats with ample rich brims, often a trifle large for him by 
modern ideas, and he wore them at various angles to his axis , 
his taste in trouserings was towards fairly emphatic stripes 
and his trouser cut was neat ; he liked his frock-coat long sind 
full although that seemed to shorten him. He displayed a 
number of valuable rings, and I remember one upon his left 
little finger with a large red stone bearing Gnostic symbols. 
“ Clever chaps, those Gnostics, George/’ he told me, ^ Means 
a lot. Lucky I " He never had any but a black mohair 
watch-chain. In the country he affected grey and a large 
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grey cloth top-hat, except when motoring ; then he would 
have a brown deer-stalker cap and a fur suit of Esquimaux 
cut with a sort of boot-end to the trousers. Of an evening he 
would wear white waistcoats and plain gold studs. He hated 
diamonds. " Flashy/’ he said they were. ** Might as well 
wear an income-tax receipt. All very well for Park Lane. 
Unsold stock. Not my style. Sober financier, George/' 

So much for his visible presence. For a time it was very 
familiar to the world, for at the crest of the boom he allowed 
quite a number of photographs and at least one pencil sketch 
to be published in the sixpenny papers. . . . His voice declined 
during those years from his early tenor to a flat rich quality of 
sound that my knowledge of music is inadequate to describe. 
His Zzz-ing inrush of air became less frequent as he ripened, 
but returned in moments of excitement. Throughout his 
career, in spite of his increasing and at last astounding 
opulence, his more intimate habits remained as simple as they 
had been at Wimblehurst. He would never avail himself of 
the services of a valet; at the very climax of his greatness his 
trousers v T ere folded by a housemaid and his shoulders brushed 
as he left his house or hotel. He became wary about breakfast 
as life advanced, and at one time talked much of Dr. Haig 
and uric acid. But for other meals he remained reasonably 
omnivorous. He was something of a gastronome, and would 
eat anything he particularly liked in an audible manner, and 
perspire upon his forehead. He was a studiously moderate 
drinker—except 'when the spirit of some public banquet or 
some great occasion caught him and bore him beyond his 
wariness—then he would, as it were, drink inadvertently and 
become flushed and talkative—about everything but his 
business projects. 

To make the portrait complete one wants to convey an 
effect of sudden, quick bursts of movement like the jumps of 
a Chinese-cracker to indicate that his pose, whatever it is, 
has been preceded and will be followed by a rush. If I were 
painting him, I should certainly give him for a background 
that distressed, uneasy sky that was popular in the eighteenth 
century, and at a convenient distance a throbbing motor-car, 
very big and contemporary, a secretary hurrying with papers, 
and an alert chauffeur. 

Such was the figure that created and directed the great 
property of Tono-Bungay, and from the successful recon¬ 
struction of that company passed on to a slow crescendo of 
magnificent creations and promotions until the whole world 
of investors marvelled. I have already, I think, mentioned 
how, long before we offered Tono-Bungay to the public* we 
took over the English agency of certain American specialities. 
To this was presently added our exploitation of Moggs' 
Domestic Soap, and so he took up the Domestic Convenience 
Campaign that, coupled with his equatorial rotundity and a 
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certain resolute convexity in his* bearing, won my uncle his 
Napoleonic title. 

§ ^ 

It illustrates the romantic element in modern commerce 
that my uncle met young Moggs at a city dinner—I think 
it was the Bottle-makers’ Company-—when both were some 
way advanced beyond the initial sobriety of the occasion. 
This was the grandson of the original Moggs, and a very 
typical instance of an educated, cultivated, degenerate pluto¬ 
crat, His people had taken him about in his youth like the 
Ruskins took their John, and fostered a passion for history in 
him, and the actual management of the Moggs' industry had 
devolved upon a cousin and a junior partner. Mr. Moggs, 
being of a studious and refined disposition, had just decided— 
after a careful search for a congenial subject in which he would 
not be constantly reminded of soap—to devote himself to the 
History of the Thebaid when his cousin died suddenly and 
precipitated responsibilities upon him. In the frankness of 
conviviality, Moggs bewailed the uncongenial task thus thrust 
into his hands, and my uncle offered to lighten his burden by 
a partnership then and there. They even got to terms— 
extremely muzzy terms, but terms nevertheless. 

Each gentleman wrote the name and address of the other 
on his cuff, and they separated in a mood of brotherly care¬ 
lessness, and next morning neither seems to have thought 
to rescue his shirt from the wash until it was too late. My 
uncle made a painful struggle—it was one of my business 
mornings—to recall name and particulars. 

^ ' He was an aquarium-faced, long, blond sort of chap, 
George, with glasses and a genteel accent," he said. 

I was puzzled, “ Aquarium-faced ? " 

“ You know how they look at you. His stuff was soap, 
t? 1 P rett y nearly certain. And he had a name. And the 
thing was the straightest Bit-of-All-Right you ever, I was 
clear enough to spot that . . /* 

We went out at last with knitted brows, and wandered up 
into Finsbury seeking a good, well-stocked looking grocer. 
We called first on a chemist for a pick-me-up for my uncle, 
and then we found the shop we needed. 

4 1 want/* said my uncle, “ half a pound of every sort of soap 
you got. Yes, I want to take them now. . . , Wait a moment, 
George. . . . Now whassort of soap d*you call that ? " 

At the third repetition of that question the young man 
Sa V?' Domestic." 

Right/' said my uncle. “ You needn't guess again. 
Come along, George, let’s go to a telephone and get on to 
Oh—the order ? Certainly. I confirm it. Send 
it all—send it all to the Bishop of London ; he’ll have some 
good use for it—(First-rate man, George, he is—charities 
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and all that)—and put it down to me—here’s a card— 
Pond ere vo-—Tono-Bungay.” 

Then we went on to Moggs and found him in a camel-hair 
dressing-jacket in a luxurious bed, drinking China tea, and 
got the shape of everything but the figures fixed by lunch time. 

Young Moggs enlarged my mind considerably ; he was a 
sort of thing I hadn't met before ; he seemed quite clean and 
well informed and he assured me he never read newspapers 
nor used soap in any form at all. “ Delicate skin,” he said. 

“No objection to our advertising you wide and free ? ” 
said my uncle, 

“ X draw the line at railway stations,” said Moggs, “south- 
coast cliffs, theatre programmes, books by me and poetry 
generally—scenery—oh !—and the Mcrcure de France .” 

“ We’ll get along,” said my uncle. 

“ So long as you don’t annoy me,” said Moggs, lighting a 
cigarette, “you can make me as rich as you like.” 

We certainly made him no poorer. His was the first firm 
that was advertised by a circumstantial history ; we even got 
to illustrated magazine articles telling of the quaint past of 
Moggs. We concocted Moggsiana. Trusting to our partner’s 
preoccupation with the uncommercial aspects of life, we gave 
graceful histories of Moggs the First, Moggs the Second, Moggs 
the Third, and Moggs the Fourth, You must, unless you are 
very young, remember some of them and our admirable block 
of a Georgian shop window. My uncle bought early nine¬ 
teenth-century memoirs, soaked himself in the style, and 
devised stories about old Moggs the First and the Duke of 
Wellington, George the Third and the soap dealer (“ almost 
certainly old Moggs ”). Very soon we had added to the 
original Moggs’ Primrose several varieties of scented and 
superfatted, a " special nursery—as used in the household of 
the Duke of Kent and for the old Queen in Infancy,” a plate 
powder, “ the Paragon,” and a knife powder. We roped 
in a good little second-rate black-lead firm, and carried their 
origins back into the mists of antiquity. It was my uncle’s 
own unaided idea that we should associate that commodity 
with the Black Prince. He became industriously curious 
about the past of black-lead. I remember his button-holing 
the president of the Pepys Society. 

"I say, is there any black-lead in Pepys ? You know— 
black-lead—for grates I Or does he pass it over as a matter 
of course ? ” 

He became in those days the terror of e min ent historians. 

“ Don’t want your drum and trumpet history—no fear,” he 
used to say. “ Don’t want to know who was who’s mistress, 
and why so-and-so devastated such a province ; that’s bound 
to be all lies and upsy-down anyhow. Not my affair. 
Nobody’s affair now. Chaps who did it didn't clearly know. 

. . . What I want to know is, in the Middle Ages Did they Do 
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Anything for Housemaid's Knee ? What did they put in 
their hot baths after jousting, and was the Black Prince— 
yon know the Black Prince—was he enamelled or painted, or 
what ? I think myself, black-leaded—very likely—like pipe¬ 
clay—-but did they use blacking so early ? ” 

So it came about that in designing and writing those Moggs’ 
Soap Advertisements, that wrought a revolution in that de¬ 
partment of literature, my uncle was brought to reaLise not 
only the lost history, but also the enormous field for invention 
and enterprise that lurked among the little articles, the dust¬ 
pans and mincers, the mousetraps and carpet-sweepers that 
fringe the shops of the oilman and domestic ironmonger. He 
was recalled to one of the dreams of his youth, to his concep¬ 
tion of the Ponderevo Patent Flat that had been in his mind 
so early as the days before I went to serve him at Wimble- 
hurst. “The Home, George," he said, “ wants straightening 
up. Silly muddle ! Things that get in the way. Got to 
organise it.” 

For a time he displayed something like the zeal of a genuine 
social reformer in relation to these matters. 

" We’ve got to bring the Home Up to Date ? That’s my 
idee, George. We got to make a civilised d’mestic machine 
out of these relics of barbarism. I’m going to hunt up inventors, 
make a corner in d’mestic idees. Everything. Balls of string 
that won’t dissolve into a tangle, and gum that won't dry 
into horn. See ? Then after conveniences—beauty. Beauty, 
George 1 All these new things ought to be made fit to look at, 
it's your aunt’s idee, that. Beautiful jam-pots ! Get one of 
those new art chaps to design all the things they make ugly 
now. Patent carpet-sweepers by these greenwood chaps, 
housemaid’s boxes it’ll be a pleasure to fall over—rich coloured 
house-flannels. Zzzz, Pails, f’rinstance. Hang 'em up on 
the walls like warming-pans. All the polishes and things in 
such tins—you’ll want to cuddle 'em, George ! See the 
notion ? ’Sted of all the silly, ugly things we got.” . . . 

We had some magnificent visions ; they so affected me that 
when I passed ironmongers and oil-shops they seemed to me 
as full of promise as trees in late winter, flushed with the effort 
to burst into leaf and flower. . . . And really we did do much 
towards that new brightness these shops display. They were 
dingy things in the ’eighties compared to what our efforts have 
made them now, grey quiet displays. . . . 

Well, I don't intend to write down here the tortuous financial 
history of Moggs Timited, which was our first development 
of Moggs and Sons ; nor will I tell very much of how from 
that we spread ourselves with a larger and larger conception 
throughout the chandlery and minor ironmongery, how we 
became agents for this little commodity, partners in that, got 
a tentacle round the neck of a specialised manufacturer or so, 
secured a pull upon this or that supply of raw material, and 
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so prepared the way for our second flotation, Domestic Utilities: 
—'* Do Lit," they rendered it in the city. And then came the 
reconstruction of Tono-Bungay, and then *' Household 
Services " and the Boom ! 

That sort of development is not to be told in detail in a 
novel. I have, indeed, told much of it elsewhere. It is to 
be found set out at length, painfully at length, in my uncle's 
examination and mine in the bankruptcy proceedings, and in 
my own various statements after his death. Some people 
know everything in that story, some know it all too well, 
most do not want the details, it is the story of a man of imagina¬ 
tion among figures, and unless you are prepared to collate 
columns of pounds, shillings and pence, compare dates and 
check additions, you will find it very unmeaning and per¬ 
plexing. And after all, you wouldn't find the early figures so 
much wrong as strained . In the matter of Moggs and Do Ut, 
as in the first Tono-Bungay promotion and in its reconstruction, 
we left the court by city standards without a stain on our char¬ 
acters. The great amalgamation of Household Services was 
my uncle’s first really big-scale enterprise and his first display 
of bolder methods ; for this we bought back Do Ut, Moggs 
(going strong with a seven per cent, dividend) and acquired 
Skinnerton’s polishes, the Riffieshaw properties and the 
Runcorn’s mincer and coffee-mill business. To that Amalga¬ 
mation I was really not a party ; I left it to my uncle because 
I was then beginning to get keen upon the soaring experi¬ 
ments I had taken on from the results then to hand of Lilien- 
thal, Pilcher and the Wright brothers. I was developing a 
glider into a flyer. I meant to apply power to this glider as 
soon as I could work out one or two residual problems affecting 
the longitudinal stability. I knew that I had a sufficiently 
light motor in my own modification of Bridger’s light turbine, 
but I knew, too, that until I had cured my aeroplane of a 
tendency demanding constant alertness from me, a tendency 
to jerk up its nose at unexpected moments and slide back upon 
me, the application of an engine would be little short of suicide. 

But that I wall tell about later. The point I was coming 
to was that I did not realise until after the crash how recklessly 
my uncle had kept his promise of paying a dividend of over 
eight per cent, on the ordinary shares of that hugely over¬ 
capitalised enterprise. Household Services. 

I drifted out of business affairs into my research much more 
than either I or my uncle had contemplated. Finance was 
much less to my taste than the organisation of the Tono- 
Bungay factory. In the new field of enterprise there was 
a great deal of bluffing and gambling, of taking chances and 
concealing material facts—and these are hateful things to the 
scientific type of mind. It wasn’t fear I felt so much as an 
uneasy inaccuracy. I didn't realise dangers, I simply disliked 
the sloppy, relaxing quality of this new sort of work. I was 
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at last constantly making excuses not to come up to him in 
London. The latter part of his business career recedes there¬ 
fore beyond the circle of my particular life. I lived more 
or less with him ; I talked, I advised, I helped him at times 
to fight his Sunday crowd at Crest Hill, but I did not follow 
nor guide him. From the Do Ut time onward he rushed up 
the financial world like a bubble in water and left me Like some 
busy water-thing down below in the deeps. 

Anyhow, he was an immense success. The public was, I 
think, particularly attracted by the homely familiarity of his 
field of work—you never lost sight of your investment, they 
felt, with the name on the house-flannel and shaving-strop— 
and its allegiance was secured by the Egyptian solidity of his 
apparent results. Tono-Bungay, after its reconstruction, 
paid thirteen, Moggs seven, Domestic Utilities had been a 
safe-looking nine ; here was Household Services with eight ; 
on such a showing he had merely to buy and sell Roe burn’s 
Antiseptic fluid. Razor soaks and Bath crystals in three weeks 
to clear twenty thousand pounds. I do think that as a matter 
of fact Roeburn’s was good value at the price at which he gave 
it to the public, at least until it was strained by ill-conceived 
advertisement. It was a period of expansion and confidence ; 
much money was seeking investment and 11 Industrials 
were the fashion. Prices were rising all round. There 
remained little more for my uncle to do, therefore, in his 
climb to the high unstable crest of Financial Greatness 
but, as he said, to “ grasp the cosmic oyster, George, while 
it gaped,” which being translated meant for him to buy 
respectable businesses confidently and courageously at the 
vendor’s estimate, add thirty or forty thousand to the price 
a.nd sell them again. His sole difficulty indeed was the 
tactful management of the load of shares that each of these 
transactions left upon his hands. But I thought so little 
of these later things that I never fully appreciated the peculiar 
inconveniences of that until it was too late to help him. 


§ 3 

When I think of my uncle near the days of his Great Boom 
and in connection with the actualities of his enterprises, I 
think of him as I used to see him in the suite of rooms he 
occupied in the Hardingham Hotel, seated at a great old oak 
writing-table, smoking, drinking, and incoherently busy ; that 
was his typical financial aspect—our evenings, our mornings, 
our holidays, our motor-car expeditions, Lady Grove and 
Crest Hill belong to an altogether different set of memories. 

These rooms in the Hardingham were a string of apart¬ 
ments along one handsome thick-carpeted corridor. All the 
doors upon the corridor were locked except the first; and my 
uncle’s bedroom, breakfast-room and private sanctum were the 
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least accessible and served by an entrance from the adjacent 
passage, which he also used at times as a means of escape from 
importunate callers. The most external room was a general 
waiting-room and very business-like in quality ; it had one or 
two uneasy sofas, a number of chairs, a green baize table, and 
a collection of the very best Moggs and Tono posters ; and the 
plush carpets normal to the Hardingham had been replaced by 
a grey-green cork linoleum. Here I would always find a 
remarkable miscellany of people, presided over by a peculiarly 
faithful and ferocious-looking commissionaire, Ropper, who 
guarded the door that led a step nearer my uncle. Usually 
there would be a parson or so, one or two widows ; hairy, eye- 
glassy, middle-aged gentlemen, some of them looking singularly 
like Edward Ponderevos who hadn't come off, a variety of 
young and youngish men more or less attractively dressed, 
some with papers protruding from their pockets, others with 
their papers decently concealed. And wonderful incidental, 
frowsy people. 

All these persons maintained a practically hopeless siege— 
sometimes for weeks together ; they had better have stayed 
at home. Next came a room full of people who had some 
sort of appointment, and here one would find smart-looking 
people, brilliantly dressed, nervous women hiding behind 
magazines, nonconformist divines, clergy in gaiters, real 
business men, these latter for the most part gentlemen in 
admirable morning dress who stood up and scrutinised my 
uncle’s taste in water-colours manfully and sometimes by the 
hour together. Young men again were here of various social 
origins—young Americans, treasonable clerks from other con¬ 
cerns, university young men, keen-looking, most of them, 
resolute, reserved but on a sort of hair trigger, ready at any 
moment to be most voluble, most persuasive. This room had a 
window, too, looking out into the hotel courtyard with 
its fem-set fountains and mosaic pavement, and the young 
men would stand against this and sometimes even mutter. 
One day I heard one repeating in an urgent whisper as I 
passed, “ But you don’t quite see, Mr. Ponderevo, the full 

advantages, the full advantages-" I met his eye and he 

was embarrassed. 

Then came a room with a couple of secretaries—no type¬ 
writers, because my uncle hated the clatter—and a casual 
person or two sitting about, projectors whose projects were 
being entertained. Here and in a further room nearer the 
private apartments, my uncle’s correspondence underwent 
an exhaustive process of pruning and digestion before it 
reached him. Then the two little rooms in which my uncle 
talked ; my magic uncle who had got the investing public— 

to whom all things were possible. L 

As one came in one would find him squatting with his 
cigar up and an expression of dubious beatitude upon bis 
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face, while some one urged him to grow still richer by this 
or that. 

“Thatju, George ? ” he used to say. “ Come in. Here’s 
a thing. Tell him—Mister—over again. Have a drink, 

George ? No l Wise man l Liss’n.” 

I was always ready to listen. All sorts of financial marvels 
came out of the Hardingham, more particularly during my 
uncle's last great flurry, but they were nothing to the projects 
that passed in. It was the little brown and gold room he 
sat in usually. He had had it redecorated by Bordingly and 
half a dozen Sussex pictures by Webster hung about it. 
Latterly he wore a velveteen jacket of a golden-brown colour 
in this apartment that I think over-emphasised its aesthetic 
intention, and he also added some gross Chinese bronzes. . . - 

He was on the whole a very happy man throughout all 
that wildly enterprising time. He made, and, as I shall tell 
in its place, spent great sums of money. He was constantly 
in violent motion, constantly stimulated mentally and physic¬ 
ally and rarely tired. About him was an atmosphere of 
immense deference ; much of his waking Life was triumphal 
and all his dreams. I doubt if he had any dissatisfaction 
with himself at all until the crash bore him down. Things 
must have gone very rapidly with him. ... I think he must 

have been very happy. . 

As I sit here writing about all these things, jerking down 
notes and throwing them aside in my attempt to give some 
literary form to the tale of our promotions, the marvel of it 
all comes to me as if it came for the first time, the supreme 
unreason of it. At the climax of his Boom, my uncle at the 
most sparing estimate must have possessed in substance and 
credit about two million pounds’-worth of property to set on 
against his vague colossal liabilities, and from first to last he 
must have had a controlling influence in the direction of nearly 
thirty millions. This irrational muddle of a community in 
which we live gave him that, paid him at that rate for sitting 
in a room and scheming and telling it lies. For he create 
nothing, he invented nothing, he economised nothing, 
cannot claim that a single one of the great businesses we 
organised added any real value to human life at all. Severa 
like Tono-Bungay were unmitigated frauds by any hones 
standard, the giving of nothing coated in advertisements 
for money. And the things the Hardingham gave out, 
repeat, were nothing to the things that came in. I tnin 
of the long procession of people who sat down before us 
and propounded this and that. Now it was a, device or 
selling bread under a fancy name and so escaping the 
as to weight—this was afterwards floated as the Decortica 
Health-Bread Company and bumped against tne law—- 
now it was a new scheme for still more strident advertisemen , 
now it was a story of unsuspected deposits of minerals, now a 
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cheap and nasty substitute for this or that common necessity, 
now the treachery of a too well-informed employee, anxious 
to become our partner. It was all put to us tentatively, 
persuasive^ 7 . Sometimes one had a large pink blusterous 
person trying to carry us off our feet by his pseudo-boyish 
frankness, now some dyspeptically yellow whisperer, now some 
earnest., specially dressed youth with an eyeglass and a 
buttonhole, now some homely-speaking, shrewd Manchester 
man or some Scotchman eager to be very clear and full. Mam 7 
came in couples or trios, often in tow of an explanatory solicitor. 
Some were white and earnest, some flustered beyond measure 
at their opportunity. Some of them begged and prayed to 
be taken up. My uncle chose what he wanted and left the 
rest. He became very autocratic to these applicants. He 
felt he could make them, and they felt so too. He had but 
to say “ No I " and they faded out of existence. ... He had 
become a sort of vortex to which wealth flowed of its own 
accord. His possessions increased by heaps ; his shares, his 
leaseholds and mortgages and debentures. 

Behind his first-line things he found it necessary at last, 
and sanctioned by all the precedents, to set up three general 
trading companies, the London and African Investment Com¬ 
pany, the British Traders' Loan Company, and Business 
Organisations Limited. That was in the culminating time 
when I had least to do with affairs. I don't say that with any 
desire to exculpate myself, I admit I was a director of all three, 
and I will confess I was wilfully incurious in that capacity. 
Each of these companies ended its financial year solvent by 
selling great holdings of shares to one or other of its sisters, 
and paying a dividend out of the proceeds. I sat at the table 
and agreed. That was our method of equilibrium at the 
iridescent climax of the bubble, . . . 

You perceive now, however, the nature of the services 
for which this fantastic community gave him unmanageable 
wealth and power and real respect. It was all a monstrous 
payment for courageous fiction, a gratuity in return for the 
one reality of human life—illusion. We gave them a feeling 
of hope and profit ; we sent a tidal wave of water and con¬ 
fidence into their stranded affairs. “ We mint Faith, George," 
said my uncle one day. M That's what we do. And by Jove 
we got to keep minting I We been making human confidence 
ever since I drove the first cork of Tono-Bungay." 

Coining " would have been a better word than minting! 
And yet, you know, in a sense he was right. Civilisation 
is possible only through confidence, so that we can bank 
our money and go unarmed about the streets. The bank 
reserve or a policeman keeping order in a jostling multitude 
of people, are only slightly less impudent bluffs than my 
uncle's prospectuses. They couldn't for a moment “ make 
good " if the quarter of what they guarantee was demanded 
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o i them. <The whole of this modem mercantile investing 
f civilisation is indeed such stuff as dreams are made of. A 
f mass of people swelters and toils, great railway systems 
grow, cities arise to the skies and spread wide and far, mines 
are opened, factories hum, foundries roar, ships plough the 
seas, countries are settled ; about this busy striving world 
the rich owners go, controlling all, enjoying all, confident and 
f creating the confidence that draws us all together into a re- 
| luctant, nearly unconscious brotherhood. J I wonder and plan 
my engines. The flags flutter, the crowds cheer, the legis¬ 
latures meet. Yet it seems to me indeed at times that all this 
present commercial civilisation is no more than my poor uncle’s 
career writ large, a swelling, thinning bubble of assurances ; 
that its arithmetic is just as unsound, its dividends as ill- 
advised, its ultimate aim as vague and forgotten ; that it all 
drifts on perhaps to some tremendous parallel to his in¬ 
dividual disaster. . . . 

Well, so it was we Boomed, and for four years and a half 
we lived a life of mingled substance and moonshine. Until 
our particular unsoundness overtook us we went about in the 
most magnificent of motor-cars upon tangible high-roads, made 
ourselves conspicuous and stately in splendid houses, ate 
sumptuously and had a perpetual stream of notes and money 
trickling into our pockets; hundreds of thousands of men and 
women respected us, saluted us and gave us toil and honour; 
I asked, and my work sheds rose, my aeroplanes swooped out 
of nothingness to scare the down land pewits ; my uncle waved 
his hand and Lady Grove and all its associations of chivalry 
and ancient peace were his ; waved again, and architects were 
busy planning the great palace he never finished at Crest 
Hill and an army of workmen gathered to do his bidding, 
blue marble came from Canada, and timber from New Zealand , 
and beneath it all, you know, there was nothing but fictitious 
values as evanescent as rainbow gold. 


§4 

I pass the Hardingham ever and again and glance aside 
through the great archway at the fountain and the fenis, 
and think of those receding days when I was so near the 
centre of our eddy of greed and enterprise. I see again 
my uncle's face white and intent, and hear him^ discourse, 
hear him make consciously Napoleonic decisions, ** grip his 
nettles, put his “ finger on the spot," #f bluff," say snap. 
He became particularly addicted to the last idiom. Towards 
the end every conceivable act took the form of saying 
“ snap 

The odd fish that came to us 1 And among others caine 
Gordon-Nasmyth, that queer blend of romance and lllega lty 
who was destined to drag me into the most irrelevant a 
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venture in my life, the Mordet Island affair ; and leave me, 
as they say, with blood upon my hands. It is remarkable 
how little it troubles my conscience and how much it stirs my 
imagination, that particular memory of the life I took. The 
story of Mordet Island has been told in a government report 
and told all wrong ; there are excellent reasons for leaving it 
wrong in places, but the liveliest appeals of discretion forbid 
my leaving it out altogether. 

I've still the vividest memory of Gordon-Nasmyth's 
appearance in the inner sanctum, a lank, sunburnt person 
in tweeds with a yellow-brown, hatchet face and one faded 
blue eye—the other was a closed and sunken lid—and how 
he told us with a stiff affectation of ease his incredible story 
of this great heap of quap that lay abandoned or undiscovered 
on the beach behind Mordet's Island among white dead man¬ 
groves and the black ooze of brackish water. 

“ What’s quap ? ” said my uncle on the fourth repetition 
of the word. 

“ They call it quap, or quab, or quabb,” said Gordon- 
Nasmyth ; “ but our relations weren’t friendly enough to 

get the accent right. . . . But there the stuff is for the taking. 
They don’t know about it. Nobody knows about it. I got 
down to the damned place in a canoe alone. The boys 
wouldn’t come. I pretended to be botanising.” . . . 

To begin with, Gordon- Nasmyth was inclined to be 
dramatic. 

“ Look here,’* he said when he first came in, shutting the 
door rather carefully behind him as he spoke, “ do you two 
men—yes or no—want to put up six thousand—for a clear 
good chance of fifteen hundred per cent, on your money in 
a year ? ” 

f * We’re always getting chances like that,” said my uncle, 
cocking his cigar offensively, wiping his glasses and tilting 
his chair back. *‘ We stick to a safe twenty.” 

Gordon-Nasmyth’s quick temper showed in a slight stiffen¬ 
ing of his attitude. 

" Don't you believe him,” said I, getting up before he 
could reply. " You’re different, and I know your books. 
We’re very glad you’ve come to us. Confound it, uncle! 
It’s Gordon-Nasmyth ! Sit down. What is it ? Minerals ? ” 

” Quap,” said Gordon-Nasmyth, fixing his eye on me, “in 
heaps. ’' 

" In heaps,” said my uncle softly, with his glasses very 
oblique. 

” You're only fit for the grocery,” said Gordon-Nasmyth 
scornfully, sitting down and helping himself to one of my 
uncle's cigars. ” I'm sorry I came. But, still, now I’m 
here. . . . And first as to quap ; quap, sir, is the most radio¬ 
active stuff in the world. That's quap I It's a festering 
mass of earths and heavy metals, polonium, radium, ythorium. 


THE HARDINGHAM 


i 77 


thorium, carium, and new things too. There's a stuff called 
Xk—provisionally. There they are, mucked up together in a 
sort of rotting sand. What it is, how it got made, I don't 
know. It's like as if some young creator had been playing 
about there. There it lies in two heaps, one small, one great, 
and the world for miles about it is blasted and scorched and 
dead. You can have it for the getting. You’ve got to take 
it—that's all! " . . . 

" That sounds all right," said I, " Have you samples ? " 

“ Well— should I ? You can have anything—up to two 
ounces." 

*' Where is it ? " . . . 

His blue eye smiled at me and scrutinised me. He smoked 
and was fragmentary for a time, fending off my questions ; 
then his story began to piece itself together. He conjured 
up a vision of this strange forgotten kink in the world's littoral, 
of the long meandering channels that spread and divaricate 
and spend their burthen of mud and silt within the thunderbelt 
of Atlantic surf, of the dense, tangled vegetation that creeps 
into the shimmering water with root and sucker. He gave 
a sense of heat and a perpetual reek of vegetable decay, and 
told how at last comes a break among these things, an arena 
fringed with bone-white dead trees, a sight of the hard blue 
sea-line byond the dazzling surf and a wide desolation of dirty 
shingle and mud, bleached and scarred. ... A little way 
off among charred dead weeds stands the abandoned station 
abandoned because every man who stayed two months at that 
station stayed to die, eaten up mysteriously like a leper with 
its dismantled sheds and its decaying pier of worm-rotten 
and oblique piles and planks, still insecurely possible, And m 
the midst, two clumsy heaps shaped like the backs of hogs, 
one small, one great, sticking out under a rib of rock that cuts 
the space across—quap l 

" There it is," said Gordon -Nasmyth, “ worth three pounds 
an ounce, if it's worth a penny ; two great heaps of it, rotten 
stuff and soft, ready to shovel and wheel, and you may ge 
it by the ton ! ” 

** How did it get there ? " , T 

“ God knows ! , . . There it is—for the taking ! J n _ a 
country where you mustn't trade. In a country where the 
company waits for good, kind men to find its riches and then 
take 'em away from ’em. There you have it derelict. 

** Can't you do any sort of deal ? " 

“ They’re too damned stupid. You've got to go and 
take it. That's all." 

** They might catch you." , . ,, 

“ They might, of course. But they’re not great at catching. 

We went into the particulars of that difficulty. A *y c y 
wouldn't catch me, because I'd sink first. Give me a yacht, 
said Gordon-Nasmyth ; ** that's all I need." 
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,f But if }'ou get caught." said my uncle. . . . 

I am inclined to think Gordon-Nasmyth imagined we 
would give him a cheque for six thousand pounds on the 
strength of his talk. It was very good talk, but we didn’t 
do that. I stipulated for samples of his stuff for analysis, 
and he consented—reluctantly. I think, on the whole, he 
would rather I didn’t examine samples. He made a motion 
pocketwards, that gave us an invincible persuasion that he 
had a sample upon him, and that at the last instant he decided 
not to produce it prematurely. There was evidently a curious 
strain of secretiveness in him. He didn’t like to give us 
samples, and he wouldn’t indicate within three hundred miles 
the position of this Mordet Island of his. He had it clear in 
his mind that he had a secret of immense value, and he had 
no idea at all of just how far he ought to go ■with business 
people. And so presently, to gain time for these hesitations 
of his, he began to talk of other things. 

He talked very well. He talked of the Dutch East Indies 
and of the Congo, of Portuguese East Africa and Paraguay, 
of Malays and rich Chinese merchants, Dyaks and negroes 
and the spread of the Mohammedan world in Africa to-day. 
And all this time he was trying to judge if we were good enough 
to trust with his adventure. Our cosy inner office became a 
little place, and all our businesses cold and lifeless exploits 
beside his glimpses of strange minglings of men, of slayings • 
unavenged and curious customs, of trade where no writs run, 
and the dark treacheries of eastern ports and uncharted 
channels. 

We had neither of us gone abroad except for a few vulgar 
raids on Paris, our world was England, and the places of origin 
of half the raw material of the goods we sold had seemed to 
us as remote as fairyland or the forest of Arden. But Gordon- 

■*!H 

Nasmyth made it so real and intimate for us that afternoon— 
for me, at any rate—that it seemed like something seen and 
forgotten and now again remembered. 

And in the end he produced his sample, a little^ lump of 
muddy clay speckled with brownish grains, in a glass bottle 
wrapped about with lead and flannel—red flannel it was, 

I remember—a hue which is, I know, popularly supposed to 
double all the mystical efficacies of flannel. 

" Don’t carry it about on you," said Gordon-Nasmyth. 

" It makes a sore." 

I took the stuff to Thorold, and Thorold had the exquisite 
agony of discovering two new elements in what was then 
a confidential analysis. He has christened them and pub¬ 
lished since, but at the time Gordon-Nasmyth wouldn’t 
hear for a moment of our publication of any facts at all; 
indeed, he flew into a violent passion and abused me merci¬ 
lessly even for showing the stuff to Thorold, ” I thought 
you were going to analyse it yourself," he said with the 
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touching persuasion of the layman that a scientific man knows 
and practises all the sciences. 

I made some commercial inquiries, and there seemed even 
then much truth in Gordon-Nasmyth's estimate of the value 
of the stuff. It was before the days of Capern’s discovery of 
the value of canadium and his use of it in the Capem filament, 
but the cerium and thorium alone were worth the money he 
extracted for the gas-mantles then in vogue. There were, 

however, doubts. Indeed, there were numerous doubts. What 

were the limits of the gas-mantle trade ? How much thorium, 
not to speak of cerium, could they take at a maximum ? 
Suppose that quantity was high enough to justify our ship¬ 
load, came doubts in another quarter. Were the heaps up 
to sample ? Were they as big as be said ? Was Gordon 
Nasmyth—imaginative ? And if these values held, could we 
after all get the stuff. It wasn’t ours. It v was on forbidden 
ground. You see, there were doubts of every grade and class 

in the way of this adventure. . 

We went some way, nevertheless, in the discussion 01 nis 
project, though I think we tried his patience. Then suddenly 
he vanished from London, and I saw no more of him for a 


year and a half. . , . 

My uncle said that was what he had expected, and when 
at last Gordon-Nasmyth reappeared and mentioned in an 
incidental way that he had been to Paraguay on private 
(and we guessed passionate) affairs, the business of the 
“ quap” expedition had to be begun again at the beginning. 
My uncle was disposed to be altogether sceptical, but I wasn t 
so decided. I think I was drawn by its picturesque aspects. 
But we neither of us dreamt of touching it seriously unti 
Capem’s discovery 

Nasmyth’s story had laid hold of my imagination like one 
small, intense picture of tropical sunshine hung ona wa 
of grey business affairs. I kept it going during Gordon- 
Nasmyth’s intermittent appearances in England, tiveiy 
now and then he and I would meet and reinforce its enect. 
We woulS lunch in London, or he would come to see my g 1 ers 
at Crest Hill, and make new projects for getting at those heaps 
again, now with me, now alone. At times they became a so . 
of fairy story with us, an imaginative exercise. And tnen 
came Capern s discovery of what he called the ideal , / 

and with it an altogether less problematical quality about the 
business side of quap. For the ideal filament needed live per 
cent, of canadium, and canadium was known to the wor 
only as a newly separated constitutent of a variety of the rare 
mineral rutile. But to Thorold it was better known as an 
element in a mysterious sample brought to him by me, ana to 
me it was known as one of the elements in quap. l to y 
uncle, and we jumped on to the process at once. We o 
that Gordon-Nasmyth, still unaware of the altered val e 
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the stuff, and still thinking of the experimental prices of 
radium and the rarity value of cerium, had got hold of a 
cousin named Pollack, made some extraordinary transaction 
about his life-insurance policy, and was buying a brig. We 
cut in, put down three thousand pounds and forthwith the 
life-insurance transaction and the Pollack side of this finance 
vanished into thin air, leaving Pollack, I regret to say, in the 
brig and in the secret—except so far as canadium and the 
filament went—as residuum. We discussed earnestly whether 
we should charter a steamer or go on with the brig, but we 
decided on the brig as a less conspicuous instrument for an 
enterprise that was after all, to put it plainly, stealing. 

But that was one of our last enterprises before our great 
crisis, and I will tell of it in its place. 

So it was quap came into our affairs, came in as a fairy-tale 
and became real. More and more real it grew until at last it 
was real, until at last I saw with my eyes the heaps my 
imagination had seen for so long and felt between my fingers 
again that half-gritty, half-soft texture of quap, like sanded 
moist-sugar mixed with clay in which there stirs something- 

One must feel it to understand. 


§ 5 

All sorts of things came to the Hardingham and offered 
themselves to my uncle. Gordon-Nasmyth stands out 
only because he played a part at last in the crisis of our 
fortunes. So much came to us that it seemed to me at times 
as though the whole world of human affairs was ready to 
prostitute itself to our real and imaginary millions. As I 
look back, I am still dazzled and incredulous to think of the 
quality of our opportunities. We did the most extraordinary 
things ; things that it seems absurd to me to leave to any 
casual man of wealth and enterprise who cares to do them. 
I had some amazing perceptions of just how modern thought 
and the supply of fact to the general mind may be controlled 
by money. Among other things that my uncle offered for, 
he tried very hard to buy the British Medical Journal and the 
Lancet , and run them on what he called modem lines, and when 
they resisted him he talked very vigorously for a time of 
organising a rival enterprise. That was a very magnificent 
idea indeed in its way ; it would have given a tremendous 
advantage in the handling of innumerable specialities, and 
indeed I scarcely know how far it would not have put the 
medical profession in our grip. It still amazes me—I shall 
die amazed—that such a thing can be possible in the modem 
state. If my uncle failed to bring the thing off, some one 
else may succeed. But I doubt, even if he had got both those 
weeklies, whether his peculiar style would have suited them. 
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The change of purpose would have shown. He would have 
found it difficult to keep up their dignity. 

He certainly did not keep up the dignity of the Sacred 
Grove y an important critical organ which he acquired one 
day—-by saying “ snap ”—for eight hundred pounds. He 
got it 44 lock, stock, and barrel ”—under one or other of which 
three aspects the editor was included. Even at that price it 
didn’t pay. If you are a literary person you will remember 
the bright new cover he gave that representative organ of 
British intellectual culture, and how his sound business in¬ 
stincts jarred with the exalted pretensions of a vanishing age. 
One old wrapper I discovered the other day runs ;— 

“THE SACRED GROVE.” 

A Weekly Magazine of Art, Philosophy , Science and 

Belles Lettres. 


Have you a Nasty Taste in your Mouth ? 

It is Liver. 

You need ONE Twenty-Three Pill. 

(Just one.) 

Not a Drug but a Live American Remedy. 


CONTENTS. 



A Hitherto Unpublished Letter from Walter 
Pater. 

Charlotte Bronte's Maternal Great Aunt. 

A New Catholic History of England. 

The Genius of Shakespeare. 

Correspondence :—The Mendelian Hypothesis ; 
The Split Infinitive ; “ Commence,” or 

** Begin " ; Claverhouse ; Socialism and the 
Individual; The Dignity of Letters. 

Folk-lore Gossip. 

The Stage ; the Paradox of Acting, 

Travel, Biography, Verse, Fiction, etc. 


i 



* 


i 

i 


t 


The Best Pill in the World for an Irregular Liver. 

I suppose it is some lingering traces of the Bladesover 
tradition in me that makes this combination of letters and 
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pills seem so incongruous, just as I suppose it is a lingering 
trace of Plutarch and my ineradicable boyish imagination 
that at bottom our State should be wise, sane and dignified, 
that makes me think a country which leaves its medical 
and literary criticism, or indeed any such vitally important 
criticism, entirely to private enterprise and open to the 
advances of any purchaser must be in a frankly hopeless 
condition. These are ideal conceptions of mine. As a 
matter of fact, nothing could be more entirely natural and 
representative of the relations of learning, thought and the 
economic situation in the world at the present time than this 
cover of the Sacred Grove —the quiet conservatism of the one 
element embedded in the aggressive brilliance of the other ; 
the contrasted notes of bold physiological experiment and 
extreme mental immobility. 


§6 

There comes back, too, among these Hardingham memories 
an impression of a drizzling November day, and how we looked 
out of the windows upon a procession of the London unem¬ 
ployed. 

It was like looking down a well into some momentarily 
revealed nether world. Some thousands of needy ineffectual 
men had been raked together to trail their spiritless misery 
through the West End with an appeal that was also in its 
way a weak and unsubstantial threat: “ It is Work we need, 
not Charity.” 

There they were, half-phantom through the fog, a silent, 
ioot-dragging, interminable, grey procession. They carried 
wet, dirty banners, they rattled boxes for pence ; these 
men who had not said “ snap ” in the right place, the men 
who had ‘' snapped * * too eagerly, the men who had never 
said “ snap,” the men who had never had a chance of saying 
“snap.” A shambling, shameful stream they made, oozing 
along the street, the gutter waste of competitive civilisation. 
And we stood high out of it all, as high as if we looked godlike 
from another world, standing in a room beautifully ht and 
furnished, skilfully warmed, filled with costly things. 

** There,” thought I, f< but for the grace of God, go George 
and Edward Ponderevo.” 

But my uncle's thoughts ran in a different channel, and 
he made that vision the text of a spirited but inconclusive 
harangue upon Tariff Reform. 



OUR PROGRESS 



CHAPTER TWO 


OUR PROGRESS FROM CAMDEN TOWN TO CREST HILL 



S o far my history of my aunt and uncle has dealt chiefly 
with his industrial and financial exploits. But side by 
side with that history of inflation from the infinitesimal 
to the immense is another development, the change year 
by year from the shabby impecuniosity of the Camden Town 
lodging to the lavish munificence of the Crest Hill marble 
staircase and my aunt’s golden bed, the bed that was fac¬ 
similed from Fontainebleau. And the odd thing is that as f 
come to this nearer part of my story I find it much more diffi¬ 
cult to tell than the clear little perspective memories of the 
earlier days. Impressions crowd upon one another and 
overlap one another ; I was presently to fall in love again, 
to be seized by a passion to which I still faintly respond, a 
passion that still clouds my mind. I came and went between 
Ealing and my aunt and uncle, and presently between Efiie 
and clubland, and then between business and a life of research 
that became far more continuous, infinitely more consecutive 
and memorable than any of these other sets of experiences. I 
didn’t witness a regular social progress therefore ; my aunt 
and uncle went up in the world so far as I was concerned as if 
they were displayed by an early cinematograph, with little 
jumps and flickers. 

As I recall this side of our life, the figure of my round-eyed, 
button-nosed, pink-and-white Aunt Susan tends always to 
the central position. We drove the car and sustained the 
car, she sat in it with a magnificent variety of headgear poised 
upon her delicate neck, and—always with that faint ghost of 
a lisp no misspelling can render—commented on and illumin¬ 
ated the new aspects, 

I've already sketched the little home behind the Wimble- 
hurst chemist's shop, the lodging near the Cobden statue, 
and the apartments in Gower Street. Thence my aunt and 
uncle went into a flat in Redgauntlet Mansions. There 
they lived when I married. It was a compact flat, with 
very little for a woman to do in it. In those days my aunt, 
I think, used to find the time heavy upon her hands, and 
so she took to books and reading, and after a time even to 
going to lectures in the afternoon. I began to find unex¬ 
pected books upon her table ; sociological books, travels, 
Shaw's plays. 

44 Hallo t " I said, at the sight of some volume of the latter. 
“I'm keeping a mind, George," she explained. 

44 Eh ? " 
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Keeping a mind. Dogs I never cared for. It’s been a 
toss-up between setting up a mind and setting up a soul. 
It’s jolly lucky for Him and you it's a mind. I’ve joined 
the London Library, and I’m going in for the Royal Institu¬ 
tion and every blessed lecture that comes along next winter. 
You’d better look out.” . . . 

And I remember her coming in late one evening with a 
note-book in her hand. 

** Where ye been, Susan ? ” said my uncle. 

" Birkbeck—Physiology. I ’ m getting on. ” She sat down and 
took off her gloves. You’re just glass to me,” she sighed, 
and then in a note of grave reproach : ** You old Package] 

I had no idea ! The Things you've kept from me ! ” . . . 

Presently they were setting up the house at Beckenham, 
and my aunt intermitted her intellectual activities. The 
house at Beckenham was something of an enterprise for 
them at that time, a reasonably large place by the standards 
of the early years of Tono-Bungay, It was a big, rather 
gaunt villa, with a conservatory and a shrubbery, a tennis- 
lawn, a quite considerable vegetable garden, and a small 
disused coach-house, I had some glimpses of the excite¬ 
ments of its inauguration, but not many because of the 
estrangement between my aunt and Marion. 

My aunt went into that house with considerable zest, 
and my uncle distinguished himself by the thoroughness 
with which he did the repainting and replumbing. He had 
all the drains up and most of the garden with them, and stood 
a dmini strative on heaps—administrating whisky to the work¬ 
men. I found him there one day, most Napoleonic, on a little 
Elba of dirt, in an atmosphere that defies print. He also, I 
remember, chose what he considered cheerful contrasts of 
colours for the painting of the woodwork. This exasperated 
my aunt extremely — she called him a ” Pestilential old 
Splosher ” with an unusual note of earnestness—and he also 
enraged her into novelties of abuse by giving each bedroom 
the name of some favourite hero—Clive, Napoleon, Caesar, and 
so forth—and having it painted on the door in gilt letters on a 
black label. ” Martin Luther ” was kept for me. Only her 
respect lor domestic discipline, she said, prevented her re¬ 
taliating with ” Old Pondo ” on the housemaid’s cupboard. 

Also he went and ordered one of the completest sets of 
garden requisites I have ever seen—and had them all painted 
a hard, clear blue. My aunt got herself large tins of a kindlier 
hued enamel and had everything secretly recoated, and this 
done, she found great joy in the garden and became an ardent 
rose grower and herbaceous borderer, leaving her Mind, 
indeed, to damp evenings and the winter months. When I 
think of her at Beckenham, I always think first of her as dressed 
in that blue cotton stuff she affected, with her arms in huge 
gauntleted gardening gloves, a trowel in one hand and a small 
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but no doubt hardy and promising seedling* limp and very 
young-looking and sheepish* in the other. 

Beckenham, in the persons of a vicar, a doctor's wife, and 
a large proud lady called Hogberry, “ called ” on my uncle 
and aunt almost at once, so soon as the lawn was down 
again, and afterwards my aunt made friends with a quiet 
gentlewoman next door, i Propos of an overhanging cherry’ 
tree and the need of repairing the party fence. So she re¬ 
sumed her place in society from which she had fallen with the 
disaster of Wimblehurst. She made a partially facetious 
study of the etiquette of her position, had cards engraved and 
retaliated calls. And then she received a card for one of Mrs. 
Hogberry's At Homes, gave an old garden party herself, 
participated in a bazaar and sale of work, and was really 
becoming quite cheerfully entangled in Beckenham society 
when she was suddenly taken up by the roots again by my 
uncle and transplanted to Chislehurst. 

u Old Irek, George,” she said compactly, “Onward and 
Up,” when I found her superintending the loading of two 
big furniture vans. “ Go up and say good-bye to * Martin 
Luther/ and then I'll see what you can do to help me.” 


§ 2 

I look into the jumbled stores of the middle distance of 
memory, and Beckenham seems to me a quite transitory 
phase. But really they were there several years ; through 
nearly all my married life in fact, and far longer than the 
year and odd months we lived together at Wimblehurst. 
But the Wimblehurst time with them is fuller in my memory 
by far than the Beckenham period. There comes back to me 
with a quite considerable amount of detail the effect of that 
garden party of my aunt’s and of a little social misbehaviour 
of which I was guilty on that occasion. It’s like a scrap from 
another life. It's all set in what is for me a kind of cutaneous 
feeling, the feeling of rather ill-cut city clothes, frock-coat and 
grey trousers, and of a high collar and tie worn in sunshine 
among flowers, I have still a quite vivid memory of the little 
trapezoidal lawn, of the gathering and particularly of the hats 
and feathers of the gathering, of the parlour-maid and the 
blue tea-cups, and of the magnificent presence of Mrs. Hog¬ 
berry and of her clear resonant voice. It was a voice that 
would have gone with a garden party on a larger scale; it 
went into adjacent premises ; it included the gardener who 
was far up the vegetable patch and technically out of play. 
The only other men were my aunt's doctor, two of the clergy, 
amiable contrasted men, and Mrs. Hogberry's imperfectly 
grown-up son, a youth just bursting into collar. I he rest 
were women, except for a young girl or so in a state of speech¬ 
less good behaviour. Marion also was there. 
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Marion and I had arrived a little estranged, and I remember 
her as a silent presence, a shadow across all that sunlit 
emptiness of intercourse. We had embittered each other with 
one of those miserable disputes that seemed so unavoidable 
between us. She had, with the help of Smithie, dressed rather 
elaborately for the occasion, and when she saw me prepared 
to accompany her in, I think it was, a grey suit, she protested 
that silk hat and frock-coat were imperative. I was recal¬ 
citrant, she quoted an illustrated paper showing a garden party 
with the King present, and finally I capitulated—but after my 
evil habit, resentfully. ... 

Eh dear ! those old quarrels, how pitiful they were, how 
trivial! And how sorrowful they are to recall 1 I think they 
grow more sorrowful as I grow older, and all the small 
passionate reasons for our mutual anger fade and fade out of 
memory. 

The impression that Beckenham company has left on my 
mind is one of a modest unreality ; they were all maintaining 
a front of unspecified social pretension, and evading the display 
of the economic facts of the case. Most of the husbands were 
<( in business ” off stage—it would have been outrageous to 
ask what the business was—and the wives were giving their 
energies to produce with the assistance of novels and the illus¬ 
trated magazines, a moralised version of the afternoon life 
of the aristocratic class. They hadn't the intellectual or 
moral enterprise of the upper-class woman, they had no 
political interests, they had no views about anything, and 
consequently they were, I remember, extremely difficult to 
talk to. They all sat about in the summer-house and in 
garden-chairs, and were very hattv and rufiley and sunshadey. 
Three ladies and the curate played croquet with a general 
immense gravity broken by occasional loud cries of feigned 
distress from the curate. ” Oh ! Whacking me about 
again ! Augh ! ” 

The dominant social fact that afternoon was Mrs. Hog- 
berry ; she took up a central position commanding the croquet 
and went on, as my aunt said to me in an incidental aside, 

“ like an old Roundabout.” She talked of the way in which 
Beckenham society was getting mixed, and turned on to a 
touching letter she had recently received from her former nurse 
at Little Gossdean. Followed a loud account of Little Goss- 
dean and how much she and her eight sisters had been looked 
up to there. “ My poor mother was quite a little Queen 
there,” she said. ** And such nice Common People ! People 
say the country labourers are getting disrespectful nowadays. 
It isn’t so—not if they're properly treated. Here, of course, in 
Beckenham it’s different, I don’t call the peo ple we get here a 
Poor—they’re certainly not a proper Poor. They’re Masses* 

I always tell Mr. Bugshoot they’re Masses, and ought to be 
treated as such.” . . . 
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Dim memories of Mrs* Mackridge floated through my 
mind as I listened to her, , . . 

I was whirled on this roundabout for a bit, and then had 
the fortune to fall off into a tHe-a-tete with a lady whom my 
aunt introduced as Mrs. Mumble—but then she introduced 
everybody to me as Mumble that afternoon, either by way 
of humour or necessity. 

That must have been one of my earliest essays in the art 
of polite conversation, and I remember that I began by 
criticising the local railway service, and that at the third 
sentence or thereabouts Mrs. Mumble said in a distinctlv 

V 

bright and encouraging way that she feared I was a very 
“ frivolous ” person. 

I wonder now what it was I said that was ** frivolous.’’ 

I don’t know what happened to end that conversation, 
or if it had an end. I remember talking to one of the clergy 
for a time rather awkwardly, and being given a sort of topo¬ 
graphical history of Beckenham, which he assured me time 
after time, was " Quite an old place. Quite an old place.” 
As though I had treated it as new and he meant to be very 
patient but very convincing. Then we hung up in a distinct 
pause, and my aunt rescued me, " George,” she said in a 
confidential undertone, ” keep the pot-a-boiling.” And then 
audibly, ** I say, will you both old trot about with tea a bit ? ” 

*' Only too delighted to trot for you, Mrs. Ponderevo,” 
said the clergyman, becoming fearfully expert and in his 
element ; ” only too delighted.” 

I found we were near a rustic table, and that the house¬ 
maid was behind us in a suitable position to catch us on the 
rebound with the tea things. 

u Trot ! ” repeated the clergyman to me, much amused ; 
” excellent expression [ ” and I just saved him from the tray 
as he turned about. 

We handed tea for a while. ... 

" Give ’em cakes,” said my aunt, flushed but well in hand. 
” Helps ’em to talk, George. Always talk best after a little 
nusbment. Like throwing a bit of turf down an old geyser.” 

She surveyed the gathering with a predominant blue eye 
and helped herself to tea. 

” They keep on going stiff,” she said in an undertone. . . . 
” I’ve done my best.” 

” It’s been a huge success,” I said encouragingly. 

” That boy has had his legs crossed in that position and 
hasn’t spoken for ten minutes. Stiffer and stiner. Brittle. 
He’s beginning a dry cough—always a bad sign, George. , . . 
Walk 'em about, shall I ?—rub their noses with snow > ” 

Happily she didn’t. I got myself involved with the gentle¬ 
woman from next door, a pensive, languid-looking little woman 
with a low voice, and fell talking ; our topic, Cats and Dogs, 
and which it was we liked best. 
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“ I always feel,” said the pensive little woman, " that 
there’s something about a dog- A cat hasn’t got it.” 

Yes,” I found myself admitting with great enthusiasm, 
fi there is something. And yet again-” 

“ Oh I I know there’s something about a cat too. But 
it isn’t the same.” 

” Not quite the same,” I admitted ; ” but still it’s some¬ 

thing.” 

” Ah ! But such a different something ! ” 

” More sinuous.” 

“ Much more.” 

“ Ever so much more.” . . . 

” It make all the difference, don’t you think ? ” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ all.” 

She glanced at me gravely and sighed a long, deep-felt ** Yes. 19 

A long pause. 

The thing seemed to me to amount to a stalemate. Fear 
came into my heart and much perplexity. 

“ The -er, Roses,” I said. I felt like a drowning man. 
” Those roses—don’t you think they are—very beautiful 
flowers ? ” 

” Aren't they ! ” she agreed gently. ” There seems to be 
something in roses—something—I don’t know how to express 
it.” 

” Something,” I said helpfully. 

“ Yes,” she said, ” something. Isn’t there ? ” 

“ So few people see it,” I said ; ” more's the pity ! ” 

She sighed and said again very softly, ” Yes.” . . . 

There was another long pause. I looked at her, and she 
was thinking dreamily. The drowning sensation returned, 
the fear and enfeeb lenient. I perceived by a sort of inspira¬ 
tion that her tea-cup was empty. 

'* Let me take your cup,” I said abruptly, and, that secured* 
made for the table by the summer-house. I had no intention 
then of deserting my aunt. But close at hand the big French 
window of the drawing-room yawned inviting and suggestive. 
I can feel all that temptation now, and particularly the pro¬ 
vocation of my collar. In an instant I was lost. I would — 
Just for a moment ! 

I dashed in, put down the cup on the keys of the grand 
piano and fled upstairs, softly, swiftly, three steps at a time, 
to the sanctuary of my uncle’s study, his snuggery. I arrived 
there breathless, convinced there was no return for me. I 
was very glad and ashamed of myself and desperate. By 
means of a penknife I contrived to break open his cabinet of 
cigars, drew a chair to the window, took off my coat, collar and 
tie, and remained smoking guiltily and rebelhously, and peep¬ 
ing through the blind at the assembly on the lawn until it was 
altogether gone. . 

The clergymen, I thought, were wonderful. 
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§ 3 

A few such pictures of those early days at Beckenham 
stand out, and then I find myself among the Chislehurst 
memories. The Chislehurst mansion had “ grounds " rather 
than a mere garden, and there was a gardener's cottage and a 
little lodge at the gate. The ascendant movement was always 
far more in evidence there than at Beckenham. The velocity 
was increasing. 

One night picks itself out as typical, as in its way marking 
an epoch. I was there, I think, about some advertisement 
stuff, on some sort of business anyhow, and my uncle and 
aunt had come back in a fly from a dinner at the Runcorns. 
(Even then he was nibbling at Runcorn with the idea of our 
great Amalgamation budding in his mind.) I got down there, 
I suppose, about eleven. I found the two of them sitting in 
the study, my aunt on a chair-arm with a whimsical pensive¬ 
ness on her face, regarding my uncle, and he, much extended 
and very rotund, in the low arm-chair drawn up to the fender. 
“ Look here, George," said my uncle after my first greetings, 
I just been saying : We aren't Oh Fay ! " 

“ Eh ? " 

" Not Oh Fay ! Socially ! " 

“ Old Fly , he means, George—French 1 " 

" Oh 1 Didn't think of French. One never knows where 
to have him. What's gone wrong to-night ? " 

“ I been thinking. It isn’t any particular thing. I ate too 
much of that fishy stuff at first, like salt frog spawn, and was 
a bit confused by olives ; and—well, I didn’t know which wine 
was which. Had to say that each time. It puts your talk all 
wrong. And she wasn't in evening dress, not like the others. 
We can't go on in that style, George—not a proper ad’." 

“ I'm not sure you were right," I said, “ in having a fly,” 

" We got to do it all better," said my uncle, " we got to do 
it in Style, Smart business, smart men. She tries to pass 
it off as humorous"—my aunt pulled a grimace—" it isn't 
humorous ! See ! We're on the up-grade now, fair and 
square. We’re going to be big. We aren't going to be 
laughed at as Poovenoos, see ! " 

** Nobody laughed at you," said my aunt. " Old Bladder ! " 
** Nobody isn’t going to laugh at me," said my uncle, 
glancing at his contours and suddenly sitting up. 

My aunt raised her eyebrows slightly, swung her foot, and 
said nothing. 

*' We aren't keeping pace with our own progress, George. 
We got to. We're bumping against new people, and they 
set up to be gentlefolks—etiquette dinners and all the rest 
of it. They give themselves airs and expect us to be fish-out- 
of-water. We aren't going to be. They think we've no Style. 
Well, we give them Style for our advertisements, and we’re 

T.-B, -M.U. G 
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going to give 'em Style all through. . . . You needn't be born 
to it to dance well on the wires of the Bond Street tradesmen. 
See ? ” 

I handed him the cigar-box. 

“ Runcorn hadn't cigars like these/ 1 he said, truncating one 
lovingly. " We beat him at cigars. We'll beat him all round." 

My aunt and I regarded him, full of apprehensions. 

I got idees,” he said darkly to the cigar, deepening our 
dread. 

He pocketed his cigar-cutter and spoke again. 

“ We got to learn all the rotten little game first. See ? 
F’rin stance, we got to get samples of all the blessed wines 
there are—and learn ’em up. Stern, Smoor, Burgundy, 
all of ’em ! She took Stern to-night—and when she tasted 

it first- You pulled a face, Susan, you did. I saw 

you. It surprised you. You bunched your nose. We got 
to get used to wine and not do that. \Ve got to get used to 
wearing evening dress— you, Susan, too." 

“ Always have had a tendency to stick out of my clothes,” 

said my aunt. ” However-- Who cares ? ” She shrugged 

her shoulders. 

I had never seen my uncle so immensely serious. 

Got to get the hang of etiquette,” he went on to the 
fire. “ Horses even. Practise everything. Dine every night 
in evening dress. . , . Get a brougham or something. Learn 
up golf and tennis and things. Country gentleman. Oh 
Fay. It isn't only freedom from Goochery.” 

“ Eh ? ” I said, 

“ Oh !—Gawshery, if you like ! ” 

“ French, George,” said my aunt. ” But I'm not old 
Gooch. I made that face for fun.” 

It isn't only freedom from Gawshery. We got to have 
Style. See 1 Style ! Just all right and one better. That’s 
what I call Style. We can do it, and we will.” 

He mumbled his cigar and smoked for a space, leaning 
forward and looking into the fire, 

” What is it,” he asked, “ after all ? What is it ? Tips 
about eating ; tips about drinking. Clothes. How to hold 
yourself, and not say jes’ the few little things they know for 
certain are wrong—jes' the shibboleth things.” . . . 

He was silent again, and the cigar crept up from the hori¬ 
zontal towards the zenith as the confidence of his mouth 
increased. 

” Learn the whole bag of tricks in six months,” he said, 
becoming more cheerful. " Eh, Susan ? Beat 'em out ! 
George, you in particular ought to get hold of it. Ought 
to get into a good club, and all that.” 

” Always ready to learn,” I said. ” Ever since you gave 
me the chance of Latin. So far we don't seem to have hit 
upon any Latin-speaking stratum in the population.” 
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“ We've come to French," said my aunt, " anyhow." 

“ It's a very useful language," said my uncle. " Puts a 
point on things. Zzzz. As for accent, no Englishman has 
an accent. No Englishman pronounces French properly. 
Don’t you tell me. It's a Bluff. It’s all a Bluff. Life’s 
a Bluff—practically. That’s why it’s so important, Susan, 
for us to attend to Style. Le Steel Say Lum. The Style 
it’s the man. Whad you laughing at, Susan ? . , . George, 
you’re not smoking. These cigars are good for the mind. 
. . . What do you think of it all ? We got to adapt ourselves. 
We have—so far. , . . Not going to be beat by these silly 
things." 

§ 4 

“ What do you think of it, George ? ” he insisted. 

What I said I thought of it I don’t now recall. Only I 
have very distinctly the impression of meeting for a moment 
mv aunt's impenetrable eye. And anyhow he started in 
with his accustomed energy to rape the mysteries of the Costly 
Life, and become the calmest of its lords. On the whole I 
think he did it—thoroughly. I have crowded memories, a 
little difficult to disentangle, of his experimental stages, his 
experimental proceedings. It’s hard at times to say which 
memory comes in front of which. I recall him as presenting 
on the whole a series of small surprises, as being again and 
again, unexpectedly, a little more self-confident, a little more 
polished, a little richer and finer, a little more aware of the 
positions and values of things and men. There was a time— 
it must have been very early-—when I saw him deeply im¬ 
pressed by the splendours of the dining-room of the National 
Liberal Club. Heaven knows who our host was or what that 
particular little “ feed " was about now !—all that sticks is the 
impression of our straggling entry, a string of six or seven 
guests, and my uncle looking about him at the numerous bright 
red-shaded tables, at the exotics in great Majolica jars, at the 
shining ceramic columns and pilasters, at the impressive 
portraits of Liberal statesmen and heroes, and all that contri¬ 
butes to the ensemble of that palatial spectacle. He was 
betrayed into a whisper to me, "This is all Right, George ! 
he said. That artless comment seems almost incredible as I 
set it down ; there came a time so speedily when not even 
the clubs of New York could have overawed my uncle, and 
when he could walk through the bowing magnificence of the 
Royal Grand Hotel to his chosen table in that aggressively 
exquisite gallery upon the river, with all the easy calm of one 
of earth’s legitimate kings. 

The two of them learned the new game rapidly and well; 
they experimented abroad, they experimented at home. 
At Chislehurst, with the aid of a new, very costly, but highly 
instructive cook, they tried over everything they heard of that 



192 


TONO-BUNGAY 


roused their curiosity and had any reputation for difficulty, 
from asparagus to plover’s eggs. They afterwards got a 
gardener who could wait at table—and he brought the soil 
home to one. Then there came a butler. 

I remember my aunt’s first dinner-gown very brightly, 
and how she stood before the fire in the drawing-room con 
fessing once unsuspected pretty arms with all the courage she 
possessed, and looking over her shoulder at herself in a mirror. 

“ A ham,” she remarked reflectively, " must feel like this. 
Just a necklace.” . . . 

I attempted, I think, some commonplace compliment. 

My uncle appeared at the door in a white waistcoat and 
with his hands in his trouser pockets ; he halted and surveyed 
her critically. 

” Couldn’t tell you from a duchess, Susan,” he remarked. 
“I'd like to have you painted, standin’ at the fire like that. 
Sargent ! You look—spirited, somehow. Lord !—I wish 
some of those damned tradesmen at Wimblehurst could see 
you.” . . . 

They did a lot of week-ending at hotels, and sometimes 
I went down with them. We seemed to fall into a vast 
drifting crowd of social learners. I don't know whether it is 
due simply to my changed circumstances, but it seems to me 
there have been immensely disproportionate developments 
of the hotel-frequenting and restaurant-using population 
during the last twenty years. It is not only, I think, that 
there are crowds of people who, like we were, are in the econo¬ 
mically ascendant phase, but whole masses of the prosperous 
section of the population must be altering their habits, giving up 
high-tea for dinner and taking to evening dress, using the week¬ 
end hotels as a practice-ground for these new social arts. A 
swift and systematic conversion to gentility has been going 
on, I am convinced, throughout the whole commercial upper- 
middle class since I was twenty-one. Curiously mixed was 
the personal quality of the people one saw in these raids. 
There were conscientiously refined and low-voiced people 
reeking with proud bashfulness ; there were aggressively 
smart people using pet diminutives for each other loudly and 
seeking fresh occasions for brilliant rudeness ; there were 
awkward husbands and wives quarrelling furtively about their 
manners and ill at ease under the eye of the waiter—cheerfully 
amiable and often discrepant couples with a disposition to 
inconspicuous corners, and the jolly sort, affecting an unaffected 
ease j plump happy ladies who laughed too loud, and gentle¬ 
men in evening dress who subsequently ” got their pipes.” 
And nobody, you knew, was anybody, however expensively 
they dressed and whatever rooms they took. 

I look back now with a curious remoteness of spirit to 
those crowded dining-rooms with their dispersed tables 
and their inevitable red-shaded lights and the unsympathetic. 
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unskilful waiters, and the choice of “ Thig or Glear, sir ? *' 
I've not dined in that way, in that sort of place, now for five 
years—it must be quite five years, so specialised and narrow 
is my life becoming. 

My uncle’s earlier motor-car phases work in with these 
associations, and there stands out a little bright vignette 
of the hall of the Magnificent, Bexhill-on-Sea, and people 
dressed for dinner and sitting about amidst the scarlet furni¬ 
ture-satin and white enamelled woodwork until the gong should 
gather them ; and my aunt is there, very marvellously wrapped 
about in a dust cloak and a cage-like veil, and there are hotel 
porters and under-porters very alert, and an obsequious 
manager, and the tall young lady in black from the office is 
surprised into admiration, and in the middle of the picture is 
my uncle making his first appearance in that Esquimaux 
costume I have already mentioned, a short figure, compactly 
immense, hugely goggled, wearing a sort of brown rubber 
proboscis, and surmounted by a table-land of motoring cap, 

§ 5 

So it was we recognised our new needs as fresh invaders 
of the upper levels of the social system, and set ourselves v 
quite consciously to the acquisition of Style and Savo ir. } 
Faire . We became part of what is nowadays quite an im¬ 
portant element in the confusion of our world, that multitude 
of economically ascendant people who are learning how to 
spend money. It is made up of financial people, the owners of 
the businesses that are eating up their competitors, inventors 
of new sources of wealth such as ourselves ; it includes nearly 
all America as one sees it on the European stage. It is a 
various multitude having only this in common ; they are 
all moving, and particularly their womenkind are moving, 
from conditions in which means were insistently finite, things 
were few and customs simple, towards a limitless expenditure 
and the sphere of attraction of Bond Street, Fifth Avenue, and 
Paris. Iheir general effect is one of progressive revelation, 
of limitless rope. 

They discover suddenly indulgences their moral code 
never foresaw and has no provision for, elaborations, orna¬ 
ments, possessions beyond their wildest dreams. With an 
immense astonished zest they begin shopping , begin a sys¬ 
tematic adaptation to a new life crowded and brilliant with 
things shopped, with jewels, maids, butlers, coachmen, 
electric broughams, hired town and country houses. They 
plunge into it as one plunges into a career ; as a class, they 
talk, think, and dream possessions. Their literature, their 
Press, turns all on that ; immense illustrated weeklies of un¬ 
surpassed magnificence guide them in domestic architecture, 
in the art of owning a garden, in the achievement of the 
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sumptuous in motor-cars, in an elaborate sporting equip¬ 
ment, in the purchase and control of their estates, in travel 
and stupendous hotels. Once they begin to move they go far 
and fast. Acquisition becomes the substance of their lives. 
They find a world organised to gratify that passion. In a 
brief year or so they are connoisseurs . They join in the plunder 
of the eighteenth century, buy rare old books, fine old pictures, 
good old furniture. Their first crude conception of dazzling 
suites of the newly perfect is replaced almost from the outset 
by a jackdaw dream of accumulating costly discrepant old 
things. . . . 

I seem to remember my uncle taking to shopping quite 
suddenly. In the Beckenham days and in the early Chisle- 
hurst days he was chiefly interested in getting money, and 
except for his onslaught on the Beckenham house, bothered 
very little about his personal surroundings and possessions. 
I forget now when the change came and he began to spend. 
Some accident must have revealed to him this new source of 
power, or some subtle shifting occurred in the tissues of his 
brain. He began to spend and “ shop.*' So soon as he began 
to shop, he began to shop violently. He began buying pictures, 
and then, oddly enough, old clocks. For the Chislehurst 
house he bought nearly a dozen grandfather clocks and three 
copper warming-pans. After that he bought much furniture. 
Then he plunged into art patronage, and began to commission 
pictures and to make presents to churches and institutions. 
His buying increased with a regular acceleration. Its develop¬ 
ment was a part of the mental changes that came to him in the 
wild excitements of the last four years of his ascent. Towards 
the climax he was a furious spender ; he shopped with large, 
unexpected purchases, he shopped like a mind seeking ex¬ 
pression, he shopped to astonish and dismay * shopped 
crescendo , shopped fortissimo , con motto expressions until the 
magnificent smash of Crest Hill ended his shopping for ever. 
Always it was he who shopped. My aunt did not shine as a 
purchaser. It is a curious thing, due to I know not what fine 
strain in her composition, that my aunt never set any great 
store upon possessions. She plunged through that crowded 
bazaar of Vanity Fair during those feverish years, spending 
no doubt freely and largely, but spending with detachment 
and a touch of humorous contempt for the things, even the 
“ old ” things, that money can buy. It came to me suddenly 
one afternoon just how detached she was. as I saw her going to¬ 
wards the Hardingham, sitting up as she always did rather stiffly 
in her electric brougham, regarding the glittering world with in¬ 
terested and ironically innocent blue eyes from under the brim 
of a hat that defied comment. (< No one/ 1 I thought, <l would 
sit so apart if she hadn’t dreams—and what are her dreams ? '* 

I*d never thought. 

And I remember, too, an outburst of scornful description 


OUR PROGRESS 


IQ 5 

after she had lunched with a party of women at the Imperial 
Cosmic Club. She came round to my rooms on the chance 
of finding me there, and I gave her tea. She professed herself 
tired and cross, and flung herself into my chair. . . . 

“ George,” she cried, ” the Things women are ! Do I stink 
of money ? ” 

“ Lunching P ” I asked. 

She nodded. 

“ Plutocratic ladies P ” 

" Yes.” 

“ Oriental type ? ” 

” Oh t Like a burst hareem ! . . . Bragging of possessions. 

. . . They feel you. They feel your clothes, George, to see if 
they axe good ! ” 

I soothed her as well as I could. " They arc Good, aren't 
they ? ” I said. 

” IPs the old pawnshop in their blood,” she said, drinking 
tea ; and then in infinite disgust, ” They run their hands 
over your clothes—they paw you.” 

I had a moment of doubt whether perhaps she had not 
been discovered in possession of unsuspected forgeries. I 
don't know. After that my eyes were quickened, and I 
began to see for myself women running their hands over other 
women’s furs, scrutinising their lace, even demanding to 
handle jewellery, appraising, envying, testing. They have a 
kind of etiquette. The woman who feels says, ” What 
beautiful sables ! ” ” What lovely lace ! ” The woman felt 

admits proudly : 4t It’s Real, you know,” or disavows pre¬ 
tension modestly and hastily, ** It’s not Good.” In each 
other’s houses they peer at the pictures, handle the selvage of 
hangings, look at the bottoms of china, . . . 

I wonder if it is the old pawnshop in the blood. 

I doubt if Lady Drew and the Olympians did that sort of 
thing, but there I may be only clinging to another of my 
former illusions about aristocracy and the State. Perhaps 
always possessions have been Booty, and never anywhere 
has there been such a thing as house and furnishings native 
and natural to the women and men who made use of them. . . . 


§6 

For me, at least, it marked an epoch in my uncle’s career 
when I learnt one day that he had ” shopped ” Lady Grove. 
1 realised a fresh, wide, unpreluded step. He took me by 
surprise with the sudden change of scale from such portable 
possessions as jewels and motor-cars to a stretch of country¬ 
side, The transaction was Napoleonic; he was told of the 
place ; he said “ snap ” ; there were no preliminary desirings 
or searchings. Then he came home and said what he had 
done. Even my aunt was for a day or so measurably 
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awe-stricken by this exploit in purchase, and we both went 
down with him to see the house in a mood near consternation. 
It struck us then as a very lordly place indeed. I remember 
the three of us standing on the terrace that looked westward, 
surveying the sky-reflecting windows of the house, and a feeling 
of unwarrantable intrusion comes back to me. 

Lady Grove, you know, is a very beautiful house indeed, 
a still and gracious place, whose age-long seclusion was only 
effectively broken with the toot of the coming of the motor¬ 
car. An old Catholic family had died out in it, century by 
century, and was now altogether dead. Portions of the fabric 
are thirteenth century, and its last architectural revision was 
Tudor ; within, it is for the most part dark and chilly, save 
for two or three favoured rooms and its tall-windowed, oak- 
galleried hall. Its terrace is its noblest feature, a very wide, 
broad lawn it is, bordered by a low stone battlement, and there 
is a great cedar in one corner under whose level branches one 
looks out across the blue distances of the Weald—blue dis¬ 
tances that are made extraordinarily Italian in quality by virtue 
of the dark masses of that single tree. It is a high-hung 
terrace ; southward one looks down upon the tops of way¬ 
faring trees and spruces, and westward on a steep slope of 
beech wood, through which the road comes. One turns back to 
the still old house, and sees a grey and lichenous fa$ade 
with a finely arched entrance. It was warmed by the 
afternoon light and touched with the colour of a few neglected 
roses and a pyracanthus. It seemed to me that the most 
modem owner conceivable in this serene fine place was some 
bearded scholarly man in a black cassock, gentle-voiced 
and white-handed, or some soft-robed, grey gentlewoman. 
And there was my uncle holding his goggles in a sealskin 
glove, wiping the glass with a pocket-handkerchief, and asking 
my aunt if Lady Grove wasn’t a “ Bit of all Right,” 

My aunt made him no answer. 

” The man who built this,” I speculated, ” wore armour 
and carried a sword.” 

” There's some of it inside still,” said my uncle. 

We went inside. An old woman with very white hair was 
in charge of the place, and cringed rather obviously to the new 
master. She evidently found him a strange and frightful 
apparition, and was dreadfully afraid of him. But if 
the surviving present bowed down to us, the past did not. 
We stood up to the dark long portraits of the extinguished 
race—one was a Holbein—and looked them in their sidelong 
eyes. They looked back at us. We all, I know, felt the enig¬ 
matical quality in them. Even my uncle was momentarily 
embarrassed, I think, by that invincibly self-complacent ex¬ 
pression. It was just as though, after all, he had not bought 
them up and replaced them altogether, as though that, secretly, 
they knew better and could smile at him, . . . 
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The spirit of the place was akin to Bladesover but touched 
with something older and remoter. That armour that stood 
about had once served in tilt-yards, if indeed it has not served 
in battle, and this family had sent its blood and treasure, 
time after time, upon the most romantic quest in history, to 
Palestine. Dreams, loyalties, place and honour, how utterly 
had it ail evaporated, leaving at last the final expression of its 
spirit, these quaint painted smiles, these smiles of triumphant 
completion. It had evaporated, indeed, long before the ulti¬ 
mate Durgan had died, and in his old age he had cumbered the 
place with Early-Victorian cushions and carpets and tapestry 
tablecloths and invalid appliances of a type even more extinct 
it seemed to us than the Crusades. . . . Yes, it was different 
from Bladesover. 

“ Bit stuffy, George," said my uncle. " They hadn't much 
idee of ventilation when this was built." 

One of the panelled rooms was half-filled with presses and 
a four-poster bed. " Might be the ghost room," said my 
uncle ; but it did not seem to me that so retiring a family 
as the Durgans, so old and completed and exhausted a family 
as the Durgans, was likely to haunt anybody. What living 
thing now had any concern with their honour and judgments 
and good and evil deeds ? Ghosts and witchcraft were a 
later innovation; that fashion came from Scotland with the 
Stuarts. . . . 

Afterwards, prying for epitaphs, we found a marble crusader 
with a broken nose, under a battered canopy of fretted stone, 
outside the restricted limits of the present Duffield church, 
and half-buried in nettles. " Ichabod," said my uncle. 
" Eh ? We shall be like that, Susan, some day. . . . I’m 
going to clean him up a bit and put a railing to keep off the 
children." 

Old saved at the eleventh hour," said my aunt, quoting 
one of the less successful advertisements of Tono-Bungay. 

But I don’t think my uncle heard her. 

It was by our captured crusader that the vicar found us. 
He came round the corner at us briskly, a little out of breath. 
He had an air of having been running after 11s since the first 
toot of our horn had warned the village of our presence. He 
was an Oxford man, clean-shaven, with a cadaverous com¬ 
plexion and a guardedly respectful manner, a cultivated 
intonation, and a general air of accommodation to the new 
order of things. These Oxford men are the Greeks of our 
plutocratic empire. He was a Tory in spirit, and what one 
may call an adapted Tory by stress of circumstances, that is 
to say he was no longer a legitimist, he was prepared for the 
substitution of new lords for old. We were pill vendors, he 
knew, and no doubt horribly vulgar in soul ; but then it might 
have been some polygamous Indian rajah , a great strain on a 
good man’s tact, or some Jew with an inherited expression of 
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contempt. Anyhow, we were English and neither Dissenters 
nor Socialists, and he was cheerfully prepared to do what he 
could to make gentlemen of both of us. He might have 
preferred Americans for some reasons ; they are not so 
obviously taken from one part of the social system and dumped 
down in another, and they are more teachable ; but in this 
world we cannot always be choosers. So he was very bright 
and pleasant with us, showed us the church, gossiped inform - 
ingly about our neighbours on the country-side. Tux the 
banker, Lord Boom the magazine and newspaper proprietor, 
Lord Carnaby, that great sportsman, and old Lady Osprey. 
And finally he took us byway of a village lane—three children 
bobbed convulsively with eyes of terror for my uncle—through 
a meticulous garden to a big, slovenly Vicarage with faded 
Victorian furniture and a faded Victorian wife, who gave us 
tea and introduced us to a confusing family dispersed among 
a lot of disintegrating basket chairs upon the edge of a well- 
used tennis lawn. 

These people interested me. They were a common type, 
no doubt, but they were new to me. There were two lank 
sons who had been playing singles at tennis, red-eared youths 
growing black moustaches, and dressed in conscientiously 
untidy tweeds and unbuttoned and ungirt Norfolk jackets. 
There were a number of ill-nourished-looking daughters, 
sensible and economical in their costume, the younger still 
with long, brown-stockinged legs, and the eldest present— 
there were, we discovered, one or two hidden away—displaying 
a large gold cross and other aggressive ecclesiastical symbols ; 
there were two or three fox-terriers, a retrieverish mongrel, 
and an old, bloody-eyed and very evil-smelling St. Bernard. 
There was a jackdaw. There was, moreover, an ambiguous 
silent lady that my aunt subsequently decided must be a very 
deaf paying guest. Two or three other people had concealed 
themselves at our coming and left unfinished teas behind 
them. Rugs and cushions lay among the chairs, and two 
of the latter were, I noted, covered with Union Jacks. 

The vicar introduced us sketchily, and the faded Victorian 
4,0 wife regarded my aunt with a mixture of conventional scorn 

* /v . A And abject respect, and talked to her in a languid persistent 
t yq about people in the neighbourhood whom my aunt 
could not possibly know. My aunt received these personalia 
cheerfully, with her blue eyes flitting from point to point, 
and coming back again and again to the pinched faces of the 
daughters and the cross upon the eldest’s breast. Encouraged 
by my aunt’s manner the vicar’s wife grew patronising and 
kindly, and made it evident that she could do much to bridge 
the social gulf between ourselves and the people of family 
about us. 

I had just snatches of that conversation. “ Mrs. Memdew 
brought him quite a lot of money. Her father, I believe* 
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had been in the Spanish wine trade—quite a lady, though. 
And after that he fell off his horse and cracked his brain pan 
and took to fishing and farming. I'm sure you’ll like to know 
them. He’s most amusing. . . . The daughter had a dis- 
appointment and went to China as a missionary and got mixed 
up in a massacre. . . . 

"The most beautiful silks and things she brought back, 
you’d hardly believe t . , . 

"Yes, they gave them to propitiate her. You see, they 
didn’t understand the difference, and they thought that as 
they’d been massacring people, they'd be massacred. They 
didn’t understand the difference Christianity makes, . . . 

“ Seven bishops they’ve had in the family! . . . 

** Married a Papist and was quite lost to them. . . . 

" He failed some dreadful examination and had to go into 
the militia. . . . 

** So she bit his leg as hard as ever she could and he let 
go. . . . 

" Had four of his ribs amputated. . . . 

** Caught meningitis and was carried off in a week. 

“ Had to have a large piece of silver tube let into his throat, 
and if he wants to talk he puts his finger on it. It makes him 
so interesting, I think. You feel he’s sincere, somehow. A 
most charming man in every way, 

" Preserved them both in spirits very luckily, and there 
they are in his study, though of course he doesn't show them 
to everybody," 

The silent lady, unperturbed by these apparently exciting 
topics, scrutinised my aunt’s costume with a singular intensity, 
and was visibly moved when she unbuttoned her dust cloak 
and flung it wide. Meanwhile, we men conversed, one of the 
more spirited daughters listened brightly, and the youths 
lay on the grass at our feet. My uncle offered them cigars, 
but they both declined—out of bashfulness, it seemed to me, 
whereas the vicar, I think, accepted out of tact. When we 
were not looking at them directly, these young men would 
kick each other furtively. 

Under the influence of my uncle's cigar, the vicar’s mind had 
soared beyond the limits of the district. “ This Socialism," 
he said, " seems making great headway," 

My uncle shook his head. " We're too individualistic in this 
country for that sort of nonsense," he said. " Every bod v’s 
PUfll RfiSs is nobody’s business. That's where they go wrong. r 

* They Btive Me intelligent people in their ranks, I am 
told," said the vicar, ** writers and so forth. Quite a dis¬ 
tinguished playwright, my eldest daughter was telling me—I 
forget his name. Milly dear ! Oh I she’s not here. Painters, 
too, they have. This Socialism, it seems to me, is part of the 
Unrest of the Age. . . . But, as you say, the spirit of the 
people is against it. In the country at any rate. The people 
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down here are too sturdily independent in their small way— 
and too sensible altogether,” . . , 

“ It's a great thing for Duffield to have Lady Grove occupied 
again,” he was saying when my wandering attention came 
back from some attractive casualty in his wife's discourse. 
*' People have always looked up to the house—and considering 
all things, old Mr. Durgan really was extraordinarily good— 
extraordinarily good. You intend to give us a good deal of 
your time here I hope.” 

“ I mean to do my duty by the Parish,” said my uncle. 

"I’m sincerely glad to hear it—sincerely. We’ve missed 

—the house influence. An English village isn’t complete- 

People get out of hand. Life grows dull. The young people 
drift away to London.” 

He enjoyed his cigar gingerly for a moment. 

“ We shall look to you to liven things up,” he said—poor 
man 1 

My uncle cocked his cigar and removed it from his mouth. 

“ Whad you think the place wants ? ” he asked. 

He did not wait for an answer. “ I been thinking while 
you been talking—things one might do. Cricket—a good 
English game—sports. Build the chaps a pavilion perhaps. 
Then every village ought to have a miniature rifle-range.” 

“ Ye-ees,” said the vicar. " Provided, of course, there 
isn’t a constant popping.” , . . 

“Manage that all right,” said my uncle. “ Thing’d be a 
sort of long shed. Paint it red. British colour. Then 
there's a Union Jack for the church and the village school. 
Paint the school red, too, p’raps. Not enough colour about 
now. Too grey. Then a maypole.” 

“ How far our people would take up that sort of thing-” 

began the vicar. 

“ I’m all for getting that good old English spirit back 
again,” said my uncle. “ Merrymakings. Lads and lasses 
dancing on the village green. Harvest home. Fairings. 
Yule Log—all the rest of it.” 

“ How would old Sally Glue do for a May Queen ? ” asked 
one of the sons in the slight pause that followed. 

“ Or Annie Glassbound ? ” said the other, with the huge, 
virile guffaw of a young man whose voice has only recently 
broken. 

“ Sally Glue is eighty-five, ” explained the vicar, “ and 
Annie Glassbound is, well—a young lady of extremely generous 
proportions. And not quite right, you know. Not quite 
right—here.” He tapped his brow. 

“ Generous proportions ! ” said the eldest son, and the 
guffaws were renewed. 

" You see,” said the vicar, “ all the brisker girls go into 
service in or near London. The life of excitement attracts 
them. And no doubt the higher wages have something to do 
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with it. And the liberty to wear finery. And generally— 
freedom from restraint. So that there might be a little diffi¬ 
culty, perhaps, to find a May Queen here just at present who 
was really young and, er—pretty. ... Of course I couldn't 
think of any of my girls——or anything of that sort/' 

** We got to attract 'em back," said my uncle. “ That’s 
what I feel about it. We got to Buck-Up the country. The 
English country is a going concern still ; just as the Estab¬ 
lished Church—if you’ll excuse me saying it, is a going concern. 
Just as Oxford is—or Cambridge. Or any of those old, fine 
old things. Only it wants fresh capital, fresh idees, and fresh 
methods. Light railways, fTinstance—scientific use of 
drainage. Wire fencing—machinery—all that.” 

The vicar’s face for one moment betrayed dismay. Perhaps 
he was thinking of his country walks amidst the hawthorns 
and honeysuckle. 

“ There’s great things,” said my uncle, “to be done on 
Mod’un lines with Village Jam and Pickles—boiled in the 
country.” 

It was the reverberation of this last sentence in my mind, 
I think, that sharpened my sentimental sympathy as we 
went through the straggling village street and across the trim 
green on our way back to London. It seemed that afternoon 
the most tranquil and idyllic collection of creeper-sheltered 
homes you can imagine ; thatch still lingered on a whitewashed 
cottage or two, pyracanthus, wallflowers, and daffodils 
abounded, and an unsystematic orchard or so was white with 
blossom above and gay with bulbs below. I noted a row of 
straw beehives, beehive shaped, beehives of the type long since 
condemned as inefficient by all progressive minds, and in the 
doctor’s acre of grass a flock of two whole sheep was grazing— 
no doubt he'd taken them on account. Two men and one 
old woman made gestures of abject vassalage, and my uncle 
replied with a lordly gesture of his great motoring glove, . . . 

“ England’s full of Bits like this,” said my uncle, leaning 
over the front seat and looking back with great satisfaction. 
The black glare of his goggles rested for a time on the receding 
turrets of Lady Grove just peeping over the trees. 

“ I shall have a flagstaff, I think,” he considered. “ Then 
one could show when one is in residence. The villagers will 
like to know,” . . . 

I reflected. “ They will,” I said. " They’re used to liking 
to know,” . . , 

My aunt had been unusually silent. Suddenly she spoke. 

He says Snap,” she remarked ; “ he buys that place. And 
a nice old job of Housekeeping he gives me ! He sails through 
the village swelling like an old Turkey. And who’ll have 
to scoot the butler ? Me I Who’s got to forget all she ever 
knew and start again ? Me l Who's got to trek from Cbisle- 
hurst and be a great lady ? Me 1 , . . You old Bother 1 
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Just when I was settling down and beginning to feel at home ** 
My uncle turned his goggles to her. " Ah ! this time it 
is home, Susan. . . . We got there." 


§ 7 

It seems to me now but a step from the buying of Lady 
Grove to the beginning of Crest Hill, from the days when 
the former was a stupendous achievement to the days when 
it was too small and dark and inconvenient altogether for a 
great financier s use. For me that was a period of increasing 
detachment from our business and the great world of London. 
I saw it more and more in broken glimpses, and sometimes 
1 was working in my little pavilion above Lady Grove for a 
fortnight together ; even when I came up it was often solely 
for a meeting of the aeronautical society or for one of the 
learned societies or to consult literature or employ searchers 
or some such special business. For my uncle it was a period 
of stupendous inflation. Kach time I met him I found him 
more confident, more comprehensive, more consciously a 
factor in great affairs. Soon he was no longer an associate of 

merely business men, he was big enough for the attentions of 
greater powers. 

I grew used to discovering some item of personal news 
about him in my evening paper or to the sight of a full-page 
portrait of him in a sixpenny magazine. Usually the news 
was of some munificent act, some romantic piece of buying 
or giving, or some fresh rumour of reconstruction. He saved, 
you will remember, the Parbury Reynolds for the country. 
Or at times it would be an interview or my uncle's contribution 
to some symposium on the “ Secret of Success," or such-like 
topic. Or wonderful tales of his power of work, of his won¬ 
derful organisation to get things done, of his instant decisions 
and remarkable power of judging his fellow-men. They 
repeated his great tnot : ** Eight-hour working-day—I want 
eighty hours ! " 

He became modestly but resolutely “ public." They 
cartooned him in Vanity Fair. One year my aunt, looking 
indeed a very gracious, slender lady, faced the portrait of 
the King in the great room at Burlington House, and the 
next year saw a medallion of my uncle by Ewart, looking 
out upon the world, proud and imperial but on the whole 
a trifle too prominently convex, from the walls of the New 
Gallery. 

I shared only intermittently in his social experiences. 
People knew of me, it is true, and many of them sought to 
make through me a sort of flank attack upon him, and there 
was a legend, owing, very unreasonably, partly to my growing 
scientific reputation and partly to an element of reserve in my 
manner, that I played a much larger share in planning his 
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operations than was actually the case. This led to one or 
two very intimate private dinners, to my inclusion in one or 
two house parties and various odd offers "of introductions and 
services that I didn’t for the most part accept. Among other 
people who sought me in this way was Archie Garvell, now a 
smart, impecunious soldier of no" particular distinction, who 
would, I think, have been quite prepared to develop any 
sporting instincts I possessed, and who was beautifully un¬ 
aware of our former contact. He was always offering me 
winners ; no doubt in a spirit of anticipatory exchange for 
some ready good thing in our more scientific and certain 
method of getting something for nothing. . . . 

In spite of my preoccupation with my experimental work, 
I did, I find now that I come to ransack my impressions, see 
a great deal of the great world during those eventful years ; 
I had a near view of the machinery by which our astounding 
Empire is run, rubbed shoulders and exchanged experiences 
with bishops and statesmen, political women and women who 
were not political, physicians and soldiers, artists and authors, 
the directors of great journals, philanthropists and all sort of 
eminent, significant people, I saw the statesmen without 
their orders and the bishops with but a little purple silk left 
over from their canonicals, inhaling not incense but cigar 
smoke, I could look at them ad the better because for the 
most part they were not looking at me but at my uncle, and 
calculating consciously or unconsciously how they might use 
him and assimilate him to their system, the most unpre¬ 
meditated, subtle, successful and aimless plutocracy that ever 
encumbered the destinies of mankind. Not one of them, 
so far as I could see, until disaster overtook him, resented his 
lies, his almost naked dishonesty of method, the disorderly 
disturbance of this trade and that, caused by his spasmodic 
operations. I can see them now about him, see them polite, 
watchful, various ; his stiff, compact little figure always a 
centre of attention, his wiry hair, his brief nose, his under-lip, 
electric with self-confidence. YVandering marginally through 
distinguished gatherings, I would catch the whispers : “ That’s 
Mr. Ponderevo J " 

4 ‘ The little man ? " 

** Yes, the little bounder with the glasses. ’ 

" f hey say he's made-" . . . 

Or I would see him on some parterre of a platform beside 
my aunt's hurraying hat, amidst titles and costumes, “ holding 
his end up," as he would say, subscribing heavily to obvious 
chanties, even at times making brief convulsive speeches in 
some good cause before the most exalted audiences, 1 ‘ Mr. 
Chairman, your Royal Highness, my Lord, Ladies and Gentle¬ 
men," he would begin amidst subsiding applause, and adjust 
those obstinate glasses and thrust back the wings of his frock- 
coat and rest his hands upon his hips and speak his fragment 
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with ever and again an incidental Zzzz. His hands would 
fret about him as he spoke, fiddle his glasses, feel in his waist¬ 
coat pockets; ever and again he would rise slowly to his toes 
as a sentence unwound jerkily like a clockwork snake, and 
drop back on his heels at the end. They were the very gestures 
of our first encounter when he had stood before the empty 
fireplace in his minute draped parlour and talked of my future 
to my mother. 

In those measurelessly long hot afternoons in the little 
shop at Wimblehurst he had talked and dreamt of the Romance 
of Modern Commerce. Here surely was his romance come 
true. 

§ 8 

People say that my uncle lost his head at the crest of his 
fortunes, but if one may tell so much truth of a man one has 
in a manner loved, he never had very much head to lose. He 
was always imaginative, erratic, inconsistent, recklessly 
inexact, and his inundation of wealth merely gave him scope 
for these qualities. It is true indeed that towards the climax 
he became intensely irritable at times and impatient of contra¬ 
diction, but that I think was rather the gnawing uneasiness 
of sanity than any mental disturbance. But I find it hard 
either to judge him or convey the full development of him 
to the reader. I saw too much of him ; my memory is choked 
with disarranged moods and aspects. Now he is distended 
with megalomania, now he is deflated, now he is quarrelsome, 
now impenetrably self-satisfied, but always he is sudden, 
jerky, fragmentary, energetic, and—in some subtle funda¬ 
mental way that I find difficult to define—absurd. 

There stands out—because of the tranquil beauty of its 
setting, perhaps—a talk we had in the veranda of the little 
pavilion near my work-sheds behind Crest Hill in which my 
aeroplanes and navigable balloons were housed. It was one 
of many similar conversations, and I do not know why it in 
particular should survive its fellows. It happens so. He 
had come up to me after his coffee to consult me about a 
certain chalice which in a moment of splendour and under the 
importunity of a countess he had determined to give to a 
deserving church in the East End. I in a moment of even 
rasher generosity had suggested Ewart as a possible artist. 
Ewart had produced at once an admirable sketch for the sacred 
vessel surrounded by a sort of wreath of Millies with open 
arms and wings, and had drawn fifty pounds on the strength 
of it. After that came a series of vexatious delays. The 
chalice became less and less of a commercial-man’s chalice, 
acquired more and more the elusive quality of the Holy Grail, 
and at last even the drawing receded. 

My uncle grew restive, . . . “ You see, George, they’ll 
begin to want the blasted thing !” 
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“ What blasted thing ? ” 

” That chalice, damn it! They’re beginning to ask questions. 
It isn’t Business, George,” 

” It’s art,” I protested, " and religion.” 

41 That’s all very well. But it’s not a good ad’ for us, 
George, to make a promise and not deliver the goods. . . , 
I’ll have to write off your friend Ewart as a bad debt, that's 
what it comes to, and go to a decent firm.” . . , 

We sat outside on deck chairs in the veranda of the pavilion, 
smoked, drank whisky, and the chalice disposed of, meditated. 
His temporary annoyance passed. It was an altogether 
splendid summer night, following a blazing, indolent day. 
Full moonlight brought out dimly the lines of the receding 
hills, one wave beyond another ; far beyond were the pin¬ 
point lights of Leatherhead, and in the foreground the little 
stage from which I used to start upon my gliders gleamed 
like wet steel. The season must have been high June, for 
down in the woods that hid the lights of the Lady Grove 
windows, I remember the nightingales thrilled and gurgled. . . . 

44 We got here, George,” said my uncle, ending a long 
pause. ” Didn’t I say ? ” 

” Say —when ? " I asked. 

“ In that hole in the To’nem Court Road, eh ? It’s been 
a Straight Square fight, and here we are ! ” 

I nodded. 

“ 'Member me telling you—Tono-Bungay ? , . . Well. 

* . . I’d just that afternoon thought of it ! ” 

” I’ve fancied at times-” I admitted. 

It’s a great world, George, nowadays, with a fair chance 
for every one who lays hold of things. The career ouvert 
to the Talons—eh ? Tono-Bungay. Think of it ! It's a 
great world and a growing world, and I'm glad we're in it— 
and getting a pull. We're getting big people, George. Things 
come to us. Kh ? This Palestine thing.” . . . 

He meditated for a time and Zzzzed softly. Then he 
became still. 

His theme was taken up by a cricket in the grass until 
he himself was ready to resume it. The cricket, too, seemed 
to fancy that in some scheme of its own it had got there. 

“ Chimrrrup,” it said ; ” chirrrrrrup,” . . . 

Lord, what a place that was at Wimblehurst ! ” he broke 
out, ” If ever I get a day off we'll motor there, George, and 
run over that dog that sleeps in the High Street. Always 
was a dog asleep there—always. Always. . . . I'd like to 
see the old shop again. I dare say old Ruck still stands 
between the sheep at his door, grinning with all his teeth, and 
Marbel, silly beggar I comes out with his white apron on 
and a pencil stuck behind his ear, trying to look awake. . , . 
Wonder if they know it's me ? I'd like 'em somehow to know 
it's me." 



206 


TONO-BUNGAY 

“ They’ll have had the International Tea Company ancj 
all sorts of people cutting them up,” I said. “ And that dog’s 
been on the pavement this six years—can’t sleep even there, poor 
dear, because of the motor-horns and its shattered nervesT” 

‘'Movin’ everywhere,” said my uncle. “I expect you’re 
right. . . . It’s a big time we're in, George. It’s a big Pro¬ 
gressive On-coming Imperial Time. This Palestine business_ 

the daring of it. . . . It’s—it’s a Process, George. And we 
got our hands on it. Here we sit—with our hands on it, 
George. Entrusted. 

" seems quiet to-night. But if we could see and hear.” 
He waved his cigar towards Leatherhead and London. 

“There they are, millions, George. Jes’ think of what 
they’ve been up to to-day—-those ten millions—each one 
doing his own particular job. You can't grasp it. It’s like 
old Whitman says what is it he says ? Well, anyway, it’s 
like old Whitman. Fine chap. Whitman I Fine old chap ! 
Queer, you can’t quote him ! . . . And these millions aren’t 
anything. There’s the millions over seas, hundreds of millions, 
Chinee, Morocco, Africa generally, 'Merica. . . . Well, here 
we are, with power, with leisure, picked out—-because we’ve 
been energetic, because we’ve seized opportunities, because 
we've made things hum when other people have waited for 
them to hum. See ? Here we are—with our hands on it. 
Big people. Big growing people. In a sort of way—Forces.” 

He paused. “ It’s wonderful, George,” he said. 

“ Anglo-Saxon energy,” I said softly to the night. 

“ That’s it, George—energy. It’s put things in our grip 
—threads, wires, stretching out and out, George, from that 
little office of ours, out to West Africa, out to Egypt, out to 
fnja, out east, west, north and south. Punning the world 
practically. Running it faster and faster. Creative. There’s 
that Palestine canal affair. Marvellous idee I Suppose we 
take that up, suppose we let ourselves in for it, us and the 
others, and run that water sluice from the Mediterranean into 
the Dead Sea Valley—think of the difference it will make ! 
All the desert blooming like a rose, Jericho lost for ever, all 
the Holy Places under water, . . . Very likely destroy 
Christianity.” . . . 

He mused for a space. “ Cuttin’ canals,” murmured my 
uncle. “ Making tunnels. . . . New countries. . . . New 
centres. . . , Zzzz. . . . Finance. . . .Not only Palestine. 

“ I wonder where we shall get before we done, George ? 
We got a lot of big things going. We got the investing public 
sound and sure. I don’t see why in the end we shouldn’t 
be very big. There’s difficulties—but I’m equal to them. 
We’re still a bit soft in our bones, but they’ll harden all 
right. ... I suppose, after all, I’m worth something like a 
million, George—cleared up and settled. If I got out of 
things now. It’s a great time, George, a wonderful time J M . . . 
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I glanced through the twilight at his convexity—and I 
must confess it struck me that on the whole he wasn’t par¬ 
ticularly good value. 

“ We got our hands on things, George—us big people. 
We got to hang together, George—run the show. Join up 
with the old order like that mill-wheel of Kipling’s. (Finest 
thing he ever wrote, George ;—I jes’ been reading it again. 
Made me buy Lady Grove.) Well, we got to run the country, 
George. It’s ours. Make it a Scientific—Organised—Busi¬ 
ness—Enterprise, Put idees into it. ’Lectrify it. Run the 
Press. Run all sorts of developments. All sorts of develop¬ 
ments. I been talking to Lord Bloom. I been talking to 
all sorts of people. Great things. Progress. The world on 
business lines. Only jes* beginning." . . . 

He fell into a deep meditation. 

He Zzzzed for a time and ceased. 

*' Yes* 9 he said at last in the tone of a man who has at 
last emerged with ultimate solutions to the profoundest 
problems. 

** What ? " I said, after a seemly pause. 

My uncle hung fire for a moment, and it seemed to me 
the fate of nations trembled in the balance. Then he spoke 
as one who speaks from the very bottom of his heart—and I 
think it was the very bottom of his heart. 

"I’d jes’ like to drop into the Eastry Arms, jes’ when all 
those beggars in the parlour are sit tin’ down to whist, Ruck 
and Marbel and all, and give 'em ten minutes of my mind, 
George. Straight from the shoulder. Jes' exactly what I 
think of them. It's a little thing, but I’d like to do it—jes’ 
once before I die." . . . 

He rested on that for some time—Zzzz-ing. 

Then he broke out at a new place in a tone of detached 

criticism. 

“ There’s Boom," he reflected. 

" It’s a wonderful system—this old British system, George. 
It’s staid and stable, and yet it has a place for new men. We 
come up and take our places. It’s almost expected. We 
take a hand. That’s where our Democracy differs from 
America. Over there a man succeeds ; all he gets is money. 
Here there’s a system—open to every one—practically, , , . 
Chaps like Boom—come from nowhere." 

Hrs voice ceased. I reflected upon the spirit of his words. 
Suddenly I kicked my feet in the air, rolled on my side and 
sat up suddenly on my deck chair with my legs down. 

4 ‘ You don't mean it ( " I said. 

" Mean what, George ? " 

" Subscription to the party funds. Reciprocal advantage. 
Have we got to that ? " 

" Wbad you driving at, George ? " 

" You know. They'd never do it, man ! 
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" Do what ? " he said feebly ; and, “ Why shouldn't they ? " 
“They’d not even go to a baronetcy. No / , . . And 
yet, of course, there’s Boom t And Collingshead—and 
Gorver. They’ve done beer, they’ve done snippets I After 
all Tono-Bungay—it’s not like a turf commission agent or 
anything like that ! . . . There have, of course, been some 
very gentlemanly commission agents. It isn’t like a fool 
of a scientific man who can’t make money 1 ’’ 

My uncle grunted ; we’d differed on that issue before. 

A malignant humour took possession of me. “ What would 
they call you ? " I speculated. “ The vicar would like 
Duffield. Too much like Duffer ! Difficult thing a title." 
I ran my mind over various possibilities. “ Why not take a 
leaf from a socialist tract I came upon yesterday. Chap says 
weTe all getting delocalised. Beautiful word—delocalised ! 
Why not be the first delocalised peer ? That gives you— 
Tono-Bungay ! There is a Bungay, you know. Lord Tono 
of Bungay—in bottles everywhere. Eh ? " 

My uncle astonished me by losing his temper. 

“ Damn it, George, you don’t seem to see I’m serious 1 
You’re always sneering at Tono-Bungay ! As though it 
was some sort of swindle. It was perfec’ly legitimate trade, 
perfec’ly legitimate. Good value and a good article. . . . 
When I come up here and tell you plans and exchange idees— 
you sneer at me. You do. You don’t see—it's a big thing. 
It’s a big thing. You got to get used to new circumstances. 

You got to face what lies before us. You got to drop that 
tone." ... y 


§ 9 

My uncle was not altogether swallowed up in business 
and ambition. He kept in touch with modem thought. 
For example, he was, I know, greatly swayed by what he 
called “ This Overman idee, Nietzsche—all that stuff." 

He mingled those comforting suggestions of a potent and 
exceptional human being emancipated from the pettier 
limitations of integrity with the Napoleonic legend. It 
gave his imagination a considerable outlet. That Napoleonic 
legend I The real mischief of Napoleon’s immensely disastrous 
and accidental career began only when he was dead and the 
romantic type of mind was free to elaborate his character. 
I do believe that my uncle would have made a far less egregious 
smash if there had been no Napoleonic legend to misguide 
him. He was in many ways better and infinitely kinder 
than his career. But when in doubt between decent conduct 
and a base advantage, that cult came in more and more 
influentially ; “ think of Napoleon ; think what the inflexibly- 
wilful Napoleon would have done with such scruples as yours " ; 
that was the rule, and the end was invariably a new step in 
dishonour. 
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My uncle was in an unsystematic way a collector of 
Napoleonic relics ; the bigger the book about his hero, the 
more readily he bought it; he purchased letters and tinsel 
and weapons that bore however remotely upon the Man of 
Destiny, and he even secured in Geneva, though he never 
brought home, an old coach in which Buonaparte might have 
ridden ; he crowded the quiet walls of Lady Grove with 
engravings and figures of him, preferring, my aunt remarked, 
the more convex portraits with the white vest and those 
statuettes with the hands behind the back which throw 
forward the figure. The Durgans watched him through it all, 
sardonically. 

And he would stand after breakfast at times in the light 
of the window at Lady Grove, a little apart, with two fingers 
of one hand stuck between his waistcoat-buttons and his chin 


sunken, thinking—the most preposterous little fat man in the 
world. It made my aunt feel, she said, lf like an old Field- 
Marshal—knocks me into a cocked hat, George ! ” 

Perhaps this Napoleonic bias made him a little less frequent 
with his cigars than he would otherwise have been, but of 
that I cannot be sure, and it certainly caused my aunt a con¬ 
siderable amount of vexation after he had read Napoleon and the 
■Fair Sex } because for a time that roused him to a sense of a 
side of life he had in his commercial preoccupations very largely 
forgotten. Suggestion plays so great a part in this field. 
My uncle took the next opportunity and had an ** affair ! ” 

It was not a very impassioned affair, and the exact par¬ 
ticulars never of course reached me. It is quite by chance 
I know anything of it at all. One evening I was surprised 
to come upon my uncle in a mixture of Bohemia and smart 
people at an At Home in the flat of Robbert, the R.A. who 
painted my aunt, and he was standing a little apart in a recess, 
talking or rather being talked to in undertones by a plump, 
blonde woman in pale blue, a Helen Scrymgeour who wrote 
novels and was organising a weekly magazine. I elbowed 
a large lady who was saying something about them, but I 
didn’t need to hear the thing she said to perceive the relation¬ 
ship of the two. It hit me like a placard on a hoarding. I 
was amazed the whole gathering did not see it. Perhaps 
they did. She was wearing a remarkably fine diamond 
necklace, much too fine for journalists, and regarding him 
with that quality of questionable proprietorship, of leashed 


** Mnuiy was wantea to complete my conviction ix was 
my uncle's eyes when presently he became aware of mine, 
a certain embarrassment and a certain pride and defiance. 


nex t day he made an opportunity to praise the lady's 
intelligence to me concisely, lest I should miss the point of 


it all. 
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After that I heard some gossip—from a friend of the lady's. 
I was much too curious to do anything but listen. I had 
never in all my life imagined ray uncle in an amorous attitude* 
It would appear that she called him her “ God in the Car ”— 
after the hero in a novel of Anthony Hope's. It was essential 
to the convention of their relations that he should go relent¬ 
lessly whenever business called, and it was generally arranged 
that it did call. To him women were an incident, it was 
understood between them ; Ambition was the master-passion. 
A great world called him and the noble hunger for Power. I 
have never been able to discover just how honest Mrs. Scrym- 
geour was in all this, but it is quite possible the immense 
glamour of his financial largeness prevailed with her and that 
she did bring a really romantic feeling to their encounters. 
There must have been some extraordinary moments. . . , 

I was a good deal exercised and distressed about my aunt 
when I realised what was afoot. I thought it would prove a 
terrible humiliation to her. I suspected her of keeping up a 
brave front with the loss of my uncle's affections fretting at 
her heart, but there I simply underestimated her. She didn’t 
hear for some time, and when she did hear she was extremely 
and energetic. The sentimental situation didn’t trouble 
her for a moment. She decided that my uncle “ wanted 
smacking,” She accentuated herself with an unexpected 
new hat, went and gave him an inconceivable talking-to at 
the Hardingham, and then came round to ” blow-up ” me for 
not telling her what was going on before. . . . 

I tried to bring her to a proper sense of the accepted values 
in this affair, but my aunt's originality of outlook was never 
so invincible, ** Men don't tell on one another in affairs of 
passion,” I protested, and suchlike worldly excuses. 

“ Women ! ” she said in high indignation, " and men! 
It isn't women and men—it's him and me, George I Why 
don’t you talk sense ? 

“ Old passion's all very well, George, in its way, and I'm 
the last person to be jealous. But this is old nonsense, . . . 
I'm not going to let him show off what a silly old lobster he is 
to other women. ... I'll mark every scrap of his under¬ 
clothes with red letters, ‘ Ponderevo—Private *—every 
scrap. . . . 

“ Going about making love, indeed ]—in abdominal belts ! 
—at his time of life t ” 

I cannot imagine what passed between her and my uncle. 
But I have no doubt that for once her customary badinage 
was laid aside. How they talked then I do not know, for I 
who knew them so well had never heard that much of intimacy 
between them. At any rate it was a concerned and pre¬ 
occupied “ God in the Car” I had to deal with during the next 
few days, unusually Zzzz-y and given to slight impatient 
gestures that had nothing to do with the current conversation. 
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And it was evident that in all directions he was finding things 
unusually difficult to explain. 

The intimate moments in this affair were hidden from me, 
but in the end my aunt triumphed. He did not so much 
throw as jerk over Mrs. Scrymgeour, and she did not so much 
make a novel of it as upset a huge pailful of attenuated and 
adulterated female soul upon this occasion. My aunt did 
not appear in that, even remotely. So that it is doubtful 
if the lady knew the real causes of her abandonment. The 
Napoleonic hero was practically unmarried, and he threw 
over his lady as Napoleon threw over Josephine, for a Great 
Alliance. . , . 

It was a triumph for my aunt, but it had its price. For 
some time it was evident things were strained between them. 
He gave up the lady, but he resented having to do so, deeply. 
She had meant more to his imagination than one could have 
supposed. He wouldn't for a long time ** come round/' He 
became touchy and impatient and secretive towards my aunt, 
and she, I noted, after an amazing check or so, stopped that 
stream of kindly abuse that had flowed for so long and had 
been so great a refreshment in their lives. They were both 
the poorer for its cessation, both less happy. She devoted 
herself more and more to Lady Grove and the humours and 
complications of its management. The servants took to her 
they say—she godmotliered three Susans during her rule, 
the coachman's, the gardener's, and the Up Hill game-keeper's. 
She got together a library of old household books that were 
in the vein of the place. She revived the still-room, and 
became a great artist in jellies and elder and cowslip wine. 


§ io 

And while I neglected the development of my uncle's 
finances—and my own, in my scientific work and my absorbing 
conflict with the difficulties of flying—his schemes grew more 
and more expansive and hazardous, and his spending wilder 
and laxer. I believe that a haunting sense of the intensifying 
unsoundness of his position accounts largely for his increasing 
irritability and his increasing secretiveness with my aunt 
and myself during these crowning years. He dreaded, I 
think, having to explain, he feared our jests might pierce 
unwittingly to the truth. Even in the privacy of his mind 
lie would not face the truth. He was accumulating unrealis- 
able securities in his safes until they hung a potential avalanche 
over the economic world. But his buying became a fever, 
and his restless desire to keep it up with himself that he was 
making a triumphant progress to limitless wealth gnawed 
deeper and deeper. A curious feature of this time with him 
was his buying over and over again of similar things. His 
ideas seemed to run in series. Within a twelvemonth he 
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bought five new motor-cars, each more swift and powerful 
than its predecessor, and only the repeated prompt resignation 
of his chief chauffeur at each moment of danger, prevented 
his driving them himself. He used them more and more. 
He developed a passion for locomotion for its own sake. 

Then he began to chafe at Lady Grove, fretted by a chance 
jest he had overheard at a dinner. “ This house, George," 
he said. " It's a misfit. There's no elbow-room in it ; it's 
choked with old memories. . , . And I can't stand all these 
damned Durgans ! 

" That chap in the comer, George. No ! the other comer ! 
The man in a cherry-colour coat. He watches you t He'd 
look silly if I stuck a poker through his Gizzard ! " 

“ He'd look," I reflected, " much as he does now. As 
though he was amused." 

He replaced his glasses, which had fallen at his emotion, 
and glared at his antagonists. " What are they ? What 
are they all, the lot of 'em ? Dead as Mutton ! They just 
stuck in the mud. They aidn’t even rise to the Reformation. 
The old out-of-date Reformation ! Move with the times !— 
they moved against the times. Just a Family of Failure ;— 
they never even tried t . . . 

“They’re jes’, George, exactly what I’m not. Exactly. 
It isn’t suitable. . . . All this living in the Past. 

“ And I want a bigger place, too, George. I want air and 
sunlight and room to move about and more service. A house 
where you can get a Move on things ! Zzzz. Why! it's 
like a discord—it jars—even to have the telephone. . . . 
There’s nothing, nothing except the terrace, that’s worth a 
Rap. It’s all dark and old and dried up and full of old- 
fashioned things—musty old idees—fitter for a silver-fish 
than a modem man. ... I don't know how I got here." 

He broke out into a new grievance. " That damned 
vicar," lie complained, "thinks I ought to think myself lucky 
to get tills place ! Every time I meet him I can see him 
think it. , , . One of these days, George, I’ll show him what 
a Mod’un house is like ! " 

And he did. 

I remember the day when he declared, as Americans say, 
for Crest Hill. He had come up to see my new gas plant, 
for I was then only just beginning to experiment with auxiliary 
collapsible balloons, and all the time the shine of his glasses 
was wandering away to the open down beyond, “ Let's go 
back to Lady Grove over the hill," he said. " Something 
I want to show you. Something fine I " 

It was an empty sunlit place that summer evening, sky 
and earth warm with sundown, and a pewit or so just accentu¬ 
ating the pleasant stillness that ends a long clear day. A 
beautiful peace, it was, to wreck for ever. And there was 
my uncle, the modem man of power, in his grey top-hat and 
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his grey suit and his black-ribboned glasses, short, thin-legged, 
large-stomached, pointing and gesticulating, threatening this 
calm. 

He began with a wave of his arm. t{ That's the place, 
George,” he said. “ See ? ” 

** Eh I " I cried—for I had been thinking of remote things. 

" I got it.” 

“ Got what ? ” 

” For a house !—a Twentieth-Century house ! That's the 
place for it t ” 

One of his characteristic phrases was begotten in him. 
” Four-square to the winds of heaven, George ! ” he said. 
41 Eh ? Four-square to the winds of heaven 1 ” 

“ You'll get the winds up here,” I said. 

“ A mammoth house it ought to be, George—to suit these 
hills.” 

“ Quite,” I said. 

“ Great galleries and things-—running out there and there— 
See ? I been thinking of it, George l Looking out all this 
way—across the Weald. With its back to Lady Grove.” 

11 And the morning sun in its eye.” 

“ Like an eagle, George—like an eagle ! ” 

So he broached to me what speedily became the leading 
occupation of his culminating years, Crest Hill. But all 
the world has heard of that extravagant place which grew 
and changed its plans as it grew, and bubbled like a salted 
snail, and burgeoned and bulged and evermore grew. I know 
not what delirium of pinnacles and terraces and arcades and 
corridors glittered at last upon the uplands of his mind ; the 

E lace, for all that its expansion was terminated abruptly 
y our collapse, is wonderful enough as it stands—that empty 
instinctive building of a childless man. His chief architect 
was a young man named Westminster, whose work he had 
picked out in the architecture room of the Royal Academy 
on account of a certain grandiose courage in it, but with him 
he associated from time to time a number of fellow pro¬ 
fessionals, stonemasons, sanitary engineers, painters, sculptors, 
scribes, metal workers, wood carvers, furniture designers, 
ceramic specialists, landscape gardeners, and the man who 
designs the arrangement and ventilation of the various new 
houses in the London Zoological Gardens. In addition he had 
his own ideas. The thing occupied his mind at all times, 
but it held it completely from Friday night to Monday morn¬ 
ing, He would come down to Lady Grove on Friday night 
in a crowded motor-car that almost dripped architects. He 
didn't, however, confine himself to architects, every one was 
liable to an invitation to week-end and view Crest Hill, and 
many an eager promoter, unaware of how Napoleonically 
and completely my uncle had departmentalised his mind, 
tried to creep up to him by way of tiles and ventilators and 
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new electric fittings. Always on Sunday mornings, unless the 
weather was vile, he would, so soon as breakfast and his 
secretaries were disposed of, visit the site with a considerable 
u > an< ? . a ^ te ^ and develop plans, making modifications, 

*u Zzzz-ing, giving immense new orders verbally—an unsatis- 
factory way, as Westminster and the contractors ultimately 
o^Ovfound. 

* There he stands in my memory, the symbol of this age 
for me, the man of luck and advertisement, the current master 
of the world. There he stands upon the great outward sweep 
of the terrace before the huge main entrance, a little figure, 
ridiculously disproportionate to that forty-foot arch, with the 
granite ball behind him—the astronomical ball, brass coopered, 
that represented the world, with a little adjustable tube of 
lenses on a gun-metal arm that focused the sun upon just that 
point of the earth on "which it chanced to be shining vertically. 
There he stands, Napoleonically grouped with his retinue, men 
in tweeds and golfing-suits, a little solicitor, whose name X 
forget, in grey trousers and a black jacket, and Westminster in 
Jaeger underclothing, a floriferous tie, and a peculiar brown 
cloth of his own, The down land breeze flutters my uncle's 
coat-tails, disarranges his stiff hair, and insists on the evidence 
of undisciplined appetites in face and form, as he points out 
this or that feature in the prospect to his attentive collaborator. 

Below are hundreds of feet of -wheeling-planks, ditches, 
excavations, heaps of earth, piles of garden stone from the 
Wealden ridges. On either hand the walls of his irrelevant 
unmeaning palace rise. At one time he had working in that 
place—disturbing the economic balance of the whole country¬ 
side by their presence—upwards of three thousand men. . . . 

So he poses for my picture amidst the raw beginnings that 
were never to be completed. He did the strangest things 
about that place, things more and more detached from any 
conception of financial scale, things more and more apart 
from sober humanity. He seemed to think himself at last 
released from any such limitations. He moved a quite con¬ 
siderable hill, and nearly sixty mature trees were moved with 
it to open his prospect eastward, moved it about two hundred 
feet to the south. At another time he caught a suggestion 
from some city restaurant and made a billiard-room roofed 
with plate-glass beneath the waters of his ornamental lake. 
He furnished one wing while the roof still awaited completion. 
He had a swimming-bath thirty feet square next to his bed¬ 
room upstairs, and to crown it all he commenced a great wall 
to hold all his dominions together, free from the invasion of 
common men. It was a ten-foot wall, glass surmounted, and 
had it been completed as he intended it, it would have had a 
total length of nearly eleven miles. Some of it towards the 
last was so dishonestly built that it collapsed within a year 
upon its foundations, but some miles of it still stand. I never 
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think of it now but what I think of the hundreds of eager little 
investors who followed his “ star/' whose hopes and lives, 
whose wives’ security and children's prospects are all mixed 
up beyond redemption with that flaking mortar. . . . 

It is curious how many of these modem financiers of chance 
and bluff have ended their careers by building. It was not 
merely my uncle. Sooner or later they all seem to bring 
their luck to the test of realisation, try to make their fluid 
opulence coagulate out as bricks and mortar, bring moonshine 
into relations with a weekly wages-sheet. Then the whole 

fabric of confidence and imagination totters—and down they 
come. . . . 

When I think of that despoiled hillside, that colossal litter 
of bricks and mortar and crude roads and paths, the scaffold¬ 
ing and sheds, the general quality of unforeseeing outrage 
upon the peace of nature, I am reminded of a chat I had with 
the vicar one bleak day after he had witnessed a glide. He 
talked to me of aeronautics as I stood in jersey and shorts 
beside my machine, fresh from alighting, and his cadaveious 
face failed to conceal a peculiar desolation that possessed him. 

“ Almost you convince me," he said, coming up to me, 

against my will. ... A marvellous invention! But it 
will take you a long time, sir, before you can emulate that 
perfect mechanism—the wing of a bird," 

He looked at my sheds, 

" You've changed the look of this valley, too," he said. 

" Temporary defilements," I remarked, guessing what was 
in his mind, 

" Of course. Things come and go. Things come and go. 

But-- H’m. I've just been up over the hill to look at 

Mr. Edward Ponderevo’s new house. That—that is some¬ 
thing more permanent. A magnificent place !—in many 
ways. Imposing. I’ve never somehow brought myself to 
go that way before. . , . Things are greatly advanced. . . . 
We foul—the great number of strangers introduced into the 
villages about here by these operations, working-men chiefly, 
a little embarrassing—— It puts us out. They bring a 
new spirit into the place ; betting—ideas—all sorts of queer 
notions. Our publicans like it, of course. And they come 
and sleep in one's outhouses—and make the place a little 
unsafe at nights. The other morning I couldn't sleep—a slight 
dyspepsia—and I looked out of the window. I was amazed 
to see people going by on bicycles. A silent procession. I 
counted ninety-seven—in the dawn. All going up to the new 
road for Crest Hill, Remarkable I thought it. And so I've 
been up to see what they were doing." 

' They would have been more than remarkable thirty 
years ago,” I said. 

“ Yes, indeed. Things change. We think nothing of it 
now at all—comparatively. And that big house-" 
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He raised his eyebrows. “ Really stupendous I . . . 
Stupendous. 

“ All the hillside—the old turf—cut to ribbons ! ” 

His eye searched my face. “ We’ve grown so accustomed 
to look up to Lady Grove,” he said, and smiled in search of 
sympathy. ” It shifts our centre of gravity.” 

" Things will readjust themselves,” I lied. 

He snatched at the phrase. “ Of course,” he said. tf They’ll 
readjust themselves—settle down again. Must. In the 
old way. It’s bound to come right again—a comforting 
thought. Yes. After all, Lady Grove itself had to be built 
once upon a time—was—to begin with—artificial.” 

His eye returned to my aeroplane. He sought to dismiss 
his graver preoccupations. “ I should think twice,” he 
remarked, “ before I trusted myself to that concern, . . . 
But I suppose one grows accustomed to the motion.” 

He bade me good-morning and went his way, bowed and 
thoughtful. . . . 

He had kept the truth from his mind a long time, but that 
morning it had forced its way to him with an aspect that 
brooked no denial that this time it was not just changes 
that were coming in his world, but that all his world lay open 
and defenceless, conquered and surrendered, doomed so far 
as he could see, root and branch, scale and form alike, to 
change. 


CHAPTER THREE 

SOARING 

§ I 

F or nearly all the time that my uncle was incubating and 
hatching Crest Hill I was busy in a little transverse 
valley between that great beginning and Lady Grove 
with more and more costly and ambitious experiments in 
aerial navigation. This work was indeed the main substance 
of my life through all the great time of the Tono-Bungay 
symphony. 

I have told already how I came to devote myself to this 
system of inquiries, how in a sort of disgust with the common 
adventure of life I took up the dropped ends of my college 
studies, taking them up again with a man’s resoluti on instead 
of.a boy’s ambition. From the firsfTH hT well at this work. 
Tt was, I think, largely a case of special aptitude, of a peculiar 
irrelevant vein of faculty running through my mind. It is 
one of those things men seem to have by chance, that has 
little or nothing to do with their general merit, and which it is 
ridiculous to be either conceited or modest about. I did get 
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through a very big mass of work in those years, working for a 
time with a concentrated fierceness that left little of such energy 
or capacity as I possess unused. I worked out a series of 
problems connected with the stability of bodies pitching 
in the air and the internal movements of the wind, and I 
also revolutionised one leading part at least of the theory 
of explosive engines. These things are to be found in the 
Philosophical Transactions, the Mathematical Journal , and 
less frequently in one or two other such publications, and 
they needn't detain us here. Indeed, I doubt if I could write 
about them here. One acquires a sort of shorthand for one's 
notes and mind in relation to such special work. I have never 
taught nor lectured, that is to say I have never had to express 
nay thoughts about mechanical things in ordinary everyday 
language, and I doubt very much if I could do so now without 
extreme tedium. . . . 

My work was to begin with very largely theoretical. I was 
able to attack such early necessities of verification as arose 
with quite little models, using a turntable to get the motion 
through the air, and cane, whalebone and silk as building 
material. But a time came when incalculable factors crept 
factors of human capacity and factors of insufficient 
experimental knowledge, when one must needs guess and try. 
Then I had to enlarge the scale of my operations, and soon I 
had enlarged them very greatly. I set to work almost con¬ 
currently on the balance and stability of gliders and upon the 
steering of inflated bags, the latter a particularly expensive 
branch of work. I was no doubt moved by something of the 
same spirit of lavish expenditure that was running away with 
my uncle in these developments. Presently my establishment 
above Lady Grove had grown to a painted wood chsllet big 
enough to accommodate six men, in which I would some¬ 
times live for three weeks together ; to a gasometer, to a 
motor-house, to three big corrugated-roofed sheds and lock-up 
houses, to a stage from which to start gliders, to a workshop 
and so forth. A rough road was made. We brought up gas 
from Cheap in g and electricity from Woking, which place 1 
found also afforded a friendly workshop for larger operations 
than I could manage. I had the luck also to find a man who 
seemed my heaven-sent second-in-command—Cothope his 
name was. He was a self-educated man ; he had formerly 
been a sapper and he was one of the best and handiest working 
engineers alive. Without him I do not think I could have 
achieved the half of what I have done. At times he has been 
not so much my assistant as my collaborator, and has followed 
my fortunes to this day. Other men came and went as I 
needed them. 

I do not know how far it is possible to convey to any one 
who has not experienced it, the peculiar interest, the peculiar 
satisfaction that lies in a sustained research when one is not 
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hampered by want of money. It is a different thing from any 
other sort of human effort. You are free from the exasperating 
conflict with your fellow-creatures altogether—at least so far 
as the essential work goes—-that for me is its peculiar merit. 
Scientific truth is the remotest of mistresses, she hides in 
strange places, she is attained by tortuous and laborious roads, 
but she is always there \ Win to her and she will not fail 
you ; she is yours and mankind’s for ever. She is reality, 
the one reality I have found in this strange disorder of exist¬ 
ence. She will not sulk with you nor misunderstand you nor 
cheat you of vour reward upon some petty doubt. You 
cannot change her by advertisement or clamour, nor stifle 
her in vulgarities. Things grow under your hands when you 
serve her, things that are permanent as nothing else is per¬ 
manent in the whole life of man. That, I think, is the peculiar 
satisfaction of science and its enduring reward. . . . 

The taking up of experimental work produced a great 
change in my personal habits. I have told how already 
once in my life at Wimblehurst I had a period of discipline 
and continuous effort, and liow when I came to South Kensing¬ 
ton I became demoralised by the immense effect of London, 
by its innumerable imperative demands upon my attention and 
curiosity. And I parted with much of my personal pride when 
I gave up science for the development of Tono-Bungayr But 
my poverty kept me abstinent and my youthful romanticism 
kept me chaste until my married life was well under way. 
Then in all directions I relaxed. I did a large amount of work, 
but I never troubled to think whether it was my maximum nor 
whether the moods and indolences that came to me at times 
were avoidable things. With the coming of plenty I ate 
abundantty and foolishly, drank freely and followed my 
impulses more and more carelessly. I felt no reason why I 
should do anything else. Never at any point did I use myself 
to the edge of my capacity. The emotional crisis of my 
divorce did not produce any immediate change in these 
matters of personal discipline. I found some difficulty at 
first in concentrating my mind upon scientific work, it was 
so much more exacting than business, but I got over that 
difficulty by smoking. I became an inordinate cigar smoker ; 
it gave me moods of profound depression, but I treated these 
usually by the homoeopathic method—by lighting another 
cigar, I didn’t realise at all how loose my moral and nervous 
fibre had become till I reached the practical side of my 
investigations and was face to face with the necessity of 
finding out just how it felt to use a glider and just what a 
man could do with one. 

I got into this relaxed habit of living in spite of very real 
tendencies in my nature towards discipline. I’ve never 
been in love with self-indulgence. That philosophy of the 
loose lip and the lax paunch is one for which I've always 
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had an instinctive distrust. I like bare things, stripped 
things, plain, austere and continent things, fine lines and 
cold colours. But in these plethoric times when there is 
too much coarse stuff for everybody and the struggle for 
life takes the form of competitive advertisement and the 
effort to fill your neighbour’s eye, when there is no urgent 
demand either for personal courage, sound nerves or stark 
beauty, we find ourselves by accident. Always before these 
times the bulk of the people did not over-eat themselves 
because they couldn’t whether they wanted to do so or not, 
and all but a very few were kept “ fit ” by unavoidable exercise 
and personal danger. Now, if only he pitch his standard 
low enough and keep free from pride, almost any one can 
achieve a sort of excess. You can go through contemporary 
life fudging and evading, indulging and slacking, never really 
hungry nor frightened nor passionately stirred, your highest 
moment a mere sentimental orgasm, and your first real contact 
with primary and elemental necessities, the sweat of your 
death-bed. So I think it was with my uncle ; so, very nearly, 
it was with me. 


But the glider brought me up smartly. I had to find out 
how these things went down the air, and the only way to find 
out is to go down with one. And for a time I wouldn’t face it. 

There is something impersonal about a book, I suppose. 
At any rate I find myself able to write down here just the 
confession I’ve never been able to make to any one face to 
face, the frightful trouble it was to me to bring myself to do 
what I suppose every other coloured boy in the West Indies 
could do without turning a hair, and that is to fling myself 
off for my first soar down the wind. The first trial was 
bound to be the worst, it was an experiment I made with life, 
and the chance of death or injury was, I supposed, about 
equal to the chance of success. I believed that with a dawn¬ 


like lucidity. I had begun with a glider that I imagined was 
on the lines of the Wright Brothers’ aeroplane, but I could 
not be sure. It might turn over, I might upset it. It 
might burrow its nose at the end and smash itself .ahtd 
The conditions of the flight necessitated alert attend ion * v it 
wasn’t a thing to be done by jumping off and shutting one's 
eyes or getting angry or drunk to do it. Ofie 'had to use , 
one’s weight to balance. And when at la§£ I did it it wa^ 
horrible—for ten seconds. For ten second er So, as I sweuft 
down the air flattened on my infernal framework and wjjrfh 
the wind in my eyes, the rush of the ground* beneath me filled 
me with sick and helpless terror ; I felt as though some violent 
oscillatory current was throbbing iny brain and backbone, 
and I groaned aloud. I set my teeth r and groaned^yIt was 

a / S roan wrung out of me in spite of myself. M/esensations r % - 
of terror swooped to a climax. ; 

And then, you know, they ended ! t iJ A 
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Suddenly my terror was over and done with. I was soaring 
through the air right way up > steadily, and no mischance 
had happened. I felt intensely alive and my nerves were 
strung like a bow. I shifted a limb, swerved and shouted 
between fear and triumph as I recovered from the swerve 
and heeled the other way and steadied myself. 

I thought I was going to hit a rook that was flying athwart 
me it was queer with what projectile silence that jumped 
upon me out of nothingness, and I yelled helplessly, *' Get 
out of the way ! The bird doubled itself up like a partly 
inverted V, flapped, went up to the right abruptly and vanished 
from my circle of interest. Then I saw r the shadow of my 
aeroplane keeping a fixed distance before me and very steady 
and the turf as it seemed streaming out behind it. The turf ! 

ixrt^ aSI r^ a ^ er streaming so impossibly fast. , . . 

vj 611 ^ came gliding down to the safe spread of level green 
I had chosen, I \vas as cool and ready as a city clerk who 
drops off an omnibus in motion, and I had learned much more 
than soaring. I tilted up her nose at the right moment, 
levelled again and grounded like a snowflake on a windless 
f i a y* f lay f*«rt for an instant, and then knelt up and got on 
my feet atremble but very satisfied with myself. Cothope 
was running down the hill to me. . . . 

But from that day I went into training, and I kept myself 
in training for many months. I had delayed my experiments 
for very nearly six.weeks on various excuses because of my 
dread of this first flight, because of the slackness of body and 
spirit that had come to me with the business life. The shame 
of that cowardice spurred me none the less because it was 
probably altogether my own secret. I felt that Cothope at 
any rate might suspect. Well—he shouldn't suspect again. 

It is curious that I remember that shame and self-accusation 
and its consequences far more distinctly than I recall the 
weeks of vacillation before I soared. For a time I went 
altogether without alcohol, I stopped smoking altogether 
and ate very sparingly, and every day I did something that 
called a little upon my nerves and muscles. I soared as 
frequently as I could. I substituted a motor-bicycle for the 
London train and took my chances in the southward traffic, 
and I even tried w r hat thrills w r ere to be got upon a horse. But 
they put me on made horses, and I conceived a perhaps un¬ 
worthy contempt for the certitudes of equestrian exercise in 
comparison with the adventures of mechanism. Also I 
walked along the high wall at the back of Lady Grove garden, 
and at last brought myself to stride the gap where the gate 
comes. If I didn't altogether get rid of a certain giddy 
instinct by such exercises, at least I trained my will until it 
didn't matter. And soon I no longer dreaded flight but was 
eager to go higher into the air, and I came to esteem soaring 
upon a glider that even over the deepest dip in the ground 
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had barely forty feet of fall beneath it, a mere mockery of 
what flight might be. I began to dream of the keener fresh¬ 
ness in the air high above the beechwoods, and it was rather 
to satisfy that desire than as any legitimate development of 
my proper work that presently I turned a part of my energies 
and the bulk of my private income to the problem of the 
navigable balloon. 

§ 2 

I had gone far beyond that initial stage ; I had had two 
smashes and a broken rib which my aunt nursed with great 
energy, and was getting some reputation in the aeronautic 
world when suddenly, as though she had never really left it, 
the Honourable Beatrice Normandy, dark-eyed, and with 
the old disorderly wave of the hair from her brow, came back 
into my life. She came riding down a grass path in the 
thickets below Lady Grove, perched up on a huge black horse, 
and the old Earl of Carnaby and Archie Garvell, her half- 
brother, were with her. My uncle had been bothering me 
about the Crest Hill hot-water pipes, and we were returning 
by a path transverse to theirs and came out upon them sud¬ 
denly. Old Carnaby was trespassing on our ground and so he 
hailed us in a friendly fashion and pulled up to talk to us. 

I didn’t note Beatrice at all at first. I was interested in 
Lord Carnaby, that remarkable vestige of his own brilliant 
youth. I had heard of him but never seen him. For a man 
of sixty-five who had sinned all the sins, so they said, and 
laid waste the most magnificent political debut of any man 
of his generation, he seemed to me to be looking remarkably 
fit and fresh. He was a lean little man with grey-blue eyes 
in his brown face, and his cracked voice was the worst thing 
in his effect, 

“ Hope you don’t mind us coming this way, Ponderevo,” 
he cried ; and my uncle, who was sometimes a little too 
general and generous with titles, answered, 41 Not at all, 
my lord, not at all t Glad you make use of it 1 ” 

“ You’re building a great place over the hill,” said Carnaby 

M Thought I’d make a show for once,” said my uncle 
” It looks big because it's spread out for the sun,” 

” Air and sunlight,” said the earl. M You can’t have too 
much of them. But before our time they used to build for 
shelter and water and the high road.” . . . 

Then I discovered that the silent figure behind the earl 
was Beatrice. 

I’d forgotten her sufficiently to think for a moment that 
she hadn’t changed at all since she had watched me from 
behind the skirts of Lady Drew. She was looking at me, 
and her dainty brow under her broad-brimmed hat—she was 
wearing a grey hat and loose unbuttoned coat—was knit 
with perplexity, trying, I suppose, to remember where she 

T.-B.—M.U. H 
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n^fte^uestTon^ 016 ' HeT shaded e y es met mine with that 

I'™™? incredible to me she didn’t remember. 

Well said the earl, and touched his horse 

to H he DeCk ° f 5 is hOTSe > which was inclined 

and followed d w a g dmg me ’ He nodded over his shoulder 
memories fn'he^ movement seemed to release a train of 

back at me wHh ; g f lanced ? u .ddenly at him and then 

to a fainf 1 smile 1 a dasl ' recognition that warmed instantly 
!° a ,i 1 smile She hesitated as if to speak to me smiled 

AufhL 3 brele d W tandingly and tUm6d foUow ST® oS 

*rtr *rJ broke into a canter and she did not look back I 
o or a second or so at the crossing of the lanes watching 
her recede, and then became aware that my uncle wk^lreadv 

~~"»’-“-as 

I turned about and strode to overtake him 

bered Vmnh^il ° f ® eatrice aad this sur Pnse. I remem- 
oerea her simply as a Normandy. I’d clean forgotten that 

bouTI ,dt S n ie S ° n a r nd , she the slaughter o/our neig£ 

Hme that we°hTd e r y ;d Il ? deed - 1>d Probably forgotten at that 

reason at Til fnr r^ 7 ° s P re y as a neighbour. There was no 
c* 1 f remembering it. It was amazing to find her 

in this Surrey country-side, when I’d never thought of her as 

m * he worid but a * BladesovefparkneS 

chan^ril Thl l y y6 T awa y- s be was so alive-4o un¬ 
it^™ Jd ^he same quick warm blood was in her cheeks. 

bracken s d em y . yCSterda y ,hat we had hissed among the 

“ Eh ? ” I said. 

say v? e ' s ^? od stuff, M said my uncle, “ You can sav 

- istocrac yfG<=orge ; Lord Carnaby’s 

_ Ss ,, , ?. ‘ I 11 ? 165 a l ort °i Savoir Faire, something 

a ?rl d ; fashl0n ? d P, h , rase ’ °« or ge, but a good one—there’! 

erow ft in f ’ " ' ^* T S Jbe Oxford turf, George, you can’t 
grow it in a year. I wonder how they do it ? It's living 

ahv^ys on a Scale, George. It’s being 7 there from the be? 
ginning. ... 

come aJivc’f 1,1,4 ’ 1 said to m yself, “be a picture by Romney 

fu 11 th ?, se stories about him .” ^ °»y uncle, 
but what do they all amount to ? ” 

“,^ jd * 1 ’’1 ^d to myself • “ but why have I forgotten for 
■ . Those queer little brows of hers—the touch of 

mischief in her eyes—the way she breaks into a smile I ” 

- on t blame him, said my uncle. “Mostly it’s imag¬ 

ination. That and leisure, George. When I was a young 

was k e P,t pretty busy. So were you. Even then_-I” 

What puzzled me more particularly was the queer trick 
oi my memory that had never recalled anything vital of 
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Beatrice whatever when I met Gar veil again, that had, indeed, 
recalled nothing except a boyish antagonism and our fight. 
Now when my senses were full of her, it seemed incredible 
that I could ever have forgotten, . . . 



“ Oh, Crikey ! ” said my aunt, reading a letter behind 
her coffee-machine. “ Here’s a young woman, George I " 

We were breakfasting together in the big window bay 
at Lady Grove that looks upon the iris beds ; my uncle was 
in London. 


I sounded an interrogative note and decapitated an egg. 

II Who's Beatrice Normandy ? ” asked my aunt. “ I’ve 
not heard of her before.” 


She the young woman ? ” 

“ Yes. Says she knows you. I'm no hand at old etiquette, 
George, but her line is a bit unusual. Practically she says 
she’s going to make her mother-” 

** Eh ? Step-mother, isn't it ? ” 

14 You seem to know a lot about her. She says ' mother/— 
Lady Osprey. They're to call on me, anyhow, next Wednes¬ 
day week at four, and there’s got to be you for tea.” 

* 4 Eh ? ” 

You—for tea.” 

H’ m. She had rather—force of character when I knew 
her before.” 
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I became aware of my aunt's head sticking out obliquely 
from behind the coffee-machine and regarding me with wide- 
blue curiosity. I met her gaze for a moment, flinched, coloured 
and laughed. 

41 I've known her longer than I've known you,” I said, and 
explained at length. 

My aunt kept her eye on me over and round the coffee- 
machine as I did so. She was greatly interested, and asked 
several elucidatory questions. 

4t Why didn’t you tell me the day you saw her ? You've 
had her on your mind for a week,” she said. 

” It is odd I didn’t tell you,” I admitted, 

“ You thought I'd get a Down on her,” said my aunt con¬ 
clusively. ** That's what you thought,” and opened the 
rest of her letters. 

The two ladies came in a pony-carriage with conspicuous 
punctuality, and I had the unusual experience of seeing my 
aunt entertaining callers. We had tea upon the terrace 
under the cedar, but old Lady Osprey being an embittered 
Protestant had never before seen the inside of the house, and 
we made a sort of tour of inspection that reminded me of my 
first visit to the place. In spite of ray preoccupation with 
Beatrice, I stored a queer little memory of the contrast between. 
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the two other women, j my aunt, t 2 ,ll ( slender and awkward, 
in a simple blue home-keeping dress, an omnivorous reader 
and a very authentic wit, and the lady of pedigree, short and 
plump, dressed with Victorian fussiness, living at the in¬ 
tellectual level of palmistry and genteel fiction, pink in the face 
and generally flustered by a sense of my aunt’s social strange¬ 
ness and disposed under the circumstances to behave rather 
like an imitation of the more queenly moments of her own 
cook. The one seemed made of whalebone, the other of dough. 
My aunt was nervous, partly through the intrinsic difficulty 
of handling the lady and partly because of her passionate desire 
to watch Beatrice and me, and her nervousness took a common 
form with her, a wider clumsiness of gesture and an exacerba¬ 
tion of her habitual oddity of phrase which did much to deenen 
the pink perplexity of the lady of title. For instance, I heard 
my aunt admit that one of the Stuart Durgan ladies did look 
a bit " balmy on the crumpet,” she described the knights of 
the age of chivalry as "korvorting about on the off-chance of a 
dragon,” she explained she was " always old mucking about 
the garden,” and instead of offering me a Garibaldi biscuit, 
she asked me with that faint lisp of hers, to " have some 
squashed flies, George.” I felt convinced Lady Osprey 
would describe her as “a most eccentric person "on the very 
first opportunity ;—" a most eccentric person.” One could 
see her, as people say, " shaping ” for that. 

Beatrice was dressed very quietly in brown with a simple 
but courageous broad-brimmed hat, and an unexpected 
quality of being grown-up and responsible. She guided 
her step-mother through the first encounter, scrutinised my 
aunt and got us all well in movement through the house, and 
then she turned her attention to me with a quick and half¬ 
confident smile. 

" We haven’t met,” she said, " since-” 

"It was in the Warren.” 

“ Of course,” she said, " the Warren 1 I remembered it all 
except just the name. ... I was eight.” 

Her smiling eyes insisted on ray memories being thorough. 

I looked up and met them squarely, a little at a loss for what 
I should say. 

" I gave you away pretty completely,” she said, meditating 
upon my face. " And afterwards I gave away Archie.” 

She turned her face away from the others, and her voice 
fell ever so little, 

"They gave him a licking for telling lies 1 ” she said, as 
though that was a pleasant memory. i? And when it was all 
over I went to our wigwam. You remember the wigwam ? ” 

" Out in the West Wood ? ” 

" Yes—and cried—for all the evil I had done you, I sup¬ 
pose . . . I*ve often thought of it since. . . 

Lady Osprey stopped for us to overtake her. " My dear 1 ” 
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she said to Beatrice. “ Such a beautiful gallery ! ” Then 
she stared very hard at me, puzzled in the most naked fashion 
to understand who I might be. 

,f People say the oak staircase is rather good/* said my 
aunt, and led the way. 

Lady Osprey, with her skirts gathered for the ascent to 
the gallery and her hand on the newel, turned and addressed 
a look full of meaning—overflowing indeed with meanings— 
at her charge. The chief meaning no doubt was caution about 
myself, but much of it was just meaning at large. I chanced to 
catch the response in a mirror and detected Beatrice with her 
nose wrinkled into a swift and entirely diabolical grimace. 
Lady Osprey became a deeper shade of pink and speechless 
with indignation—it was evident she disavowed all further 
responsibility, as she followed my aunt upstairs. 

It’s dark, but there’s a sort of dignity/’ said Beatrice 
very distinctly, regarding the hall with serene tranquillity, 
and allowing the unwilling feet on the stairs to widen their 
distance from us. She stood a step up t so that she looked 
down a little upon me and over me at the old hall. 

She turned upon me abruptly when she thought her step¬ 
mother was beyond ear-shot. 

But how did you get here ? ” she asked. 

Here ? ” 

All this/’ She indicated space and leisure by a wave 
of the hand at hall and tall windows and sunlit terrace. 
“ Weren’t you the housekeeper's son ? ” 

“ I’ve adventured. My uncle has become—a great 
financier. He used to be a little chemist about twenty miles 
from Bladesover. We’re promoters now, amalgamators, big 
people on the new model.” 

“ I understand.” She regarded me with interested eyes, 
visibly thinking me out. 

And you recognised me ? ” I asked. 

After a second or so. I saw you recognised me. I 
couldn't place you, but I knew I knew you. Then Archie 
being there helped me to remember.” 

" Pro glad to meet again,” I ventured. n I’d never for¬ 
gotten you.” 

” One doesn’t forget those childish things.” 

We regarded one another for a moment with a curiously 
easy and confident satisfaction in coming together again. 
I can’t explain our ready zest in one another. The thing 
was so. We pleased each other, we had no doubt in 
our minds that we pleased each other. From the first we 
were at our ease with one another. ” So picturesque, so 

very picturesque,” came a voice from above, and then : 
Bee-a trice J ” 

M I’ve a hundred things I want to know about you,” she said 
with an easy intimacy, as we went up the winding steps. . . . 


4 i 


i 4 
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As the four of us sat at tea together under the cedar on the 
terrace, she asked questions about my aeronautics. My aunt 
helped with a word or so about my broken ribs. Lady Osprev 
evidently regarded flying as a most undesirable and improper 
topic—a blasphemous intrusion upon the angels 
flying/' I explained. “ We don’t fly yet,” 

will, she said compactly, “ You never 

will.” 


It isn't 


“ Well,” I said, “ we do what we can.” 

The little lady lifted a small gloved hand and indicated 
a height of about four feet from the ground. ” Thus far " 
she said , “ thus far— and no farther / No 1 ” * 

She became emphatically pink. 4t No,” she said again 
quite conclusively, and coughed shortly. “ Thank you ” 
she said to her ninth or tenth cake. Beatrice burst into 
cheerful laughter with her eye on me. I was lying on the 

turf, and this perhaps caused a slight confusion about the 
primordial curse in Lady Osprey's mind. 

shall he go,” she said with quiet distinct¬ 
ness, all the days of his life.” 

After which we talked, no more of aeronautics. 

Beatrice sat bunched together in a chair and regarded 
me with exactly the same scrutiny, I thought, the same 
adventurous aggression, that I had faced long ago at the tea- 
table in my mother's room. She was amazingly like that 
little Princess of my Bladesover memories, the wilful mis¬ 
behaviours of her hair seemed the same—her voice things one 
would have expected to be changed altogether. She formed 
her plans in the same quick way, and acted with the same 
irresponsible decision. 

She stood up abruptly. 

" What is there beyond the terrace ? ” she said, and found 
me promptly beside her. 

I invented a view for her. 

At the farther comer from the cedar she perched herself 
up upon the parapet and achieved an air of comfort among 
the lichenous stones. “ Now tell me,” she said, ” all about 
yourself. Tell me about yourself ; X know such duffers of 
men I They all do the same things. How did you get—- 
here ? All my men were here. They couldn’t have got here 
if they hadn't been here always. They wouldn’t have thought 
it right. You've climbed.” 

“ If it's climbing,” I said. 

She went off at a tangent. “ It’s—I don't know if you'll 
understand—interesting to meet you again. I've remem¬ 
bered you. I don't know why, but I have. I've used you as 
a sort of lay figure—when I've told myself stories. But you've 
always been rather stiff and difficult in my stories—in ready¬ 
made clothes—a Labour Member or a Brad laugh, or something 
like that. You're not like that a bit. And yet you are I ” 
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She looked at me. Was it much of a fight ? They make 
out it is. I don’t know why ? ” 

" I was shot up here by an accident/' I said. 41 There was 
no fight at all. Except to keep honest perhaps—and I 
made no great figure in that. I and my uncle mixed a medicine 
and it blew us up. No merit in that I But you’ve been here 
all the time. Tell me what you have done first.” 

41 One thing we didn’t do/’ She meditated for a moment. 

" What ? ” said I. 

” Produce a half-brother for Bladesover. So it went to the 
Phillbrick gang. And they let it 1 And X and my step¬ 
mother—we let too. And live in a little house.” 

She nodded her head vaguely over her shoulder, and turned 
to me again. “ Well, suppose it was an accident. Here 
you are ! Now you’re here, what are you going to do ? 
You’re young. Is it to be Parliament ? I heard some men 
the other day talking about you. Before I knew you were you. 
They said that was what you ought to do.” . , . 

She put me through my intentions with a close and vital 
curiosity. It was just as she had tried to imagine me a soldier 
and place me years ago. She made me feel more planless and 
incidental than ever. 44 You want to make a flying-machine/’ 
she pursued. “ And when you fly ? What then ? Would it 
be for fighting ?*’*.. 

I told her something of my experimental work. She had 
never heard of the soaring aeroplane, and was excited by the 
thought, and keen to hear about it. She had thought all the 
work so far had been a mere projecting of impossible machines. 
For her Pilcher and Lilienthal had died in vain. She did not 
know such men had lived in the world. 

44 But that’s dangerous ! ” she said, with a note of discovery, 

" Oh l—it’s dangerous.” . . . 

" Bep-atrice ! ” Lady Osprey called. 

Beatrice dropped from the wall to her feet. 

” Where do you do this soaring ? ” 

” Beyond the high Barrows. East of Crest Hill and the 
wood.” 

” Do you mind people coming to see ? ” 

44 Whenever you please. Only let me know-” 

“ I'll take my chance some day. Some day soon.” She 
looked at me thoughtfully, smiled, and our talk was at an 
end. 


All my later work in aeronautics is associated in my memory 
with the quality of Beatrice, with her incidental presence, with 
things she said and did and things I thought of that had 
reference to her. 

In the spring of that year I had got to a flying-machine 
that lacked nothing but longitudinal stability. My model 
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flew like a bird for fifty or a hundred yards or so, and then 
either dived and broke its nose or, what was commoner, 
reared up, slid back and smashed its propeller. The rhythm 
of the pitching puzzled me. I felt it must obey some laws 
not yet quite clearly stated. I became, therefore, a student 
of theory and literature for a time, I hit upon the string 
of considerations that led me to what is called Ponderevo’s 
Principle and my F.R.S., and I worked this out in three long 
papers. Meanwhile I made a lot of turntable and glider models 
and started in upon an idea of combining gas-bags and gliders. 
Balloon work was new to me. I had made one or two ascents 
in the balloons of the Aero Club before I started my gasometer 
and the balloon shed and gave Cothope a couple of months 
with Sir Peter Rumchase, My uncle found part of the money 
for these developments ; he was growing interested and 
competitive in this business because of Lord BoonYs prize 
and the amount of reclame involved, and it was at his request 
that I named my first navigable balloon Lord Roberts Alpha. 

Lord Roberts a very nearly terminated all my investiga¬ 
tions. My idea both in this and its more successful and 
famous younger brother. Lord Roberts was to utilise the idea 
of a contractile balloon with a rigid flat base, a balloon shaped 
rather like an inverted boat that should almost support the 
apparatus but not quite. The gas-bag was of the chambered 
sort used for these long forms, and not with an internal 
balloonette. The trouble was to make the thing contractile. 
This I sought to do by fixing a long, fine-meshed silk net over 
it that was fastened to be rolled up on two longitudinal rods. 
Practically I contracted my sausage gas-bag by netting it 
down. The ends were too complex for me to describe here, 
but I thought them out elaborately and they were very carefully 
planned. Lord Roberts a was furnished with a single big screw 
forward and there was a rudder aft. The engine was the first 
one to be, so to speak, right in the plane of the gas-bag. I lay 
immediately under the balloon on a sort of glider framework 
far away from either engine or rudder, controlling them by wire- 
pulls constructed on the principle of the well-known Bowden 
brake of the cyclist. 

But Lord Roberts n has been pretty exhaustively figured 
and described in various aeronautical publications. The 
unforeseen defect was the badness of the work in the silk 
netting. It tore aft as soon as I began to contract the balloon 
and the last two segments immediately bulged through the 
hole, exactly as an inner tube will bulge through the ruptured 
outer cover of a pneumatic tyre, and then the sharp edge of 
the torn net cut the oiled-silk of the distended last segment 
along a weak seam and burst it with a loud report. 

Up to that point the whole thing had been going on extremely 
well. As a navigable balloon and before I contracted it, the 
Lord Roberts a was an unqualified success. It had run 
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out of the shed admirably at nine or ten miles an hour or 
more, and although there was a gentle south-wester blowing, 
it had gone up and turned and faced it as well as any craft 
of the sort I have ever seen. 

I lay in my customary glider position, horizontal and face 
downward, and the invisibility of all the machinery gave an 
extraordinary effect of independent levitation. Only by 
looking up, as it were, and turning my head back could I 
see the flat aeroplane bottom of the balloon and the rapid 
successive passages, swish, swish, swish of the vans of the pro¬ 
peller. I made a wide circle over Lady Grove and Duffield 
and out towards Effingham and came back quite successfully 
to the starting-point. 

Down below in the October sunlight were my sheds and 
the little group that had been summoned to witness the 
start, their faces craned upward and most of them scrutinising 
my expression through field-glasses. 1 could see Carnaby 
and Beatrice on horseback, and two girls I did not know 
with them, Cothope and three or four workmen I employed, 
my aunt and Mrs. Levinstein, who was staying with her, on 
foot, and Dimmock, the veterinary surgeon, and one or two 
others. My shadow moved a little to the north of them like 
the shadow of a fish. At Lady Grove the servants were out 
on the lawn, and the Duffield school playground swarmed with 
children too indifferent to aeronautics to cease their playing. 
But in the Crest Hill direction—the place looked extraordin¬ 
arily squat and ugly from above—there were knots and strings 
of stating workmen everywhere—not one of them working but 
all agape. (But now I write of it, it occurs to me that perhaps 
it was their dinner-hour ; it was certainly near twelve.) 
I hung for a moment or so enjoying the soar, then turned 
about to face a clear stretch of open down, let the engine 
out to full speed and set my rollers at work rolling in the 
net and so tightening the gas-bags. Instantly the pace 
quickened with the diminished resistance. . . . 

In that moment before the bang I think I must have been 
really flying. Before the net ripped, just in the instant 
when my balloon was at its systole, the whole apparatus was, 

I am convinced, heavier than air. That, however, is a claim 
that has been disputed, and in any case this sort of priority 
is a very trivial thing, 

Then came a sudden retardation, instantly followed by 
an inexpressibly disconcerting tilt downward of the machine. 
That I still recall with horror. I couldn't see what was 
happening at all and I couldn't imagine. It was a mysterious, 
inexplicable dive. The thine, it seemed, without rhyme or 
reason was kicking up its heels in the air. The bang followed 
immediately and I perceived I was falling rapidly. 

I was too much taken by surprise to think of the proper 
cause of the report. I don’t even know what I made of it. 
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I was obsessed I suppose by that perpetual dread of the 
modern aeronaut, a flash between engine and balloon. Yet 
obviously I wasn’t wrapped in flames. I ought to have 
realised instantly it wasn’t that. I did at any rate, whatever 
other impressions there were, release the winding of the outer 
net and let the balloon expand again, and that no doubt did 
something to break my fall. I don’t remember doing that. 
Indeed, all I do remember is the giddy effect upon the 
landscape of falling swiftly upon it down a flat spiral, the 
hurried rush of fields and trees and cottages on my left 
shoulder and the overhung feeling as if the whole apparatus 
was pressing down the top of my head. I didn’t stop or 
attempt to stop the screw. That was going on swish, swish, 
swish all the time. 

Cothope really knows more about the fall than I do. He 
describes the easterly start, the tilt, and the appearance 
and bursting of a sort of bladder aft. Then down I swooped, 
very swiftly but not nearly so steeply as I imagined I was 
doing. “ Fifteen or twenty degrees,” said Cothope, “ to be 
exact.” From him it was that I learnt that I let the nets 
loose again and so arrested my fall. He thinks I was more 
in control of myself than I remember. But I do not see 
why I should have forgotten so excellent a resolution. His 
impression is that I was really steering and trying to drop 
into the Farthing Down beeches. ” You hit the trees,” 
he said, ” and the whole affair stood on its nose among them 
and then very slowly crumpled up. I saw you’d been jerked 
out as I thought and I didn’t stay for more. I rushed for 
my bicycle.” 

As a matter of fact it was purely accidental that I came 
down in the woods, I am reasonably certain that I had no 
more control then than a thing in a parcel. I remember 
I felt a sort of wincing, *' Now it comes ! ” as the trees rushed 
up to me. If I remember that I should remember steering. 
Then the propeller smashed, everything stopped with a 
jerk and I was falling into a mass of yellowing leaves, and Lord 
Roberts a, so it seemed to me, was going back into the sky. 

I felt twigs and things hit me in the face, but I didn’t feel 
injured at the time ; I clutched at things that broke, tumbled 
through a froth of green and yellow into a shadowy world of 
great bark-covered arms, and there snatching wildly, got a 
grip on a fair round branch and hung. 

I became intensely alert and clear-headed. X held by 
that branch for a moment and looked about me and caught 
at another and then found myself holding to a practicable 
fork. I swung forward to that and got a leg round it below its 
junction and so was able presently to clamber down, climbing 
very coolly and deliberately. I dropped ten feet or so from 
the lowest branch and fell on my feet. ” That’s all right,” X 
said and stared up through the tree to see what I could of the 
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deflated and crumpled remains that had once been Lord 
Roberts a festooned on the branches it had broken “ Gods t " 
I said, ” What a tumble ! ” * 

I wiped something that trickled from my face and was 
shocked to see my hand covered with blood. I looked at 
myseif and saw what seemed to me an astonishing quantity 
of blood running down my arm and shoulder. I perceived 
my mouth was full of blood. It's a queer moment when one 
realises one is hurt and perhaps badly hurt, and has still 
to discover just how far one is hurt. I explored my face 
carefully and found unfamiliar contours on the left side. 

, he broken end of a branch had driven right through mv 
cheek, damaging my cheek and teeth and gums and left 
a splinter of itself stuck like an explorer’s farthest-point 
flag in the upper maxillary. That and a sprained wrist were 
aU my damage. But I bled as though I had been chopped to 
pieces, and it seemed to me that my face had been driven in 
1 c ff? r t Ascribe just the horrible disgust I felt at that 

This blood must be stopped, anyhow,” I said, thick- 
headediy, " I wonder where there's a spider’s web ”—an odd 

twist for my mind to take. But it was the only treatment 
that occurred to me. 

I must have conceived some idea of going home unaided 
because I was thirty yards from the tree before I dropped. 

Then a kind of black disc appeared in the middle of the 
world and rushed out to the edge of things and blotted them 
out. I don't remember falling down. I fainted from excite- 

me i\V d !! gust at m y injury and loss of blood, and lay there 
until Cothope found me. 

He was the first to find me, scorching as he did over the 
aownland turf, and making a wide course to get the Carnaby 
plantations at their narrowest. Then presently, while he 
was trying to apply the methodical teachings of the St. John's 
Ambulance classes to a rather abnormal case, Beatrice came 
galloping through the trees full-tilt with Lord Carnaby hard 
behind her, and she was hatless, muddy from a fall and white 
as death. “ And cool as a cucumber, too,” said Cothope 
turning it over in his mind as he told me. 

( They never seem quite to have their heads, and never 

seem quite to lose 'em,” said Cothope, generalising about 
the sex.) 

Also he witnessed she acted with remarkable decision. The 
question was whether I should be taken to the house her 
step-mother occupied at Bedley Corner, the Carnaby dower- 
house, or down to Carnaby's place at Easting. Beatrice had no 
doubt in the matter, for she meant to nurse me. Carnaby 
didn t seem to want that to happen. ” She would have it 
t half so far,” said Cothope. 11 She faced us out. . . . 

I hate to be faced out of my opinions, so I’ve taken a 
pedometer over it since. It’s exactly forty-three yards farther. 
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“ Lord Carnaby looked at her pretty straight,” said 
Cothope, finishing the picture ; " and then he gave in.” 

§ 5 

But my story has made a jump from June to October, 
and during that time my relations with Beatrice and the 
country-side that was her setting had developed in many 
directions. She came and went, moving in an orbit for 
which I had no data, going to London and Paris, into Wales 
and Northampton, while her step-mother on some inde¬ 
pendent system of her own also vanished and recurred inter¬ 
mittently. At home they obeyed the rule of an inflexible 
old maid, Charlotte, and Beatrice exercised all the rights of 
proprietorship in Carnaby’s extensive stables. Her interest 
in me was from the first undisguised. She found her way to 
my work-sheds and developed rapidly, in spite of the sincere 
discouragement of Cothope, into a keen amateur of aero¬ 
nautics. She would come sometimes in the morning, some¬ 
times in the afternoon, sometimes afoot with an Irish terrier, 
sometimes riding. She would come for three or four days 
every day, vanish for a fortnight or three weeks, return. * 

It was not long before I came to look for her. From the 
first I found her immensely interesting. To me she was a 
new feminine type altogether—I have made it plain, I t hin k, 
how limited was my knowledge of women. But she made 
me not simply interested in her, but in myself. She became 
for me something that greatly changes a man’s world. How 
shall I put it ? She became an audience. Since I've emerged 
from the emotional developments of the affair I have thought 
it out in a hundred aspects, and it does seem to me that this 
way in which men and women make audiences for one another 
is a curiously influential force in their lives. For some it 
seems an audience is a vital necessity, they seek audiences 
as creatures seek food ; others again, my uncle among them, 
can play to an imaginary audience. I, I think, have lived and 
can live without one. In my adolescence I was my own 
audience and my own court of honour. And to have an 
audience in one’s mind is to play a part, to become self- 
conscious and dramatic. For many years I had been self- 
forgetful and scientific. I had lived for work and impersonal 
interests until I found scrutiny, applause and expectation in 
Beatrice’s eyes. Then I began to live for the effect I imagined 
I made upon her, to make that very soon the principal value 
in my life. I played to her. I did things for the look of them. 

I began to dream more and more of beautiful situations and 
fine poses and groupings with her and for her. 

I put these things down because they puzzle me. I think 
I was in love with Beatrice, as being in love is usually 
understood, but it was a different state altogether from my 
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passionate hunger for Marion, or my keen sensuous desire 
for and pleasure in Effie. These were selfish sincere things, 
fundamental and instinctive, as sincere as the leap of a tiger. 
But until matters drew to a crisis with Beatrice, there was an 
immense imaginative insurgence of a quite different quality. 
I am setting down here very gravely, and perhaps absurdly, 
what are no doubt elementary commonplaces for innumerable 
people. This love that grew up between Beatrice and myself 
was, I think—I put it quite tentatively and rather curiously 
—romantic love. That unfortunate and truncated affair 
of my uncle and the Scrymgeour lady was really of the same 
stuff, if a little different in quality. I have to admit that. 
The factor of audience was of primary importance in either case. 

Its effect upon me was to make me in many respects adoles¬ 
cent again. It made me keener upon the point of honour, 
and anxious and eager to do high and splendid things, and in 
particular, brave things. So far it ennobled and upheld me. 
But it did also push me towards vulgar and showy things. 
At bottom it was disingenuous ; it gave my life the quality 
of stage scenery, with one side to the audience, another side 
that wasn’t meant to show, and an economy of substance. It 
certainly robbed my work of high patience and quality. I 
cut down the toil of research in my eagerness and her eager¬ 
ness for fine flourishes in the air, flights that would tell. I 
shirked the longer road. 

And it robbed me, too, of any fine perception of 
absurdity. . . . 

Yet that was not everything in our relationship. The 
elemental thing was there also. It came in very suddenly 

It was one day in the summer, though I do not now recall 
without reference to my experimental memoranda whether 
it was in July or August. I was working with a new and more 
bird-like aeroplane with wing curvatures studied from Li lie n- 
thal, Pilcher and Phillips, that I thought would give a different 
rhythm for the pitching oscillations than anything I'd had 
before, I was soaring my long course from the framework 
on the old barrow by my sheds down to Tinker's Corner. It is 
a clear stretch of downland, except for two or three thickets 
of box and thorn to the right of my course ; one transverse 
trough, in which there is bush and a small rabbit warren, comes 
in from the east. I had started, and was very intent on the 
peculiar ^ long swoop with which my new arrangement flew. 
Then, witlmut any sort of notice, right ahead of me appeared 
Beatrice riding towards Tinker's Comer to waylay and talk 
to me. She looked round over her shoulder, saw me coming, 
touched her horse to a gallop, and then the brute bolted right 
into the path of my machine. 

There was a queer moment of doubt whether we shouldn't 
all smash together. I had to make up my mind very quickly 
whether I would pitch-up and drop backward at once and 
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take my chance of falling undamaged, a poor chance it would 
have been, in order to avoid any risk to her, or whether I 
would lift against the wind and soar right over her. This 
latter I did, She had already got her horse in hand when I 
came up to her. Her woman's body lay along his neck, and 
she glanced up as I, with wings aspread, and every nerve in a 
state of tension, swept over her. 

Then I had landed, and was going back to where her horse 
stood still and trembling. 

We exchanged no greetings. She slid from her saddle 
into my arms, and for one instant I held her. ,f Those great 
wings,” she said, and that was all. 

She lay in my arms, and I thought for a moment she had 
fainted. 

Very near a nasty accident,” said Cothope, coming up 
and regarding our grouping with disfavour. He took her 

horse by the bridle. “ Very dangerous thing coming across 
us like that.” 

Beatrice disengaged herself from me, stood for a moment 
trembling, and then sat down on the turf. “ I’ll just sit 
down for a moment,” she said. 

u Oh ! ” she said. 

She covered her face with her hands while Cothope looked 
at her with an expression between suspicion and impatience. 

For some moments nobody moved. Then Cothope re¬ 
marked that perhaps he'd better get her water. 

As for me I was filled with a new, outrageous idea, begotten 
I scarcely know how from this incident with its instant con¬ 
tacts and swift emotions, and that was that I must make 
love to and possess Beatrice. I see no particular reason why 
that thought should have come to me in that moment, but it 
did. I do not believe that before then I had thought of our 
relations in such terms at all. Suddenly, as I remember it, 
the factor of passion came. She crouched there, and I stood 
over her and neither of us said a word. But it was just as 
though something had been shouted from the sky. 

Cothope had gone twenty paces perhaps, when she un¬ 
covered her face. “ I shan't want any water," she said. 

” Call him back.” 


§ 6 

After that the spirit of our relations changed. The old 
ease had gone. She came to me less frequently, and when 
she came she would have some one with her, usually old 
Carnaby, and he would do the bulk of the talking. All 
through September she was away. When we were alone 
together there was a curious constraint. We became clouds 
of inexpressible feeling towards one another • we could t hin k 
of nothing that was not too momentous for words. 

Then came the smash of Lord Roberts a, and I found 
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my self with a bandaged face in a bedroom in the Bedlev 
Comer dower-house with Beatrice presiding over an inefficient 
nurse, Lady Osprey very pink and shocked in the background, 
and my aunt jealously intervening. 

My injuries were much more showy than serious, and I 
could have been taken to Lady Grove next day, but Beatrice 
would not permit that, and kept me at Bedley Corner three 
clear days. In the afternoon of the second dav she became 
extremely solicitous for the proper aeration of the nurse, 
packed her off for an hour in a brisk rain, and sat by me alone. 

I asked her to marry me. 

On the whole I must admit it was not a situation that 
lent itself to eloquence, I lay on. my back and talked through 
bandages and with some little difficulty, for my tongue and 
mouth had swollen. But I was feverish and in pain, and the 
emotional suspense I had been in so long with regard to her, 
became no\y an unendurable impatience. 

<( Comfortable ? ” she asked. 

“ Yes/’ 


“ Shall I read to you ? ” 

“ No. I want to talk/’ 

“You can’t. I’d better talk to you,” 

“ No,” I said, “ I want to talk to you.” 

She came and stood by my bedside and looked me in the 

eyes, “ I don’t—I don’t want you to talk to me,” she said 
I thought you couldn’t talk.” 

" I get few chances—of you.” 

“ You’d better not talk. Don't talk now. Let me chatter 
instead. You ought not to talk.” 

“ It isn't much,” I said. 


I’d rather you didn’t.” 

“I’m not going to be disfigured/' I said. ” Only a scar.” 

Oh ! ” she said, as if she had expected something quite 
** ** Bid you think you’d become a sort of gargoyle ? ” 

“ L’Homme qui Rit!—I didn’t know. But that’s all 
right. Jolly flowers those are ! ” 

Michaelmas daisies,” she said. “ I’m glad you're not 
disfigured. And those are perennial sunflowers. Do you 
know no flowers at all ? When I saw you on the ground I 
certainly thought you were dead. You ought to have been 
by all the rules of the game.” * 

She said some other things, but I was thinking of rov next 
move. J 


“ Are we social equals ? ” I said abruptly. 

She stared at me. 4t Queer question,” she said. 

“ But are we ? ” 

“ H’m, Difficult to say. But why do you ask ? Is the 
daughter of a courtesy Baron who died—of general disre- 

g u table ness, I believe—before his father-? I give it un. 

foes it matter ? ” 1 ' 



TONO-BUNGAY 


236 

“ No. My mind is confused. I want to know if you win 
marry me." 

She whitened and said nothing. I suddenly felt I must 
plead with her. " Damn these bandages ! " I said, breaking 
into ineffectual febrile rage. 

She roused herself to her duties as nurse. " What are 
you doing ? Why are you trying to sit up ? Lie down ! 
Don't touch your bandages. I told you not to talk." 

She stood helpless for a moment, then took me firmly 
by the shoulders and pushed me back upon the pillow. She 
gripped the wrist of the hand I had raised to my face. “ I 
told you not to talk," she whispered close to my face. " I 
asked you not to talk. Why couldn’t you do as I asked 
you ? " 

" You’ve been avoiding me for a month," I said. 

" I know. You might have known. Put your hand back 
—down by your side." 

I obeyed. She sat on the edge of the bed, A flush had 
come to her cheeks, and her eyes were very bright. ** I 
asked you/' she repeated, “ not to talk," 

My eyes questioned her mutely. 

She put her hand on my chest. Her eyes were tormented. 
"How can I answer you now?" she said. "How can I say 
anything now ? " 

" What do you mean ? " I asked. 

She made no answer. 

" Do you mean it must be No ? " 

She nodded. 

“ But-” I said, and my whole soul was full of accusa¬ 

tions. 

" I know," she said, “ X can’t explain. I can’t. But it 
has to be No ! It can’t be. It's utterly, finally, for ever 
impossible. . . . Keep your hands still ! " 

" But," I said, “ when we met again-" 

“ I can't marry. I can't and won't." 

She stood up. " Why did you talk ? ” she cried. " Couldn't 

you see ? " , 

She seemed to have something it was impossible to say. 

She came to the table beside my bed and pulled the Michael¬ 
mas daisies awry. " Why did you talk like that ? " she ^id 
in a tone of infinite bitterness. " To begin like that——* ! 

“ But what is it ? ” I said. " Is it some circumstance— 
my social position ? " 

“ Oh damn your social position ! " she cried. 

She went and stood at the farther window staring out 
at the rain. For a long time we were absolutely still. The 
wind and rain came in little gusts upon the pane. She turned 

to me abruptly. 

“ You didn't ask me if I loved you/’ she said. 

** Oh, if it’s that ! " said I. 
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,f It’s not that/* she said. ** But if you want to know-" 

She paused. 

** I do/’ she said. 

We stared at one another. 

“ I do—with all my heart, if you want to know/* 

“ Then why the devil-? ” I asked. 

She made no answer. She walked across the room to 
the piano and began to play, rather noisily and rapidly, with 
odd gusts of emphasis, the shepherd's pipe music from the 
last act in Tristan and Isolde. Presently she missed a note, 
failed again, ran her finger heavily up the scale, struck the 
piano passionately with her fist, making a feeble jar in the 
treble, jumped up, and went out of the room. . . , 

The nurse found me still wearing my helmet of bandages, 
partially dressed and pottering round the room to find the 
rest of my clothes. I was in a state of exasperated hunger 
for Beatrice and I was too inflamed and weakened to conceal 
the state of my mind. I was feebly angry because of the 
irritation of dressing and particularly of the struggle to put 
on my trousers without being able to see my legs. 1 was 
staggering about, and once I had fallen over a chair, and I had 
upset the jar of Michaelmas daisies. 

I must have been a detestable spectacle. " I'll go back 
to bed/’ said I, ** if I may have a word with Miss Normandy. 
I’ve got something to say to her. That's why I’m dressing.” 

My point was conceded, but there were long delays. Whet hey 
the household had my ultimatum or whether she told Beatrice 
directly I do not know, and what Lady Osprey can have made 
of it in the former case I can’t imagine. , . . 

At last Beatrice came and stood by my bedside. M Well ? ” 
she said, 

“ All I want to say,” I said with the querulous note of a 
misunderstood child, ” is that I can’t take this as final. I 
want to see you and talk when I’m better—and write. I 
can’t do anything now. I can't argue.” 

I was overtaken with self-pity and began to snivel. 

“ I can’t rest. You see ? I can’t do anything.” 

She sat down beside me again and spoke softly. ” I promise 
I will talk it all over with you again. When you are well. 

I promise I will meet you somewhere so that we can talk. 
You can't talk now. I asked you not to talk now. All you 
want to know you shall know. . . . Will that do ? " 

” I’d like to know——” 

She looked round to see the door was closed, stood up 
and went to it. 

Then she crouched beside me and began whispering very 
softly and rapidly with her face close to me. 

” Dear,” she said, " I love you. If it will make you happy 
to marry me, I will marry you. I was in. a mood just now 
—a stupid, inconsiderate mood. Of course I will marry 
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you. You are my prince, my king. Women are such things 
of mood—or I would have—behaved differently. We say 
' No 1 when we means ‘ Yes ’—and fly into crises. So now, 
Yes—yes—yes. I will. ... I can’t even kiss you. Give 
me your hand to kiss that. Understand I am yours. Do you 
understand ? I am yours just as if we had been married 
fifty years. Your wife—Beatrice. Is that enough ? Now— 
now will you rest ? ” 

" Yes,” I said ; " but why- ? ” 

“ There are complications. There are difficulties. When 
you are better you will be able to—understand them. But 
now they don’t matter. Only you know this must be secret— 
for a time. Absolutely secret between us. Will you promise 
that ? ” 

** Yes,” I said, ” I understand. I wish I could kiss you.” 

She laid her head down beside mine for a moment, and 
then she kissed my hand. 

” I don’t care what difficulties there are,” I said, and shut 
my eyes. 


§7 

But I was only beginning to gauge the unaccountable 
elements in Beatrice. For a week after my return to Lady 
Grove I had no sign of her, and then she called with Lady 
Osprey and brought a huge bunch of perennial sunflowers 
and Michaelmas daisies, ” just the old flowers there were 
in your room,” said my aunt with a relentless eye on me. I 
didn’t get any talk alone with Beatrice then, and she took 
occasion to tell us she was going to London for some indefinite 
number of weeks. I couldn’t even pledge her to write to me, 
and when she did it was a brief, enigmatical friendly letter 
with not a word of the reality between us. 

I wrote back a love letter—my first love letter—and she 
made no reply for eight days. Then came a scrawl: ** I 

can’t write letters. Wait till we can talk. Are you better ? ” 
I think the reader would be amused if he could see the papers 
on my desk as I write all this, the mangled and disfigured 
pages, the experimental arrangements of notes, the sheets of 
suggestions balanced in constellations, the blottesque intel¬ 
lectual battlegrounds over which I have been fighting. I 
find this account of my relations to Beatrice quite the most 
difficult part of my story to write. I happen to be a very 
objective-minded person, I forget my moods, and this was so 
much an affair of moods. And even such moods and emotions 
as I recall are very difficult to convey. To me it is about as 
difficult as describing a taste or a scent. 

Then the objective story is made up of little things that 
are difficult to set in a proper order. And love is an hysterical 
passion, now high, now low, now exalted, and now intensely 
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physical. No one has ever yet dared to tell a love story com¬ 
pletely, its alternations, its comings and goings, its debased 
moments, its hate. The love stories we tell, tell only the net 
consequence, the ruling effect. . . . 

How can I rescue from the past now the mystical quality 
of Beatrice ; my intense longing for her ; the overwhelming, 
irrational, formless desire ? How can I explain how intimately 
that worship mingled with a high impatient resolve to make her 
mine, to take her by strength and courage, to do my loving 
in a violent heroic manner ? And then the doubts, the 
puzzled arrest at the fact of her fluctuations, at her refusal 
to marry me, at the fact that even when at last she returned to 
Bediey Comer she seemed to evade me ? 

that exasperated me and perplexed me beyond measure. 
I felt that it was treachery. I thought of every conceivable 
explanation, and the most exalted and romantic confidence 
in her did not simply alternate but mingled with the basest 
misgivings. 

And into the tangle of memories comes the figure of Carnaby, 
coming out slowly from the background to a position of 
significance, as an influence, as a predominant strand in the 
nets that kept us apart, as a rival. What were the forces that 
pulled her away from me when it was so clearly manifest she 
loved me ? Did she think of marrying him ? Had I invaded 
some long-planned scheme ? It was evident he did not like 
me, that in some way I spoiled the world for him. She returned 
to Bediey Corner, and for some weeks she was flitting about me, 
and never once could I have talk with her alone. When she 
came to my sheds Carnaby was always with her, jealously 
observant. (Why the devil couldn’t she send him about his 
business ?) The days slipped by and my anger gathered. 

All this mingles with the making of Lord Roberts ft, I 
had resolved upon that one night as I lay awake at Bediey 
Comer, I got it planned out before the bandages were off my 
face. I conceived this second navigable balloon in a grandiose 
manner. It was to be a second Lord Roberts « only more so ; 
it was to be three times as big, large enough to carry three 
men, and it was to be an altogether triumphant vindication 
of my claims upon the air. The framework was to be hollow 
like a bird's bones, airtight, and the air pumped in or out 
as the weight of fuel I carried changed. I talked much and 
boasted to Cothope—whom I suspected of scepticisms about 
this new type—of what it would do, and it progressed, slowly. 
It progressed slowly because I was restless and uncertain. 
At times I would go away to London to snatch some chance 
of seeing Beatrice there, at times nothing but a day of gliding 
and hard and dangerous exercise would satisfy me. And now 
in the newspapers, in conversation, in everything about me, 
arose a new invader of my mental states. Something was 
happening to the great schemes of my uncle's affairs j people 
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were beginning to doubt, to question. It was the first quiver 
of his tremendous insecurity, the first wobble of that gigantic 
credit top he had kept spinning so long. 

There were comings and goings, November and December 
slipped by. I had two unsatisfactory meetings with Beatrice, 
meetings that had no privacy—in which we said things of the 
sort that need atmosphere, baldly and furtively. I wrote to 
her several times and she wrote back notes that I would some* 
times respond to altogether, sometimes condemn as insincere 
evasions. “You don't understand. I can’t just now explain. 
Be patient with me. Leave things a little while to me. So 
she wrote, 

I would talk aloud to these notes and wrangle over them 
in my workroom—while the plans of Lord Roberts £ waited. 

“ You don’t give me a chance ! ” I would say. “ Why 
don't you let me know the secret ? That's what I'm for— 
to settle difficulties !—to tell difficulties to 1 ” 

And at last I could hold out no longer against these accumu¬ 
lating pressures, 

I took an arrogant, outrageous line that left her no loop¬ 
holes ; I behaved as though we were living in a melodrama. 

“ You must come and talk to me/' I wrote, “or I will come 
and take you. I want you—and the time runs away.” 

We met in a ride in the upper plantations. It must have 
been early in January, for there was snow on the ground 
and on the branches of the trees. We walked to and fro 
for an hour or more, and from the first I pitched the key high 
in romance and made understandings impossible. It was our 
worst time together. I boasted like an actor, and she, I 
know not why, was tired and spiritless. 

Now I think over that talk in the light of all that has 
happened since, I can imagine how she came to me full of a 
human appeal I was too foolish to let her make. I don't 
know. I confess I have never completely understood Beatrice, 

I confess I am still perplexed at many things she said and did. 
That afternoon, anyhow, I was impossible. I posed and 
scolded. I was—I said it—for “ taking the Universe by the 
throat ! " 

“ If it was only that,” she said, but though I heard I did 
not heed her. 

At last she gave way to me and talked no more. Instead 
she looked at me—as a thing beyond her controlling but none 
the less interesting—much as she had looked at me from behind 
the skirts of Lady Drew in the Warren when we were children 
together. Once even I thought she smiled faintly. 

“ What are the difficulties ? ” I cried. “ There's no diffi¬ 
culty I will not overcome for you ! Do your people think 
I’m no equal for you ? Who says it ? My dear, tell me to 
win a title I I'll do it in five years 1 . . . 

" Here am I just grown a man at the sight of you. I 
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have wanted something to fight for. Let me fight for 
you ! . . . 

4t I'm rich without intending it. Let me mean it, give me 
an honourable excuse for it, and I’ll put all this rotten old 
warren of England at your feet 1 ” 

I said such things as that. I write them down here in all their 
resounding base pride. I said these empty and foolish things 
and they are part of me. Why should I still cling to pride and 
be ashamed. I shouted her down. 

I passed from such megalomania to petty accusations. 

<f You think Carnaby is a better man than I ? ” I said. 

“ No I ” she cried, stung to speech ; ” No f *' 

“ You think we're unsubstantial. You've listened to all 
these rumours Boom has started because we talked of a 
newspaper of our own. When you are with me you know 
I’m a man ; when you get away from me you think I’m a 
cheat and a cad. . . . There’s not a word of truth in the 
things they say about us. I’ve been slack. I’ve left things. 
But we have only to exert ourselves. You do not know how 
wide and far we have spread our nets. Even now we have 
a coup—an expedition—in hand. It will put us on a 
footing.” . . . 

Her eyes asked mutely and asked in vain that I would 
cease to boast of the very qualities she admired in me. 

In the night I could not sleep for thinking of that talk 
and the vulgar things I had said in it. I could not under¬ 
stand the drift my mind had taken. I was acutely disgusted. 
And my unwonted doubts about myself spread from a merely 
personal discontent to our financial position. It was all very 
well to talk as I had done of wealth and power and peerages, 
but what did I know nowadays of my uncle's position ? 
Suppose in the midst of such boasting and confidence there 
came some turn I did not suspect, some rottenness he had 
concealed from me I I resolved I had been playing with 
aeronautics long enough, that next morning I would go to 
him and have things clear between us. 

I caught an early train and went up to the Hardingham. 

I went up to the Hardingham through a dense London fog 
to see how things really stood. Before I had talked to my 
uncle for tea minutes I felt like a man who has just awakened 
in a bleak inhospitable room out of a grandiose dream. 


242 


TONO-BUNGAY 


CHAPTER FOUR 

HOW I STOLE THE HEAPS OF QUAP FROM 

MORDET ISLAND 

§ I 

W e got to make a fight for it,” said my uncle. “ We 
got to face the music ! ” 

I remember that even at the sight of him I had a 
sense of impending calamity. He sat under the electric light 
with the shadow of his hair making bars down his face. He 
looked shrunken and as though his skin had suddenly got loose 
and yellow. The decorations of the room seemed to have 
lost freshness, and outside—the blinds were up—there was 
not so much fog as a dun darkness. One saw the dingy 
outlines of the chimneys opposite quite distinctly, and then a 
sky of such a brown as only London can display. 

“ I saw a placard,” I said ; “ * More Pond ere vity.’ ” 

That s Boom,” he said. ‘‘ Boom and his damned news¬ 
papers. He’s trying to fight me down. Ever since I offered 
to buy the Daily Decorator he’s been at me. And he thinks 
consolidating Bo Ut cut down the ads. He wants everything, 

damn him ! He’s got no sense of dealing. I’d like to bash 
his face 1 ” 

” Well,” I said ; “ what’s to be done ? ” 

** Keep going,” said my uncle. 

I’ll smash Boom yet,” he said with sudden savagery. 

" Nothing else ? ” I asked. 

” We got to keep going. There’s a scare on. Bid you 
notice the rooms ^ Half the people out there this morning 
are reporters. And if I talk they touch it up I . . . They 
didn’t use to touch things up 1 Now they put in character 
touches—insulting you. Don’t know what journalism’s 
coming to. It's all Boom’s doing.” 

4 He cursed Lord Boom with considerable imaginative 
vigour. 

“ Well,” said I, “ what can he do ? ” 

Shove us up against time, George ; make money tight 
for us. We been handling a lot of money—and he tightens 
us up.” 

** We’re sound ? ” 

“ Oh, we’re sound, George. Trust me for that I But all 

the same- There’s such a lot of imagination in these 

things. . . . We’re sound enough. That’s not it.” 

He blew. “Damn Boom!” he said, and his eyes over 
his glasses met mine defiantly. 

" We can’t, I suppose, run close hauled for a bit—stop 
expenditure ? ” 
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" Where ?” 

“ Well—Crest HiU.” 

“ What ! he shouted. ** Me stop Crest Hill for Boom 1 ” 
He waved a fist as if to hit his ink-pot and controlled himself 
with difficulty. He spoke at last in a reasonable voice. ” If 
I did/' he said > “ he’d kick up a fuss. It’s no good even if I 
wanted to. Everybody’s watching the place. If I was 
to stop building we’d be down in a week.” 

He had an idea. ” I wish I could do something to start a 
strike or something. No such luck. Treat those workmen 
a sight too well. No, sink or swim. Crest Hill goes on until 
we’re under water.” 

I began to ask questions and irritated him instantly. 

** Oh, dash these explanations, George ! ” he cried ; ” you 
only make things look rottener than they are. It’s your 
way. It isn’t a case of figures. We’re all right—there’s 
only one thing we got to do.” 

t{ Yes ? ” 

** Show value, George. That’s where this quap conies in ; 
that’s why I fell in so readily with what you brought to me 
week before last. Here we are, we got our option on the 
perfect filament, and all we want’s canadium. Nobody 
knows there’s more canadium in the world than will go on the 
edge of a sixpence except me and you. Nobody has an idee 
the perfect filament's more than just a bit of theorising. 
Fifty tons of quap and we’d turn that bit of theorising into 

som:thin*- We’d make the lamp trade sit on its tail and 

howl. We'd put Ediswan and all of ’em into a parcel with 
our last year’s trousers and a hat, and swap ’em off for a pot 
of geraniums. See ? We'd do it through Business Organisa¬ 
tions, and there you are I See ? Capem’s Patent Filament ! 
The Ideal and the Real! George, we’ll do it ! We’ll bring it 
off t And then we’ll give such a facer to Boom: he’ll think 
for fifty years. He’s laying up for our London and African 
meeting. Let him. He can turn the whole paper on to us. 
He says the Business Organisations shares aren't worth fifty- 
two—and we quote ’em at eighty-four. Well, here we are. 
Gettin’ ready for him—loading our gun.” 

His pose was triumphant. 

** Yes,” I said, ** that's all right. But I can't help thinking 
where should we be if we hadn’t just by accident got Capern's 
Perfect Filament. Because, you know, it was an accident— 
my buying up that.” 

He crumpled up his nose into an expression of impatient 
distaste at my unreasonableness. 

” And after all, the meeting’s in June, and you haven’t 
begun to get the qu£p ! After all, we've still got to load 
our gun-” 

” They start on Toosday.” 

” Have they got the bng ? ” 
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” They’ve got a brig.” 

“ Gordon-Nasymth 1 ” I doubted* 

“ Safe as a bank," he said. “ More I see of that man the 
more I like him. All I wish is we’d got a steamer instead of a 
sailing ship-” 

“ And,” I went on, “ you seem to overlook what used to 
weigh with us a bit. This canadium side of the business 
and the Capem chance has rushed you off your legs. After 
all—it’s stealing, and in its way an international outrage. 
They’ve got two gunboats on the coast.” 

I jumped up and went and stared out at the fog. 

” And, by Jove, it’s about our only chance i . . . I didn't 
dream.” 

I turned on him. ” I’ve been up in the air,” I said. 
” Heaven knows where I haven’t been. And here’s our only 
chance—and you give it to that adventurous lunatic to play in 
his own way—in a brig I ” 

” Well, you had a voice-” 

M I wish I’d been in this before. We ought to have run 
out a steamer to Lagos or one of those West Coast places 
and done it from there. Fancy a brig in the Channel at 
this time of year, if it blows south-west ! ” 

" I dessay you’d have shoved it, George. Still- You 

know, Gecrge. ... I believe in him.” 

” Yes,” I said. ” Yes, I believe in him too. In a way. 
Still- 

He took up a telegram that was lying on his desk and 
opened it. His face became a livid yellow. He put the 
flimsy pink paper down with a slow reluctant movement 
and took off his glasses. 

George,” he said, ” the luck’s against us.” 

“ What ? ” 

He grimaced with his mouth in the queerest way at the 
telegram. 

" That.” 

I took it up and read :— 

” Motor smash compound fracture of the leg gordon 
naismith what price mordet now,” 

For a moment neither of us spoke. 

” That’s all light,” I said at last. 

“ Eli ? ” said my uncle. 

“ I f m going. I’ll get that quap or bust.” 

§ 2 

I had a ridiculous persuasion that I was ” saving the 
situation.” 

‘I’m going,” I said quite consciously and dramatically. 

I saw the whole affair—how shall I put it ?—in American 
colours. 
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I sat down beside him. ** Give me all 
got,” I said, “ and I'll pull this thing off.” 

" But nobody knows exactly where-" 

" Nasmyth does, and he'll tell me.” 

‘I He’s been ver Y close,” said my uncle, and regarded me. 

He 11 tell me all right now he’s smashed.” 

He thought. “ I believe he will.” 

‘‘George,” he said, “ if you pull this thing off-! Once 

or twice before you've stepped in-—with that sort of Woosh 
of yours-” 

He left the sentence unfinished. 

“ Give me that note-book,” I said, ” and tell me all you 
know. Where’s the ship ? Where’s Pollack ? And where’s 
that telegram from ? If that quap’s to be got, I’ll get it 
or bust. If you’ll hold on here until I get back with it.” 

And so it was I jumped into the wildest adventure of my 
life, J 


I requisitioned my uncle's best car forthwith. I went 
down that night to the place of dispatch named on Nasmyth’s 
telegram, Bampton S.O., Oxon, routed him out with a little 
trouble from that centre, made things right with him and got 
his explicit directions ; and I was inspecting the Maud Mary 
with young Pollack, his cousin and aide, the following after¬ 
noon. She was rather a shock to me and not at all in my 
style, a beast of a brig inured to the potato trade and she 
reeked from end to end with the faint subtle smell of raw 
potatoes so that it prevailed even over the temporary smell of 
new paint. She was a beast of a brig, all hold and dirtv 
framework, and they had ballasted her with old iron and old 
rails and iron sleepers, and got a miscellaneous lot of spades 
and iron wheelbarrows against the loading of the quap. I 
thought her over with Pollack, one of those tall, blond young 
men who smoke pipes and don’t help much, and then by myself, 

a u a resu ^ * ^id my best to sweep Gravesend clean of 
wheeling planks, and got in as much cord and small rope 
as I could for lashing. I had an idea we might need to run 
up a jetty. In addition to much ballast she held remotely 
hidden in a sort of inadvertent way a certain number of 
ambiguous cases which I didn’t examine, but which I gathered 
were a provision against the need of a trade. 

The captain was a most extraordinary creature, under 
the impression we were after copper ore ; he was a Roumanian 
Jew, with twitching excitable features, who had made his 
way to a certificate after some preliminary naval experiences 
m the Black Sea. The mate was an Essex man of impenetrable 
reserve. The crew was astoundingly ill-clad and destitute and 
dirty ; most of them youths, unwashed, out of colliers. One, 
the cook, was a mulatto ; and one, the best-built fellow of 
them all, was a Breton. There was some subterfuge about 
our position on board—I forget the particulars now—I was 
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called the supercargo and Pollack was the steward. This 
added to the piratical flavour that insufficient funds and 
Gordon-Nasmyth’s original genius had already given the 
enterprise. 

Those two days of bustle at Gravesend, under dingy skies, 
in narrow, dirty streets, was a new experience for me. It is 
like nothing else in my life. I realised that I was a modem 
and civilised man. I found the food filthy and the coffee 
horrible ; the whole town stank in my nostrils, the landlord 
of the Good Intent on the quay had a stand-up quarrel with 
us before I could get even a hot bath, and the bedroom I slept 
in was infested by a quantity of exotic but voracious flat 
parasites called locally “ bugs/' in the walls, in the woodwork, 
everywhere. I fought them with insect powder, and found 
them comatose in the morning, I was dipping down into the 
dingy underworld of the contemporary state, and I liked it no 
better than I did my first dip into it when I stayed with my 
Uncle Nicodemus Frapp at the bakery at Chatham—where, 
by the bye, we had to deal with cockroaches of a smaller, 
darker variety, and also with bugs of sorts. 

Let me confess that through all this time before we started 
I was immensely self-conscious, and that Beatrice played the 
part of audience in my imagination throughout. I was, as I 
say, " saving the situation/' and I was acutely aware of that. 
The evening before we sailed, instead of revising our medicine- 
chest as I had intended, I took the car and ran across country 
to Lady Grove to tell my aunt of the journey I was 
making, dress, and astonish Lady Osprey by an after-dinner 
call. 

The two ladies were at home and alone beside a big fire 
that seemed wonderfully cheerful after the winter night. I 
remember the effect of the little parlour in which they sat as 
very bright and domestic. Lady Osprey in a costume of 
mauve and lace sat on a chintz sofa and played an elaborately 
spread-out patience by the light of a tall, shaded lamp ; 
Beatrice in a white dress that showed her throat, smoked a 
cigarette in an arm-chair and read with a lamp at her elbow. 
The room was white-panelled and chintz-curtained. About 
those two bright centres of light were warm, dark shadows 
in which a circular mirror shone like a pool of brown water. 

I carried off my raid by behaving like a slave of etiquette. 
There were moments when I think I really made Lady Osprey 
believe that my call was an unavoidable necessity, that it 
would have been negligent of me not to call just how and when 
I did. But at the best those were transitory moments. 

They received me with disciplined amazement. Lady 
Osprey was interested in my face and scrutinised the scar. 
Beatrice stood behind her solicitude. Our eyes met, and 
in hers I could see startled interrogations. 

11 I'm going/* I said, ** to the west coast of Africa/* 
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They asked questions, but it suited my mood to be vague. 

We ve interests there. It is urgent I should go. I don’t 
know when I may return.” 

After that I perceived Beatrice surveyed me steadily. 

The conversation was rather difficult. I embarked upon 
engtny thanks for their kindness to me after my accident, 
l tned to understand Lady Osprey's game of patience, but it 
appear that Lady Osprey was anxious for me to under- 
s patience. I came to the verge of taking my leave. 

You needn t go yet,” said Beatrice, abruptly. 

0 walked across to the piano, took a pile of music from 
the cabinet near, surveyed Lady Osprey’s back, and with a 
gesture to me dropped it all deliberately on to the floor. 

Must talk/' she said, kneeling close to me as I helped her 
to pick it up. ” Turn my pages. At the piano.” 

1 can t read music.” 

“ Turn my pages.” 

Presently we were at the piano, and Beatrice was playing 
with noisy inaccuracy. She glanced over her shoulder and 
i-ady Osprey had resumed her patience. The old lady was 

very pink, and appeared to be absorbed in some attempt to 
cheat herself without our observing it 

live there 7- St <*wh£ LT™ c ^ ate “ Are y°“ Soing to 
live Lnere r Way are you going ? 

Beatrice asked these questions in a low voice and gave 

me no chance to answer. Then taking a rhythm from the 
music before her, she said— 

At the back of the house is a garden*—a door in the wall— 
on tne lane. Understand ? ” 

I turned over two pages without any effect on her playing. 
When ? I asked. 3 6 

“ MidnMrt” 11 Ch0rds> " 1 wish 1 could P la y this 1 ” she said. 

her attention to the music for a time. 

You may have to wait.” 

44 I'll wait.” 

She brought her playing to an end by—as schoolboys 
say— stashing it up.” J 

1 can t «p] a y to-night,” she said, standing up and meeting 
* wanted to give you a parting voluntary.” 

. .^at Wagner, Beatrice ? ” asked Lady 7 Osprey 

looking up from her cards. «It sounded very confused.” . 

1 T t °°L4. I !J y Jf leave * 1 had a curious twinge of conscience 

frOEtt Lad y Osprey. Either a first intimation 
ot middle-age or my inexperience in romantic affaire was 
to blame, but I felt a very distinct objection to the prospect 
oi invading this good lady's premises from the garden door. 

I motored up to the pavilion, found Cothope reading in bed, 
told him for the first time of West Africa, spent an hour with 
him in settling all the outstanding details of Lord Roberts /*, 
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and left that in his hands to finish against my return. I 
sent the motor back to Lady Grove, and still wearing my fur 
coat—for the January night was damp and bitterly cold— 
walked back to Bed ley Comer. I found the lane to the back 
of the dower-house without any difficulty, and was at the door 
in the wall with ten minutes to spare. I lit a cigar and fell 
to walking up and down. This queer flavour of intrigue, 
this nocturnal garden-door business, had taken me by surprise 
and changed my mental altitudes. I was startled out of my 
egotistical pose, and thinking intently of Beatrice, of that elfin 
quality in her that always pleased me, that always took me by 
surprise, that had made her for example so instantly conceive 
this meeting. 

She came within a minute of midnight; the door opened 
softly and she appeared, a short grey figure in a motor-coat of 
sheepskin, bare-headed to the cold drizzle. She flitted up 
to me, and her eyes were shadows in her dusky face. 

“ Why are you going to West Africa ? ” she asked at once. 

" Business crisis. I have to go.” 

" You're not going-? You’re coining back ? ” 

" Three or four months,” I said, ** at most.” 

“ Then, it’s nothing to do with me ? ” 

” Nothing,” I said. *' Why should it have ? ” 

" Oh, that's all right. One never knows what people 
think or what people fancy.” She took me by the arm. 

** Let's go for a walk,” she said. 

I looked about me at darkness and rain. 

“ That's all right,” she laughed. 14 We can go along the 
lane and into the Old Woking Roaa, Do you mind ? Of 
course you don’t. My head. It doesn't matter. One 
never meets anybody.” 

“ How do you know ? ” 

“ I’ve wandered like this before. ... Of course! Did 
you think ”—she nodded her head back at her home— 

” that’s all ? ” 

“ No, by Jove ! ” I cried ; ” it’s manifest it isn’t.” 

She took my arm and turned me down the lane. “ Night’s 
my time,” she said by my side. ** There’s a touch of the 
werewolf in my blood. One never knows in these old families. 

. . . I’ve wondered often, . . . Here we are, anyhow, 
alone in the world. Just darkness and cold and a sky of 
clouds and wet. And we—together. I like the wet on my 
face and hair, don’t you ? When do you sail ? ” 

I told her to-morrow. 

“ oh, well, there’s no to-morrow now. You and 11 ” She 
stopped and confronted me. 

You don’t say a word except to answer 1 ” 

“ No,” I said. 

" Last time you did all the talking.” 

“ Like a fool. Now-” 
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We looked at each other's two dim faces, “ You're glad 
to be here ? " 

" I'm glad—I'm beginning to be—it's more than glad," 

She put her hands on my shoulders and drew me down to 
kiss her. 

“ Ah I ” she said, and for a moment or so we just clung to 
one another. 

“ That’s all," she said, releasing herself. " What bundles 
of clothes we are to-night. I felt we should kiss some day 
again. Always. The last time was ages ago," 

" Among the fern stalks." 

" Among the bracken. You remember. And your lips 
were cold. Were mine ? The same lips—after so long- 
after so much t . . , And now let’s trudge through this 
blotted-out world together for a time. Yes, let me take 
your arm. Just trudge, see ? Hold tight to me because 
I know the way—and don’t talk—don't talk. Unless you 
want to talk. . . . Let me tell you things ! You see, dear, 
the whole world is blotted out—it’s dead and gone, and we’re 
in this place. ^ This dark wild place. . . . WeTe dead Or 
all the world is dead. No ! We’re dead. No one can see 
us. We're shadows. We’ve got out of our positions, out ol 
our bodies—-and together. That's the good thing of it — 
together. But that’s why the world can’t see us and why 
we hardly see the world. Sssh ! Is it all right ? " 

" It’s all right," I said. 

We stumbled along for a time in a close silence. We 
passed a dim-lit, rain-veiled window. 

" The silly world," she said, “ the silly world 1 It eats and 
sleeps. If the wet didn’t patter so from the trees we'd hear 
it snoring. It’s dreaming such stupid things—stupid judg¬ 
ments. It doesn’t know we are passing, we two—free of it—* 
clear of it. You and I I " 

We pressed against each other reassuringly. 

" I’m glad we’re dead," she whispered. ** I'm glad we’re 
dead. I was tired of it, dear. I was so tired of it, dear, 
and so entangled." 

She stopped abruptly. 

We splashed through a string of puddles. I began to 
remember things I had meant to say. 

" Look here ! " I cried. ** I want to help you beyond measure. 
You are entangled. What is the trouble ? I asked you 
marry me. You said you would. But there's something." 

My thoughts sounded clumsy as I said them. 

" Is it something about my position ? ... Or is it some¬ 
thing—perhaps—about some other man ? " 

There was an immense assenting silence, 

" You've puzzled me so. At first—I mean quite early— 
I thought ^rou meant to make me marry you." 
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And then- 


? 


1 1 


T ‘ ni ght she said after a long pause, ” I can't explain, 
A . • I can t explain, I love you ? But— explanations t 

lo-night- My dear, here we are in the world alone_ 

and the world doesn t matter. Nothing matters Here 
am I m the cold with you—and my bed away there deserted. 
I d tell you— I z mil tell you when things enable me to 

tell you and soon enough they will. But to-night_ I 

won t. I won't.” 


She left my side and went in front of me. 

She turned upon me. " Look here/' she said, “ I insist 
upon your being dead. Do you understand ? I’m not ioking. 
To-mght you and I are out of life. It’s our time together. 

.re may ke other times, but this we won’t spoil. We’re 
—in Hades if you like. Where there's nothing to hide and 
nothing to tell. No bodies even. No bothers. We loved 
each other—down there—and were kept apart, but now it 

doesn t matter. It’s over. ... If you won’t agree to that 
—I will go home.” 


" I wanted-” I began. 

I know. Oh ! my dear, if you’d only understand I 
understand. If you’d only not care—and love me to-night ” 
“ I do love you,” I said. 

“ Then love me /' sbe answered, ” and leave all these things 
that bother you. Love me ! Here I am ' ” 

" But 


* i 


No ! ” she said. 


“ Well, have your way.” 

So she carried her point, and we wandered Into the night 
together and Beatrice talked to me of love. 

I d never heard a woman before in all my life who could 
talk of love, who could lay bare and develop and touch with 
imagination all that mass of fine emotion every woman, it 
niay be, hides. She had read of love, she had thought of 
love, a thousand sweet lyrics had sounded through her brain 
and left fine fragments in her memory ; she poured it out, 
«dl of it, shamelessly, skilfully, for me. I cannot give any 
sense of that talk, I cannot even tell how much of the delight 
of it was the magic of her voice, the glow of her near presence. 
And always we walked swathed warmly through a chilly air, 
along dim, interminable greasy roads—with never a soul 
abroad it seemed but us, never a beast in the fields. 

“ Why do people love each other ? ” I said. 

” Why not ? ” 

But why do I love you ? Why is your voice better 
than any voice, your face sweeter than any face ? ” 

” And why do I love you ? ” she asked ; “ not only what is 
fine in you, but what isn’t ? Why do I love your dullness, 
your arrogance ? For I do. To-night I love the very rain¬ 
drops on the fur of your coat 1 ” . . . 
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So we talked ; and at last very wet, still glowing but a 
little tired, we parted at the garden door. We had been 
wandering for two hours in our strange irrational community 
of happiness, and all the world about us, and particularly 
Lady Osprey and her household, had been asleep—and 

dreaming of anything rather than Beatrice in the night and 
rain. 

She stood in the doorway a muffled figure with eyes that 
glowed. 

** Come back,” she whispered. ” I shall wait for you.” 

She hesitated. 

She touched the lapel of my coat. " I love you 
she said, and lifted her face to mine. 

I held her to me and was atremble from top to toe. " O 
God ! ” I cried. “ And I must go I ” 

She slipped from my arms and paused regarding me. For 
an instant the world seemed full of fantastic possibilities. 

44 \ es. Go / ” she said, and vanished and slammed the door 
upon me, leaving me alone like a man new fallen from fairy¬ 
land in the black darkness of the night, 

§ 3 

That expedition to Mordet Island stands apart from all 
the rest of my life, detached, a piece by itself with an atmo¬ 
sphere of its own. It would, I suppose, make a book by itself 
—it has made a fairly voluminous official report—but so far 
as this novel of mine goes it is merely an episode, a con¬ 
tributory experience, and I mean to keep it at that. 

Vile weather, an impatient fretting against unbearable 
slowness and delay, sea-sickness, general discomfort and 
humiliating self-revelation are the master values of these 
memories. 

I was sick all through the journey out. I don’t know why. 
It was the only time I was ever sea-sick, and I have seen 
some pretty bad weather since I became a boat-builder. 
But that phantom smell of potatoes was peculiarly vile to 
me. Coming back on the brig we were all ill, every one of 
us, so soon as we got to sea, poisoned I firmly believe by 
quap. On the way out most of the others recovered in a 
few days, but the stuffiness below, the coarse food, the 
cramped dirty accommodation kept me, if not actually sea¬ 
sick, in a state of acute physical wretchedness the whole 
time. The ship abounded in cockroaches and more intimate 
vermin. I was cold all the time until after we passed Cape 
Verde, then I became steamily hot; I had been too pre¬ 
occupied with Beatrice and my keen desire to get the Maud 
Mary under way at once, to consider a proper wardrobe for 
myself, and in particular I lacked a coat. Heavens t how 
I lacked that coat! And, moreover, I was cooped up with 
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two of the worst bores in Christendom, Pollack and the 
captain. Pollack, after conducting his illness in a style better 
adapted to the capacity of an opera house than a small com¬ 
partment, suddenly got insupportably well and breezy, and 
produced a manly pipe in which he smoked a tobacco as 
blond as himself, and divided his time almost equally between 
smoking it and trying to clean it. ” There’s only three 
things you can clean a pipe with,” he used to remark with 
a twist of paper in hand. “The best’s a feather, the second’s 
a straw, and the third’s a girl’s hairpin. I never see such a 
ship. You can’t find any of ’em. Last time I came this 
way I did find hairpins anyway, and found ’em on the floor 

of the captain’s cabin. Regular deposit. Eh ? . . . Feelin’ 
better ? ” 

At which I usually swore. 

Oh, you’ll be all right soon. Don’t mind my pu ffin ’ a 
bit ? Eh ? ” 

, He never tired of asking me to “ have a hand at Nap. 

S' Good game. Makes you forget it, and that’s half the battle.” 

He would sit swaying with the rolling of the ship and suck 
at his pipe of blond tobacco and look with an inexpressibly 
sage but somnolent blue eye at the captain by the hour 
together. “ Captain's a Card,” he would say over and over 
again as the outcome of these meditations. ** He'd like to 
know what we’re up to. He’d like to know—no end.” 

That did seem to be the captain's ruling idea. But he 
also wanted to impress me with the notion that he was a 
gentleman of good family and to air a number of views adverse 
to the English, to English literature, to the English con¬ 
stitution, and the like. He had learned the sea in the 
Roumanian navy, and English out of a book ; he would still 
at times pronounce the e’s at the end of “ there ” and ” here ” ; 
he was a naturalised Englishman, and he drove me into a 
reluctant and uncongenial patriotism by his everlasting 
carping at things English. Pollack would set himself to 
“ draw him out.” Heaven alone can tell how near I came 
to murder. 

Fifty-three days I had outward, cooped up with these 
two and a shy and profoundly depressed mate who read the 
Bible on Sundays and spent the rest of his leisure in lethargy, 
three and fifty days of life cooped up in a perpetual smell, 
in a persistent sick hunger that turned from the sight of food, 
in darkness, cold and wet, in a lightly ballasted ship that 
rolled and pitched and swayed. And all the time the sands 
in the hour-glass of my uncle's fortunes were streaming out. 
Misery ! Amidst it all I remember only one thing brightly, 
one morning of sunshine in the Bay of Biscay and a vision, 
of frothing waves, sapphire green, a bird following our wake 
and our masts rolling about the sky. Then wind and rain 
closed in on us again. 
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You must not imagine they were ordinary days, days I 
mean of an average length ; they were not so much days 
as long damp slabs of time that stretched each one to the 
horizon, and much of that length was night. One paraded 
the staggering deck in a borrowed sou'-wester hour after 
hour in the chilly, windy, splashing and spitting darkness, 
or sat in the cabin, bored and ill, and looked at the faces of 
those inseparable companions by the help of a lamp that 
gave smell rather than light. Then one would see going up, 
U P* up, and then sinking down, down, down, Pollack, extinct 
pipe in mouth, humorously observant, bringing his mind 
slowly to the seventy-seventh decision that the captain was 
a Card, while the words flowed from the latter in a nimble 
incessant flood, “ His England eet is not a country aristo¬ 
cratic, no ! Eet is a glorified bourgeoisie ! Eet is pluto¬ 
cratic. In England dere is no aristocracy since de Wars of 

Roses. In the rest of Europe east of the Latins, yes : in 
England, no. ; * 

Eet is all middle-class, youra England, Everything you 
look at, middle-class. Respectable l Everything good—eet 
is, you say, shocking. Madame Grundy I Eet is all limited 
and computing and self-seeking. Hat is why your art is so 
limited, youra fiction, your phalosophia, why you are all so 
inartistic. You want nothing but profit [ What will pay f 

He had all those violent adjuncts to speech we Western 
Europeans have abandoned, shruggings of the shoulders, 
waving of the arms, thrusting out of the face, wonderful 
grimaces and twiddlings of the hands under your nose until 
you wanted to hit them away. Hay after day it went on, 
and I had to keep my anger to myself, to reserve myself for 
the time ahead when it would be necessary to see the quap 
was got aboard and stowed—knee deep in this man's astonish- 
ment. I knew he would make a thousand objections to all 
we had before us. He talked like a drugged man. It ran 
glibly over his tongue. And all the time one could see his 
seamanship fretting him, he was gnawed by responsibility, 
perpetually uneasy about the ship’s position, perpetually 
imagining dangers. If a sea hit us exceptionally hard he'd 
be out 01 the cabin in an instant making an outcry of inquiries, 
a ? ^,7“ pursued by a dread of the hold, of ballast shifting, 
0 w } c ked leaks. As we drew near the African 

coaat ms fear of rocks and shoals became infectious. 

I do not know dis coast," he used to say. ** I cama 
her a because Gordon-Nasmyth was coming too. Hen he 
does not come t 

Fortunes of war, ' I said, and tried to think in vain if 
any motive but sheer haphazard could have guided Gordon- 
Nasmyth in the choice of these two men. I think perhaps 
Gordon-Nasmyth had the artistic temperament and wanted 
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contrasts, and also that the captain helped him to express 
his own malignant Anti-Britishism. He was indeed an 
exceptionally inefficient captain. On the whole I was glad 
I had come even at the eleventh hour to see to things. 

(The captain, by the bye, did at last, out of sheer nervous¬ 
ness, get aground at the end of Mordet’s Island, but we got 
off in an hour or so with a swell and a little hard work in 
the boat.) 

I suspected the mate of his opinion of the captain long 
before he expressed it. He was, I say, a taciturn man, but 
one day speech broke through him. He had been sitting at 
the table with his arms folded on it, musing drearily, pipe 
in mouth, and the voice of the captain drifted down from 
above. 

The mate lifted his heavy eyes to me and regarded me for 
a moment. Then he began to heave with the beginnings of 
speech. He disembarrassed himself of his pipe. I cowered 
with expectation. Speech was coming at last. Before he 
spoke he nodded reassuringly once or twice. 

i i _I t ^ 

He moved his head strangely and mysteriously, but a 
child might have known he spoke of the captain. 

** E’s a foreigner.** 

He regarded me doubtfully for a time, and at last decided 
for the sake of lucidity to clench the matter. 

“ That's what E is—a Dago ! ** 

He nodded like a man who gives a last tap to a nail, and 
I could see he considered his remark well and truly laid. 
His face, though still resolute, became as tranquil and unevent¬ 
ful as a huge hall after a public meeting has dispersed out of 
it, and finally he closed and locked it with his pipe, 

Roumanian Jew, isn't he ? ** I said. 

He nodded darkly and almost forbiddingly. 

More would have been too much. The thing was said. 
But from that time forth I knew I could depend upon him 
and that he and I were friends. It happens I never did have 
to depend upon him, but that does not affect our relationship. 

Forward the crew lived lives very much after the fashion 
of ours, more crowded, more cramped and dirty, wetter, 
steamier, more verminous. The coarse food they had was 
still not so coarse but that they did not think they were 
living “ like fighting cocks.” So far as I could make out 
they were all nearly destitute men, hardly any of them had 
a proper sea outfit, and what small possessions they had 
were a source of mutual distrust. And as we* pitched and 
floundered southward they gambled and fought, were brutal 
to one another, argued and wrangled loudly, until we protested 
at the uproar. ... 

There^s no romance about the sea in a small sailing ship 
as I saw it. The romance is in the mind of the landsman 
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dreamer. These brigs and schooners and brigantines that 
still stand out from every little port are relics from an age 
of petty trade, as rotten and obsolescent as a Georgian house 
that has sunken into a slum. They are indeed just floating 
fragments of slum, much as icebergs are floating fragments 
of glacier. The civilised man who has learned to wash, who 
has developed a sense of physical honour, of cleanly temperate 
feeding, of time, can endure them no more. 'They pass, 
and the clanking coal-wasting steamers will follow them’ 
giving place to cleaner, finer things. ... 

-But so it was I made my voyage to Africa, and came at 
last into a world of steamy fogs and a hot smell of vegetable 
decay, and into sound and sight of surf and distant inter- 
mittent glimpses of the coast. I lived a strange concentrated 
through all that time, such a life as a creature must do 
that has fallen in a well. All my former ways ceased all my 
old vistas became memories. 

The situation I was saving was very small and distant 
now; I felt its urgency no more. Beatrice and Lady Grove, 
my uncle and the Hardingham, my soaring in the air and’ 
my habitual wide vision of swift effectual things, became as 
remote as if they were in some world I had left for ever. 


§4 

All these African memories stand by themselves. It was 
tor me an expedition into the realms of undisciplined nature 
out of the world that is ruled by men, my first bout with 
hat hot side of our mother that gives you the jungle—that 
co a side that gives you the air-eddy I was beginning to 
Know passing well. They are memories woven upon a fabric 
ot sunshine and heat and a constant warm smell of decay. 

hey end in rain-—such rain as I had never seen before, a 
vehement, a frantic down pouring of water, but our first slow 
passage through the channels behind Mordet's Island was in 
incandescent sunshine. 

There we go in my memory still, a blistered dirty ship with 
patched sails and a battered mermaid to present Maud Mary 
sounding and taking thought between high banks of forest 
whose trees come out knee-deep at last in the water. There 
we go with a little breeze on our quarter, Mordet Island 
rounded and the quap it might be within a day of us. 

Here ana there strange blossoms woke the dank intensities 
o green with a trumpet call of colour. Things crept among 

\ 1 J un fir e peeped and dashed back rustling into stillness. 

1 ways in the sluggishly drifting, opaque water were cddyings 

5 ^ 5 ”1 little rushes of bubbles came chuckling up 
light-heartedly from this or that submerged conflict and 
tragedy ; now and again were crocodiles like a stranded fleet 
of logs basking in the sun. Still it was by day, a dreary 
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stillness broken only by insect sounds and the creaking and 
flapping of our progress, by the calling of the soundings and 
the captain’s confused shouts ; but in the night as we lay 
moored to a clump of trees the darkness brought a thousand 
swampy things to life and out of the forest came screamings 
and howlings, screamings and yells that made us glad to be 
afloat. And once we saw between the tree stems long blazing 
fires. We passed two or three villages landward and brown- 
black women and children came and stared at us and gesticu¬ 
lated, and once a man came out in a boat from a creek and 
hailed us in an unknown tongue ; and so at last we came to a 
great open place, a broad lake rimmed with a desolation of 
mud and bleached refuse and dead trees, free from crocodiles 
or water birds or sight or sound of any living thing, and 
saw far off, even as Nasmyth had described, the ruins of the 
deserted station and hard by two little heaps of buff-hued 
rubbish under a great rib of rock, the quap 1 The forest 
receded. The land to the right of us fell away and became 
barren, and far off across a notch in its backbone was surf 
and the sea. 

We took the ship in towards those heaps and the ruined 
jetty slowly and carefully. The captain came and talked. 

“ This is eet ? ” he said. 

“ Yes/’ said I. 

“Is eet for trade we have come ? ” 

This was ironical. 

“ No/’ said I. . . . 

“ Gordon-Nasmyth would haf told me long ago what it 
ees for we haf come.” 

“ I’ll tell you now/ 1 I said. “ We are going to lay in as 
close as we can to those two heaps of stuff—you see them ?— 
under the rock. Then we are going to chuck all our ballast 
overboard and take those in. Then we’re going home.” 

“ May I presume to ask—is eet gold P " 

“ No/’ I said uncivilly, “ it isn’t.” 

“ Then what is it ? ” 

“ It’s stuff—of some commercial value.” 

“ We can’t do eet/’ he said. 

“ We can/’ I answered reassuringly. 

“ We can’t,” he said as confidently. “ I don’t mean what 
you mean. You know so liddle—But—Dis is forbidden 
country.” 

I turned on him suddenly angry and met bright excited 
eyes. For a minute we scrutinised one another. Then I 
said, “ That’s our risk. Trade is forbidden. But this isn't 
trade. . . . This thing’s got to be done.” 

His eyes glittered and he shook his head. ... 

The brig stood in slowly through the twilight towards this 
strange scorched and blistered stretch of beach, and the 
man at the wheel strained his ears to listen to the low-voiced 
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angry argument that began between myself and the captain 
that was presently joined by Pollack. We moored at last 
within a hundred yards of our goal, and all through our 
dinner and far into the night we argued intermittently and 
fiercely with the captain about our right to load just what 
we pleased. ** I will haf nothing to do with it,** he persisted. 

I wash iny hands.** It seemed that night as though we 
argued in vain. " If it is not trade,** he said, “it is pro¬ 
specting and mining. That is worse. Any one who knows 
anything—outside England—knows that is worse.’* 

We argued and I lost my temper and swore at him. Pollack 
kept cooler and chewed his pipe watchfully with that blue 
eye of his upon the captain's gestures. Finally I went on 
deck to cool. The sky was overcast. I discovered all the 
men were in a knot forward, staring at the faint quivering 
luminosity that had spread over the heaps of quap, a phos¬ 
phorescence such as one sees at times on rotting wood. And 
about the beach east and west there were patches and streaks 
of something like diluted moonshine. ... 

In the small hours I was still awake and turning over 
scheme after scheme in my mind whereby I might circumvent 
captain's opposition. I meant to get that quap aboard 
if I had to kill some one to do it. Never in my life had I 
been so thwarted ! After this intolerable voyage ! There 
came a rap at my cabin door, and then it opened and I made 
out a bearded face. “ Come in,** I said, and a black voluble 
figure I could just see obscurely came in to talk in my private 
ear and fill my cabin with its whisperings and gestures. It 
was the captain. He too had been awake and thinking 
things over. He had come to explain—enormously. I lay 
there hating him and wondering if I and Pollack could lock 
him m his cabin and run the ship without him. I do not 
want to spoil dis expedition/* emerged from a cloud of pro¬ 
testations, and then I was able to disentangle " a commission 
—-shush a small commission—for special risks ! " “ Special 
risks ** became frequent. I let him explain himself out. It 
eared he was also demanding an apology for something 
said. No doubt I had insulted him generously. At 
last came definite offers, I broke my silence and bargained. 
Follack ! ” I cried and hammered the partition. 

What's up ? " asked Pollack, 

I stated the case concisely. 

There came a silence. 

. s a Card," said Pollack. “ Let’s give him his com¬ 
mission. I don't mind " 

;; Eh ? " I cried. 

“ } sajd he was a Card, that's all," said Pollack. "I’m 
coming," 

He appeared in my doorway a taint white figure and joined 
our vehement whisperings, . . . 
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We had to buy the captain off ; we had to promise him 
ten per cent, of our problematical profits. We were to give 
him ten per cent, on what we sold the cargo for over and 
above his legitimate pay, and I found in my out-bargained 
and disordered state small consolation in the thought that I, 
as the Gordon-Nasmyth expedition, was to sell the stuff to 
myself as Business Organisations. And he further ex¬ 
asperated me by insisting on having our bargain in writing. 
“ In the form of a letter,” he insisted. 

“ Ail right,” I acquiesced, “ in the form of a letter. Here 
goes ! Get a light l ” 

“ And the apology,” he said, folding up the letter. 

” All right,” I said ; '* apology.” 

My hand shook with anger as I wrote, and afterwards I 
could not sleep for hate of him. At last I got up. I suffered, 

I found, from an unusual clumsiness. I struck my toe 
against my cabin door, and cut myself as I shaved. I found 
myself at last pacing the deck under the dawn in a mood of 
extreme exasperation. The sun rose abruptly and splashed 
light blindingly into my eyes and I swore at the sun. I 
iound myself imagining fresh obstacles with the men and 
talking aloud in anticipatory rehearsal of the consequent 
row. 

The malaria of the quap was already in my blood. 

§ 5 

Sooner or later the ridiculous embargo that now lies upon 
all the coast eastward of Mordet Island will be lifted and 
the reality of the deposits of quap ascertained. I am sure 
myself that we were merely taking the outcrop of a stratum 
of nodulated deposits that dip steeply seaward. Those 
heaps were merely the crumbled-out contents of two irregular 
cavities in the rock, they are as natural as any talus or heap 
of that kind, and the mud along the edge of the water for 
miles is mixed with quap, and is radio-active and lifeless 
and faintly phosphorescent at night. But the reader will 
find the full particulars of my impression of all this in the 
Geological Magazine for October, 1905, and to that I must 
refer him. There, too, he will find my unconfirmed theories 
of its nature. If I am right it is something far more sig¬ 
nificant from the scientific point of view than those incidental 
constituents of various rare metals, pitchblende, rutile, and 
the like, upon which the revolutionary discoveries of the 
last decade are based. Those are just little molecular centres 
of disintegration, of that mysterious decay and rotting of 
those elements, elements once regarded as the most stable 
things in nature. But there is something—the only word 
that comes near it is cancerous —and that is not very near, 
about the whole of quap, something that creeps and lives 
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as a disease lives by destroying ; an elemental stirring and 

incalculably maleficent and strange. 

This is no imaginative comparison of mine. To my mind 
radio-activity is a real disease of matter. Moreover it is a 
contagious disease. It spreads. You bring those debased 
and crumbling atoms near others and those too presently 
catch the trick of swinging themselves out of coherent 
existence. It is in matter exactly what the decay of our 
old culture is in society, a loss of traditions and distinctions 
and assured reactions. When I think of these inexplicable 

dissolvent centres that have come into beings in our globe_ 

these quap heaps are surely by far the largest that have yet 
been found in the world ; the rest as yet mere specks in 
grams and crystals—I am haunted by a grotesque fancy of 

e ultimate eating away and dry-rotting and dispersal of 
all our world. So that while man still struggles and dreams 
his very substance will change and crumble from beneath 
him. I mention this here as a queer persistent fancy. 
Suppose, indeed, that is to be the end of our planet * no 
splendid climax and finale, no towering accumulation of 
achievements but just—atomic decay ! I add that to the 
ideas of the suffocating comet, the dark body out of space, 
the burning out of the sun, the distorted orbit, as a new and 
far more possible end—as Science can see ends—to this 

Str ? I I?K b y-P la Y of matter that we call human life. I do 
not believe this can be the end ; no human soul can believe 
in such an end and go on living, but to it science points as 
a possible thing, science and reason alike. If single human 
beings—if one single rickety infant—can be bom as it were 
by accident and die futile, why not the whole race ? These 
questions I have never answered, that now I never 
attempt to answer, but the thought of quap and its mysteries 
brings them back to me. 

I can witness that the beach and mud for two miles or 
more either way was a lifeless beach—lifeless as I could have 
imagined no tropical mud could ever be, and all the dead 
branches and leaves and rotting dead fish and so forth that 
drifted ashore became presently shrivelled and white. Some¬ 
times crocodiles would come up out of the water and bask, 
ana now and then water birds would explore the mud and 
rocky nbs that rose out of it, in a mood of transitory specula- 
tion. That was its utmost animation. And the air felt at 
oime hot and austere, dry and blistering, and altogether 
amerent to the warm moist embrace that had met us at our 

1111 t /“JP Can ^ anc ^ a ^ an< ? which we had grown accustomed. 

1 believe that the primary influence of the quap upon us 

was to increase the conductivity of our nerves, but that is a 
mere unjustifiable speculation on my part. At any rate it 
gave a sort of east-wind effect to life. We all became irritable, 
clumsy, languid and disposed to be impatient with our 
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languor. We moored the brig to the rocks with difficulty, 
and got aground on mud, and decided to stick there and tow 
off when we had done—the bottom was as greasy as butter. 
Our efforts to fix up planks and sleepers in order to wheel 
the quap aboard were as ill conceived as that sort of work 
can be—and that sort of work can at times be very ill con- 
ceived. The captain had a superstitious fear of his hold ; 
he became wildly gesticulatory and expository and incom¬ 
petent at the bare thought of it. His shouts still echo in 
my memory, becoming as each crisis approached less and 
less like any known tongue. 

But I cannot now write the history of those days of blunder¬ 
ing and toil, of how Milton, one of the boys, fell from a plank 
to the beach, thirty feet perhaps, with his barrow and broke 
his arm and I believe a rib, of how I and Pollack set the 
limb and nursed him through the fever that followed, of 
how one man after another succumbed to a feverish malaria, 
and how I—by virtue of my scientific reputation—was 
obliged to play the part of doctor and dose them with quinine, 
and then finding that worse than nothing, with rum and 
small doses of Easton's Syrup, of which there chanced to be 
a case of bottles aboard—Heaven and Gordon-Nasmyth 
know why. For three long days we lay in misery and never 
shipped a barrow-load. Then, when they resumed, the 
men’s hands broke out into sores. There were no gloves 
available ; and I tried to get them, while they shovelled and 
wheeled, to cover their hands with stockings or greased rags. 
They would not do this on account of the heat and discomfort. 
This attempt of mine did, however, direct their attention 
to the quap as the source of their illness and precipitated 
what in the end finished our lading, an informal strike. 

** We've had enough of this," they said, and they meant 
it. They came aft to say as much. They cowed the captain. 

Through all these days the weather was variously vile, 
first a furnace heat under a sky of a scowling intensity of 
blue, then a hot fog that stuck in one’s throat like wool and 
turned the men on the planks into colourless figures of giants, 
then a wild burst of thunderstorms, mad elemental uproar 
and rain. Through it all, against illness, heat, confusion of 
mind, one master impetus prevailed with me, to keep the 
shipping going, to maintain one motif at least, whatever 
else arose or ceased, the chuff of the spades, the squeaking 
and shriek of the barrows, the pluppa, pluppa, pluppa, as 
the men came trotting along the swinging high planks, and 
then at last, the dollop, dollop as the stuff shot into the 
hold. Another barrow-load, thank God I Another fifteen 
hundred, or it may be two thousand pounds, for the saving 

of Ponderevo l ... 1 ” . 

I found out many things about myself and humanity in 
those weeks of effort behind Mordet Island. I understand 
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now the heart of the sweater, of the harsh employer, of the 
nigger-driver. I had brought these men into a danger they 
didn’t understand, I was fiercely resolved to overcome their 
oppositions and bend and use them for my purpose, and I 
hated the men. But I hated all humanity during the time 
that the quap was near me. , . , 

And my mind was pervaded, too, by a sense of urgency 
and by the fear that we should be discovered and our pro¬ 
ceedings stopped. I wanted to get out to sea again—to be 
heating up northward with our plunder. I was afraid our 
masts showed to seaward and might betray us to some 
curious passer on the high sea. And one evening near the 
end I saw a canoe with three natives far off down the lake ; 
I got field-glasses from the captain and scrutinised them, 
and I could see them staring at us. One man might have 
been a half-breed and was dressed in white. They watched 
us for some time very quietly and then paddled off into some 
1 channel in the forest shadows. 

And for three nights running, so that it took a painful 
grip upon my inflamed imagination, I dreamt of my uncle's 
face, only that it was ghastly white like a clown’s, and the 
throat was cut from ear to ear—a long ochreous cut. “ Too 
late,” he said ; t( too late ! . . 


§6 

A day or so after we had got to work upon the quap I 
found myself so sleepless and miserable that the ship became 
unendurable. Just before the rush of sunrise I borrowed 
Pollack’s gun, walked down the planks, clambered over the 
quap heaps and prowled along the beach. I went perhaps 
a mile and a half that day and some distance beyond the 
ruins of the old station. I became interested in the desolation 
about me, and found when I returned that I was able to 
sleep for nearly an hour. It was delightful to have been 
alone for so long—no captain, no Pollack, no one. Accord¬ 
ingly I repeated this expedition the next morning and the 
next until it became a custom with me. There was little 
for me to do once the digging and wheeling was organised, 
and so these prowlings of mine grew longer and longer, and 
presently I began to take food with me. 

I pushed these walks far beyond the area desolated by the 
quap. On the edges of that was first a zone of stunted 
vegetation, then a sort of swampy jungle that was difficult 
to penetrate, and then the beginnings of the forest, a scene 
of huge tree 9 tems and tangled creeper ropes and roots mingled 
with oozy mud. Here I used to loaf in a state between 
botanising and reverie—always very anxious to know what 
was up above in the sunlight—and here it was I murdered 

^ n iftD * 
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It was the most unmeaning and purposeless murder i magin- 
abie. Even as I write down its well-remembered particulars 
there comes again- the sense of its strangeness, its pointless¬ 
ness, its incompatibility with any of the neat and definite 
theories people hold about life and the meaning of the world. 
I did this thing and I want to tell of my doing it, but why I 

did it and particularly why I should be held responsible for 
it I cannot explain. 

mornin § 1 had come upon a track in the forest, and 
it had occurred to me as a disagreeable idea that this was a 
uman pathway. I didn't want to come upon any human 
beings. The less our expedition saw of the African popula- 
tion -the better for its prospects. Thus far we had been 
singularly free from native pestering. So I turned back 
and was making my way over mud and roots and dead fronds 

and petals scattered from the green world above when 
abruptly I saw my victim. 

I became aware of him perhaps forty feet oS, standing 
quite still and regarding me. 

wasn t by any means a pretty figure. He was very 
black and naked except for a dirty loin-cloth, his legs were 
ill-shaped and his toes spread wide, and the upper edge of 
his cloth and a girdle of string cut his clumsy abdomen into 
folds. His forehead was low, his nose very flat, and his 
lower lip swollen and purplish red. His hair was short and 
fuzzy, and about his neck was a string and a little purse of 

skm. He carried a musket, and a powder flask was stuck 
in his girdle. It was a curious confrontation. There opposed 

stood I, a little soiled perhaps, but still a rather 
elaborately civilised human being bom, bred and trained 
in a vague tradition. In my hand was an unaccustomed 
gun. And each of us was essentially a teeming vivid brain, 
tensely excited by the encounter, quite unaware of the other's 
mental content or what to do with him. 

He stepped back a pace or so. Stumbled and turned to 

run. 

“ Stop,” I cried ; ” stop, you fool \ ” and started to run 
after him shouting such things in English. But I was no 
match for him over the roots and mud. 

I had a preposterous idea. “ He mustn’t get away and 
tell them ! ” 

And with that instantly I brought both feet together, 
raised my gun, aimed quite coolly, drew the trigger carefully 
and shot him neatly in the back. 

I saw, and saw with a leap of pure exultation, the smash 
of my bullet between his shoulder blades. “ Got him,” said I, 
dropping my gun, and down he flopped and died without a 
groan. “ By Jove,” I cried with a note of surprise, “ I've 
killed him.” I looked about me and then went forward 
cautiously in a mood between curiosity and astonishment 
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to look at this man whose soul I had flung so unceremoniously 
out of our common world. I went to him not as one goes 
to something one has made or done, but as one approaches 
something found. 

He was frightfully smashed out in front ; he must have 
died in the instant. I stooped and raised him by his shoulder 
and realised that, I dropped him, and stood about and 
peered about me through the trees. " My word ! ” I said. 
He was the second dead human being—apart I mean from 
surgical properties and mummies and common shows of that 
sort—that I had ever seen. I stood over him wondering, 
wondering beyond measure. 

A practical idea came into that confusion. Had any one 
heard the gun ? 

I reloaded. 

After a time I felt securer, and gave my mind again to the 
dead I had killed. What must I do ? 


It occurred to me that perhaps I ought to bury him. At 
any rate, I ought to hide him. I reflected coolly, and then 
put my gun within easy reach and dragged him by the arm 
towards a place where the mud seemed soft, and thrust him 
in. His powder-flask slipped from his loin-cloth, and I went 
back to get it. Then I pressed him down with the butt of 
my rifle. 


Afterwards this all seemed to me most horrible, but at the 
^i^tinae it was entirely a matter-of-fact transaction. I looked 
t round for any other visible evidence of his fate, looked round 
v*ras one does when one pack’s one portmanteau in an hotel 
^ bedroom. v 


Then I got my bearings, and carefully returned towards 
the ship. I had the mood of grave concentration of a boy 
who has lapsed into poaching. And the business only began 
to assume proper proportions for me as I got near the ship, 
to seem any other kind of thing than the killing of a bird or 
rabbit. 


In the night, however, it took on enormous and portentous 
forms. ** By God ! ,f I cried suddenly, starting wide awake ; 
** but it was murder ! ” 

I lay after that outcry, staring at my memories. In some 
odd way these visions mixed up with my dream of my uncle 
in his despair. The black body which I saw now damaged 
and partly buried, but which, nevertheless, I no longer felt 
was dead but acutely alive and perceiving, I mixed up with 
the ochreous slash under my uncle’s face. I tried to dismiss 
this horrible obsession from my mind, but it prevailed over 
all my efforts. 

The next day was utterly black with my sense of that 
ugly creature's body. I am the least superstitious of men, 
but it drew me. It drew me back into those thickets to the 
very place where I had hidden him. 
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Some evil and detestable beast had been at him and he 
lay disinterred. 

Methodically I buried his swollen and mangled carcass 
again, and returned to the ship for another night of dreams. 
Next day for all the morning I resisted the impulse to go to 
him, and played Nap with Pollack with my secret gnawing 
at me, and in the evening started to go and was near be¬ 
nighted. I never told a soul of them of this thing I had done. 

Next day I went early and he had gone, and there were 
human footmarks and ugly stains round the muddy hole 
from which he had been dragged. 

I returned to the ship, disconcerted and perplexed. That 
day it was the men came aft, with blistered hands and faces, 
and sullen eyes. When they proclaimed, through Edwards 
their spokesman, “ We’ve had enough of this, and we mean 
it/’ I answered very readily, “ So have I. Let’s go/’ 

§ 7 

We were none too soon. People had been reconnoitring 
us, the telegraph had been at work, and we were not four 
hours at sea before we ran against the gunboat that had 
been sent down the coast to look for us and that would have 
caught us behind the island like a beast in a trap. It was 
a night of driving cloud that gave intermittent gleams of 
moonlight, the wind and sea were strong and we were rolling 
along through a drift of rain and mist. Suddenly the world 
was white with moonshine. The gunboat came out as a 
long dark shape wallowing on the water to the east. She 
sighted the Maud Mary at once, and fired some sort of pop¬ 
gun to arrest us. 

The mate turned to me. 

“ Shall I tell the captain ? ” 

“ The captain be damned ! ” said I, and we let him sleep 
through two hours of chase till a rainstorm swallowed us up. 
Then we changed our course and sailed right across them, 
and by morning only her smoke was showing. 

We were clear of Africa—and with the booty aboard. I 
did not see what stood between us and home. 

For the first time since I had fallen sick in the Thames 
my spirits rose. I was sea-sick and physically disgusted of 
course, but I felt kindly in spite of my qualms. So far as I 
could calculate then the situation was saved. I saw myself 
returning triumphantly into the Thames, and nothing on . 
earth to prevent old Capem’s Perfect Filament going on 
the market in a fortnight. I had the monopoly of electric 
lamps beneath my feet. 

I was released from the spell of that blood-stained black 
body all mixed up with grey-black mud. I was going back 
to baths and decent food and aeronautics and Beatrice. I 
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was going back to Beatrice and my real life again—out of 
this well into which I had fallen. It would have needed 
something more than sea-sickness and quap fever to prevent 
my spirits rising. 

I told the captain that I agreed with, him that the British 
were the scum of Europe, the westward drift of all the people, 
a disgusting rabble, and I lost three pounds by attenuated 
retail to Pollack at ha-penny nap and euchre, 

And then you know, as we got out into the Atlantic this 
side of Cape Verde, the ship began to go to pieces. I don’t 
pretend for one moment to understand what happened. But 
I think Greiffenhagen's recent work on the effects of radium 
upon ligneous tissue does rather carry out my idea that 
emanations from quap have a rapid rotting effect upon woody 
fibre. 

From the first there had been a different feel about the 
ship, and as the big winds and waves began to strain her she 
commenced leaking. Soon she was leaking—not at any 

? articular point, but everywhere. She did not spring a leak, 
mean, but water came in first of all near the decaying edges 
of her planks, and then through them. 

I firmly believe the water came through the wood. First 
it began to ooze, then to trickle. It was like trying to carry 
moist sugar in a thin paper bag. Soon we were taking in 
water as though we had opened a door in her bottom. 

Once it began, the thing went ahead beyond all fighting. 
For a day or so we did our best, and I can still remember in 
my limbs and back the pumping—the fatigue in my arms 
and the memory of a clear little dribble of water that jerked 
as one pumped, and of knocking off and the being awakened to 
go on again, and of fatigue piling up upon fatigue. At last 
we ceased to think of anything but pumping ; one became a 
thing of torment enchanted, doomed to pump for ever, I 
still remember it as pure relief when at last Pollack came to 
me pipe in mouth. 

u The captain says the damned thing's going down right 
now/’ he remarked, chewing his mouthpiece. “ Eh ? ” 

“ Good idea ! ” I said. " One can*t go on pumping for 
ever,*' 

And without hurry or alacrity, sullenly and wearily we 
got into the boats and pulled away from the Maud Mary until 
we were clear of her, and then we stayed resting on our oars, 
motionless upon a glassy sea, waiting for her to sink. We 
were all silent, even the captain was silent until she went down. 
And then he spoke quite mildly in an undertone. 

*' Oat is the first ship I haf ever lost. . . . And it was not 
a fair game 1 It wass not a cargo any man should take. 
No 1 

I stared at the slow eddies that circled above the departed 
Maud Mary , and the last chance of Business Organisations. 
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I felt weary beyond emotion. I thought of my heroics to 
Beatrice and my uncle, of my prompt " I'U go/ 1 and of all 
the ineffectual months I had spent after this headlong decision 
I was moved to laughter at myself and fate. 

But the captain and the men did not laugh. The men 

scowled at me and rubbed their sore and blistered hands and 
set themselves to row. ... 

As all the world knows, we were picked up bv the Union 
Castle liner Portland Castle . 

The hairdresser aboard was a wonderful man, and he even 
improvised me a dress suit, and produced a clean shirt and 
warm underclothing. I had a hot bath, and dressed and 
dined and drank a bottle of Burgundy. 

Now/ 1 I said, tl are there any newspapers ? I want to 
know what’s been happening in the world.” 

My steward gave me what he had, but I landed at Plymouth 
still largely ignorant of the course of events. I shook off 
Pollack, and left the captain and mate in an hotel, and the 
men in a Sailor’s Home until I could send to pay them off, 
and I made my way to the station. 5 

The newspapers I bought, the placards I saw, all England 
indeed resounded to my uncle's bankruptcy. 


END OF BOOK III 
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CHAPTER ONE 


THE STICK OF THE ROCKET 



T hat evening I talked with my uncle in the Hardingham 
for the last time. The atmosphere of the place had 
altered quite shockingly. Instead of the crowd of 
importunate courtiers there were just half a dozen uninviting 
men, journalists waiting for an interview. Ropper the big 
commissionaire was still there, but now indeed he was defend- 
mg my uncle from something more than time-wasting 
intrusions. I found the little man alone in the inner office 
pretending to work but really brooding. He was looking 
yellow and deflated. 

** Cord ! " he said at the sight of me. " You're lean, 
George. It makes that scar of yours show up." 

We regarded each other gravely for a time. 

“ Quap," I said, “ is at the bottom of the Atlantic. There's 

s °me bills- We've got to pay the men." . . . 

f< Seen the papers ? " 

“ Read ’em all in the train." 


“ At bay," he said. “ I been at bay for a week. , . . 
Yelping round me. . . , And me facing the music. I'm 
feehn’ a bit tired." 

He blew and wiped his glasses. 

“ My stomach isn't what it was,” he explained. “ One 
finds it-—these times. How did it all happen, George ? Your 
Marconi gram—it took me in the wind a bit.” 

I told him concisely. He nodded to the paragraphs of 
my narrative, and at the end he poured something from a 
medicine bottle into a sticky little wineglass and drank it. 
I became aware of the presence of drugs, of three or four 
small bottles before him among his disorder of papers, of a 
faint elusively familiar odour in the room. 

44 Yes," he said, wiping his lips and recorking the bottle. 
" You’ve done your best, George, The luck's been against us." 

He reflected, bottle in hand. " Sometimes the luck goes with 
you and sometimes it doesn't. Sometimes it doesn’t. And 
then where are you ? Grass in the oven ! Fight or no fight." 

He asked a few questions and then his thoughts came back 
to his own urgent affairs. I tried to get some comprehensive 
account of the situation from him, but he would not give it. 

* Oh, I wish I'd had you. I wish I'd had you, George. 
I’ve had a lot on my hands. You’re clear-headed at times." 

What has happened ? " 

” Ofi 1 Boom I-—infernal things." 

Yes, but—how ? I'm just off the sea, remember." 
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It’d worry me too much to tell you now. It's tied up in a 
skein,” 

He muttered something to himself and mused darkly, and 
roused himself to say : 

Besides—you'd better keep out of it. It’s getting tight. Get 
'em talking. Go down to Crest Hill and fly. That's your affair. ’ ’ 

For a time his manner set free queer anxieties in my brain 
again. I will confess that that Mordet Island nightmare of 
mine returned, and as I looked at him his hand went out for 
the drug again. ” Stomach, George,” he said. 

I been fightin' on that. Every man fights on something— 
gives way somewhere,—head, heart, liver—something. Zzzz. 
Gives way somewhere, Napoleon did at last. All through 
the Waterloo campaign, his stomach—it wasn't a stomach ! 
Worse than mine, no end.” 

The mood of depression passed as the drug worked within 
him. His eyes brightened. He began to talk big. He 
began to dress up the situation for my eyes, to recover what 
he had admitted to me. He put it as a retreat from Russia. 
There were still the chances of Leipzig. 

“ It’s a battle, George—a big fight. We’re fighting for 
millions. I've still chances. There's still a card or so. I 
can't tell all my plans—like speaking on the stroke.” 

” You might,” I began. 

“ I can’t, George. It’s like asking to look at some embryo. 
You got to wait. I know. In a sort of way, I know. But 

to tell it- No l You been away so long. And everything’s 

got complicated.” 

My perception of disastrous entanglements deepened with 
the rise of his spirits. It was evident that I could not help 
to tie him up in whatever net was weaving round his mind 
by forcing questions and explanations upon him. My thoughts 
flew off at another angle. ** How's Aunt Susan ? ” said I. 

I had to repeat the question. His busy whispering lips 
stopped for a moment, and he answered in the note of one 
who repeats a formula. 

” She’d like to be in the battle with me. She'd like to be 
here in London. But there’s comers I got to turn alone.” 
His eye rested for a moment on the little bottle beside him. 

And things have happened. 

“ You might go down now and talk to her,” he said, in a 
directer voice. “ I shall be down to-morrow night, I thin k.” 

He looked up as though he hoped that would end our talk. 

“ For the week-end ? ” 

** For the week-end. Thank God for week-ends, George ! ” 

§2 

My return home to Lady Grove was a very different thing, 
from what I had anticipated when I had got out to sea with 
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my load of quap and fancied the Perfect Filament was safe 
within my grasp. As I walked through the evening light 
along the Downs, the summer stillness seemed like the stillness 
of something newly dead. There were no lurking workmen 
any more, no cyclists on the high-road. 

Cessation was manifest everywhere. There had been, I 
learned from my aunt, a touching and quite voluntary demon¬ 
stration when the Crest Hill work had come to an end and 
the men had drawn their last pay ' they had cheered my 
uncle and hooted the contractors and Lord Boom. 

I cannot now recall the manner in which my aunt and I 
greeted one another. I must have been very tired then, 
but whatever impression was made has gone out of my 
memory. But I recall very clearly how we sat at the little 
round table near the big window that gave on the terrace, 
and dined and talked. I remember her talking of my uncle. 

She asked after him, and whether he seemed well. '* I wish 
I could help/' she said. “ But Pve never helped him much, 
never. His way of doing things was never mine. And since 
—since— Since he began to get so rich, he's kept things 
from me, In the old days—it was different. . . . 

“There he is—I don't know what he’s doing. He won't 
have me near him. , . , 

( More's kept from me than any one, The very servants 
won't let me know. They try and stop the worst of the 
Papers —Boom's things—from coming upstairs. ... I suppose 
they've got him in a comer, George. 

‘. Poor old Teddy I Poor old Adam and Eve we are ! 
ricial Receivers with flaming swords to drive us out of our 
garden l I J d hoped we'd never have another Trek. Well— 
anyway, it won't be Crest Hill. . . . But it's hard on Teddy. 
He must be in such a mess up there. Poor old chap. I 
suppose we can't help him. I suppose we’d only worry him. 
Have some more soup, George—while there is some ? . . 

The next day was one of those days of strong perception 
that stand out clear in one's memory when the common 
course of days is blurred. I can recall now the awakening 
in the large familiar room that was always kept for me, and 
how I lay staring at its chintz-covered chairs, its spaced fine 
furniture, its glimpse of the cedars without, and thought that 
all this had to end. 

I have never been greedy for money, I have never wanted 
to be rich, but I felt now an immense sense of impending 
deprivation, I read the newspapers after breakfast—I and 
n>y aunt together—and then I walked up to see what Cothope 
had done in the matter of Lord Roberts Never before had 
I appreciated so acutely the ample brightness of the Lady 
Grove gardens, the dignity and wide peace of all about me. 

It was one of those warm mornings m late May that have 
won all the glory of summer without losing the gay delicacy of 
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spring. The shrubbery was bright with laburnum and lilac, 
the beds swarmed with daffodils and narcissi and with lilies 
of the valley in the shade. 

I went along the well-kept paths among the rhododendra 
and through the private gate into the woods where the blue¬ 
bells and common orchid were in profusion. Never before 
had I tasted so completely the fine sense of privilege and 
ownership. And all this has to end, I told myself, all this 
has to end. 

Neither my uncle nor I had made any provision for disaster, 
all we had was in the game, and I had little doubt now of the 
completeness of our ruin. For the first time in my life since 
he had sent me that wonderful telegram of his I had to con¬ 
sider that common anxiety of mankind,—Employment. I 
had to come off my magic carpet and walk once more in the 
world. 

And suddenly I found myself at the cross drives where I 
had seen Beatrice for the first time after so many years. It 
is strange, but so far as I can recollect I had not thought of 
her once since I had landed at Plymouth. No doubt she had 
filled the background of my mind, but I do not remember 
one definite clear thought. I had been intent on my uncle 
and the financial collapse. 

It came like a blow in the face now, all that too has to end ! 

Suddenly I was filled with the thought of her and a great 
longing for her. What would she do when she realised our 
immense disaster ? What would she do ? How would she 
take it ? It filled me with astonishment to realise how little 
I could tell. . . . 

Should I perhaps presently happen upon her ? 

I went on through the plantations and out upon the Downs, 
and thence I saw Cothope with a new glider of his own design 
soaring down wind to my old familiar 11 grounding " place. 
To judge by its long rhythm it was a very good glider. " Like 
Cothope's cheek/’ thought I, "to go on with the research. I 
wonder if he’s keeping notes, . . . But all this will have to 
stop/' f 

He was sincerely glad to see me, " It’s been a rum go/' 
he said. 

He had been there without wages for a month, a man 
forgotten in the rush of events. 

“ I just stuck on and did what I could with the stuff. I got 
a bit of money of my own—and I said to myself, ‘ well, here 
you are with the gear and no one to look after you. You 
won't get such a chance again, my boy, not in all your bom 
days. Why not make what yon can with it ?' ’’ 

" How's Lord Roberts jS ? " . 

Cothope lifted his eyebrows. " I've had to refrain, he 
said. " But he's looking very handsome." 

44 Gods ! " I said, “ I’d like to get him up just once before 
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we smash. You read the papers ? You know we’re going 
to smash ? ” 

“ Oh ! I read the papers. It’s scandalous, sir, such work 
as ours should depend on things like that. You and I ought 
to be under the State, sir, if you’ll excuse me-” 

“ Nothing to excuse/’ I said. “ I’ve always been a Socialist 
—of a sort—in theory. Let’s go and have a look at him. 
How is he ? Deflated ? ” 

** Just about quarter full. That last oil glaze of yours 
holds the gas something beautiful. He’s not lost a cubic 
metre a week. . . .” 

Cothope returned to Socialism as we went towards the sheds. 

“ Glad to think you’re a Socialist, sir/’ he said, “ it’s the 
only civilised state. I been a Socialist some years—off the 
Clarion. It’s a rotten scramble, this world. It takes the 
things we make and invent and it plays the silly fool with 'em. 
We scientific people, well have to take things over and stop 
all this financing and advertisement and that. It's too silly. 
It’s a noosance. Look at us ! ” 

Lord Roberts j3 even in his partially deflated conditioii 
in his shed was a fine thing to stare up at. I stood side by 
side with Cothope regarding him, and it was borne in upon me 
more acutely than ever that all this had to end. I had a 
feeling just like the feeling of a boy who wants to do wrong, 
that I would use up the stuff while I had it before the creditors 
descended. I had a queer fancy too, I remember, that if I 
could get into the air it would advertise my return to Beatrice. 

“ We’ll fill her,” I said concisely. 

“ It’s all ready/’ said Cothope, and added as an after¬ 
thought, ** unless they cut off the gas. . . 

I worked and interested myself with Cothope all the morning 
and for a time forgot my other troubles. But the thought 
of Beatrice flooded me slowly and steadily. It became an 
unintelligent sick longing to see her. I felt that I could not 
wait for the filling of Lord Roberts that I must hunt her 
up and see her soon. I got everything forward and lunched 
with Cothope, and then with the feeblest excuses left him 
in order to prowl down through the woods towards Bedley 
Corner. I became a prey to wretched hesitations and diffi¬ 
dence. Ought I to go near her now ? I asked myself, 
reviewing all the social abasements of my early years. At 
last about five I called at the dower house, I was greeted by 
their Charlotte—with a forbidding eye and a cold astonishment. 

Both Beatrice and Lady Osprey were out. 

There came into my head some prowling dream of meeting 
her* I went along the lane towards Woking, the lane down 
which we had walked five months ago in the wind and rain. 

I mooned for a time in our former footsteps, then swore 
and turned back across the fields, and then conceived a distaste 
for Cothope and went Downward, At last I found myself 
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looking down on the huge abandoned masses of the Crest 
Hill house. 

That gave my mind a twist into a new channel. My uncle 
came uppermost again. What a strange melancholy empti¬ 
ness of intention that stricken enterprise seemed in the even 
evening sunlight, what vulgar magnificence and crudity and 
utter absurdity 1 It was as idiotic as the pyramids. I sat 
down on the stile, staring at it as though I had never seen that 
forest of scaffold poles, that waste of walls and bricks and 
plaster and shaped stones, that wilderness of broken soil and 
wheeling tracks and dumps before. It struck me suddenly 
as the compactest image and sample of all that passes for 
Progress, of all the advertisement-inflated spending, the aimless 
building up and pulling down, the enterprise and promise of 
my age. This was our fruit, this was what we had done, I 
and my uncle, in the fashion of our time. We were its leaders 
and exponents, we were the thing it most flourishingly pro¬ 
duced. For this futility in its end, for an epoch, of such 
futility, the solemn scroll of history had unfolded, . . . 

“ Great God ! ” I cried, “ but is this Life ? ” 

For this the armies drilled, for this the Law was adminis¬ 
tered and the prisons did their duty, for this the millions 
toiled and perished in suffering, in order that a few of us should 
build palaces we never finished, make billiard-rooms under 
ponds, run imbecile walls round irrational estates, scorch 
about the world in motor-cars, devise flying-machines, play 
golf and a dozen such foolish games of ball, crowd into chatter¬ 
ing dinner parties, gamble and make our lives one vast dismal 
spectacle of witless waste ! So it struck me then, and for a 
time I could think of no other interpretation. This was Life I 
It came to me like a revelation, a revelation at once incredible 
and indisputable of the abysmal folly of our being. 

§ 3 

I was roused from such thoughts by the sound of footsteps 
behind me. 

I turned half hopeful—so foolish is a lover’s imagination, 
and stopped amazed. It was my uncle. His face was white— 
white as I had seen it in my dream. 

" Hullo I ” I said and stared. Why aren’t you in London ? * 9 

“ It’s all up,” he said. . . . 

" Adjudicated ? ” 

44 No 1 ” . , . 

I stared at him for a moment and then got off the stile. 

He stood swaying and then came forward with a weak 
motion of his arms Uke a man who cannot see distinctly, and 
caught at and leaned upon the stile. For a moment we were 
absolutely still. He made a clumsy gesture towards the great 
futility below and choked. I discovered that his face was 




THE STICK OF THE ROCKET 


275 


wet with tears, that his wet glasses blinded him. He put up 
his little fat hand and clawed them off clumsily, felt ineffi¬ 
ciently for his poeket-handkerchief and then to my horror, 
as he clung to me, he began to weep aloud, this little old 
world-worn swindler. It wasn't just sobbing or shedding 
tears, it was crying as a child cries. It was—oh ! terrible ! 

“ It's cruel," he blubbered at last. “ They asked me 
questions. They kep ’ asking me questions, George. . . 

He sought for utterance, and spluttered. 

The Bloody bullies ! " he shouted. ‘ i The Bldooody Bullies." 

He ceased to weep. He became suddenly rapid and 
explanatory. 

' It’s not a fair game, George, They tire you out. And 
I*m not well. My stomach’s all wrong. And I been and got 
a cold. I always been li’ble to cold and this one's on my chest. 
And then they tell you to speak up. They bait you—and 
bait you, and bait you. It's torture. The strain of it. You 
can't remember what you said. You’re bound to contradict 
yourself. It’s like Russia, George. ... It isn't fair play. 

• • • Prominent man. I've been next at dinners with that 
chap, Neal, I've told him stories—and he’s bitter 1 Sets 
out to ruin me. Don’t ask a civil question—bellows." 

He broke down again, " I been bellowed at, I been bullied, 

I been treated like a dog. Dirty cads they are 1 Dirty cads ! 
I’d rather be a Three-Card Sharper than a barrister ; I'd 
rather sell cat's-meat in the streets. 


“ They sprung things on me this morning, things I didn't 
expect. They rushed me I I'd got it all in my hands and 
then I was jumped. By Neal I Neal I've given city tips 
to l Neal! I’ve helped Neal. ... 

** I couldn’t swallow a mouthful—not in the lunch hour, 
I cxmldn’t face it. It's true, George—I couldn't face it, 1 
said I'd get a bit of air and slipped out and down to the 
Embankment, and there I took a boat to Richmond. Some 
idee. I took a rowing boat when I got there and rowed about 
on the river for a bit. A lot of chaps and girls there was on 
the bank laughed at my shirt-sleeves and top hat. Dessay 
they thought it was a pleasure trip. Fat lot of pleasure ! 
I rowed round for a bit and came in. Then I came on here. 
Windsor way. And there they are in London doing what they 
like with me, ... I don't care 1 " 

” ®ut-” I said, looking down at him perplexed. 

M It's abscondin'. They'll have a warrant. ' 

“ I don't understand," I said. 

** It's all up, George—all up and over. 

” And I thought I'd live in that place, George—-and die a 
lord I It's a great place, reely, an imperial place—if any one 

has the sense to buy it and finish it. That terrace-" 

I stood thinking him over. 

“ Look here l " I said. “ What's that about a warrant ? 
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Are you sure they’ll get a warrant ? I’m sorry, uncle ; but 
what have you done ? ” 

“ Haven't I tole you ? ” 

“ Yes/* but they won't do very much to you for that. 
They’ll only bring you up for the rest of your examination.” 

He remained silent for a time. At last he spoke—speaking 
■with difficulty. 

“ It’s worse than that. I done something. . . . They’re 
bound to get it out. Practically they have got it out.” 

What ? ” 

" Writ in’ things down- I done something.” 

For the first time in his life, I believe, he felt and looked 
ashamed. It filled me with remorse to see him suffer so. 

** We’ve all done things/’ I said. ” It’s part of the game the 
world makes us play. If they want to arrest you—and you’ve 
got no cards in your hand-1 They mustn’t arrest you.” 

“ No. That’s partly why I went to Richmond. But I 
never thought-” 

His little bloodshot eyes stared at Crest HUl. 

“ That chap Wittaker Wright/’ he said, ” he had his stuff 
ready. I haven’t. Now you got it, George. That’s the sort 
of hole I’m in.” 

§ 4 

That memory of my uncle at the gate is very clear and full, 
I am able to recall even the undertow of my thoughts while 
he was speaking. I remember my pity and affection for him 
in his misery growing and stirring within me, my realisation 
that at any risk I must help him. But then comes indistinct¬ 
ness again. I was beginning to act. I know I persuaded 
him to put himself in my hands, and began at once to plan and 
do. I think that when we act most we remember least, 
that just in the measure that the impulse of our impressions 
translates itself into schemes and movements, it ceases to 
record itself in memories. I know I resolved to get him away 
at once, and to use the Lord Roberts /3 in effecting that. It 
was clear he was soon to be a hunted man, and it seemed to me 
already unsafe for him to try the ordinary Continental routes 
in his flight. I had to evolve some scheme, and evolve it 
rapidly, how we might drop most inconspicuously into the 
world across the water. My resolve to have one flight at least 
in my airship fitted with this like hand to glove. It seemed 
to me we might be able to cross over the water in the night, 
set our airship adrift, and turn up as pedestrian tourists in 
Normandy or Brittany, and so get away. That, at any 
rate, was my ruling idea. I sent off Cothope with a dummy 
note to Woking because I did not want to implicate him, 
and took my uncle to the pavilion. I went down to my 
aunt, and made a clean breast of the situation. She became 
admirably competent. We went into his dressing-room, an 
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ruthlessly broke his locks, I got a pair of brown boots, a tweed 
suit and cap of his, and indeed a plausible walking outfit, and 
a little game bag for his pedestrian gear ; and, in addition, 
a big motoring overcoat and a supply of rugs to add to those 
I had at the pavilion* I also got a flask of brandy, and she 
made sandwiches. I don’t remember any servants appearing, 
and I forget where she got those sandwiches. Meanwhile we 
talked. Afterwards I thought with what a sure confidence 
we talked to each other* 

“ What’s he done ? ” she said, 

“ D’you mind knowing ? ” 

44 No conscience left, thank God ! ” 

“ I think—forgery ! ” 

There was just a little pause. " Can you carry this 
bundle ? ” she asked. 

I lifted it. 

44 No woman ever has respected the law—ever,” she said. 
" It’s too silly. . * . The things it lets you do I And then 
pulls you up* Like a mad nurse minding a child,” 

She carried some rugs for me through the shrubbery in the 
darkling. 

41 They’ll think we’re going mooning,” she said, jerking 
her head at the household. “ I wonder what they make 
of us—criminals. * . An immense droning note came as 
if in answer to that. It startled us both for a moment. 44 The 
dears ! ” she said. 44 It’s the gong for dinner ! . * * But I 
wish I could help little Teddy, George. It’s awful to think of 
him there with hot eyes, red and dry. And I know—the sight 
of me makes him feel sore. Things I said, George. If I 
could have seen, I’d have let him have an omnibusful of 
Scrymgeours. I cut him up. He'd never thought I meant 
it before* . . . I’ll help all I can, anyhow.” 

I turned at something in her voice, and got a moonlight 
gleam of tears upon her face. 

14 Could she have helped ? ” she asked abruptly, 

44 She?” 

44 That woman,” 

14 My God ! ” I cried, 44 helped / Those—things don’t 
help ! . * . ” 

4 Tell me again what I ought to do,” she said after a silence. 

I went over the plans I had made for communicating, and 
the things I thought she might do, I had given her the 
address of a solicitor she might put some trust in* 

44 But you must act for yourself,” I insisted. 44 Roughly,” 

I said, 44 it's a scramble* You must get what you can for us, 
and follow as you can.” 

She nodded* 

She came right up to the pavilion, and hovered for a time 
shyly, and then went away. 

1 found my uncle in my sitting-room in an arm-chair 
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with his feet upon the fender of the gas stove, which he had 
lit, and now he was feebly drunken with my whisky, and very 
weaiy m body and spirit, and inclined to be cowardly ^ 
I lef my drops,” he said. 

1 Ranged ^is clothes slowly and unwillingly. I had to 
bully him, I had almost to shove him to the airship and tuck 
him up upon its wicker flat. Single-handed I made but a 
clumsy start; we scraped along the roof of the shed and bent 

, the Propeller, and for a time I hung underneath 
without his offering a hand to help me to clamber up. If it 
hadn t been for a sort of anchoring trolley device of Cothope's, 

got°clear atalf^^ 1 " running on a rai1 ' we s *“>uld never have 


§ 5 

The incidents of our flight in Lord Roberts p do not arrange 
themselves m any consecutive order. To think of that 
adventure is like dipping haphazard into an album of views 
One is reminded first of this and then of that. We were both 
ying down on a horizontal plate of basketwork : for Lord 
Roberts p had none of the elegant accommodation of a balloon. 
I lay forward, and my uncle behind me in such a position that 
he could see hardly anything of our flight. We were pro¬ 
tected from rolling over simply by netting between the steel 
stays. It was impossible for us to stand up at all; we had 
either to lie or crawl on all fours over the basketwork. Amid¬ 
ships were lockers made of Watson's Aulite material, and 
between these it was that I had put my uncle wrapped in 
rugs. 1 wore sealskin motoring boots and gloves, and a 
motor fur coat over my tweeds, and I controlled the engine 
by Bowden wires and levers forward. 

Tk® ear ly part of that night’s experience was made up of 
warmth of moonlit Surrey and Sussex landscape, and of a 
rapid and successful flight, ascending and swooping, and then 
ascending again southward. I could not watch the clouds 
because the airship overhung me * I could not see the stars 
nor gauge the metereological happening, but it was fairly 
clear to me that a wind, shifting between north and north¬ 
east, was gathering strength, and after I had satisfied myself 
by a series of entirely successful expansions and contractions 
of the real air-worthiness of Lord Roberts p, I stopped the 
engine to save my petrol, and let the monster drift, checking 
its progress by the dim landscape below. My uncle lay quite 
still behind me, saying little and staring in front of him, and 
I was left to my own thoughts and sensations. 

My thoughts, whatever they were, have long since faded 
out of memory, and my sensations have merged into one 
continuous memory of a country-side lying, as it seemed, 
under snow, with square patches of dimness, white phantoms 
of roads, rents and pools of velvety blackness, and lamp- 
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jewelled houses. I remember a train boring its way like a 
hastening caterpillar of fire across the landscape, and how 
distinctly I heard its clatter. Every town and street was 
buttoned with street lamps, I came quite close to the South 
Downs near Lewes, and all the lights were out in the houses, 
and the people gone to bed. We left the land a little to the 
east of Brighton, and by that time Brighton was well abed, 
and the brightly lit seafront deserted. Then I let out the gas 
chamber to its fullest extent and rose. I like to be high 
above water. 

I do not clearly know what happened in the night. I think 
I must have dozed, and probably my uncle slept. 1 remember 
that once or twice I heard him talking in an eager, muffled 
voice to himself, or to an imaginary court. But there can be 
no doubt the wind changed right round into the east, and that 
we were carried far down the Channel without any suspicion 
of the immense leeway we were making. I remember the kind 
of stupid perplexity with which I saw the dawn breaking over 
a grey waste of waters below, and realised that something 
was wrong. I was so stupid that it was only after the sunrise 
I really noticed the trend of the foam caps below, and perceived 
we were in a severe easterly gale. Even then instead of head¬ 
ing south-easterly, I set the engine going, headed south, and so 
continued a course that must needs have either just hit Ushant, 
or carry us over the Bay of Biscay. I thought I was east 
of Cherbourg, when I was far to the west, and stopped my 
engine in that belief, and then set it going again. I did actually 
sight the coast of Brittany to the south-east in the late after¬ 
noon, and that it was woke me up to the gravity of our position. 

I discovered it by accident in the south-east, when I was 
looking for it in the south-west. I turned about east and 
faced the wind for some time, and finding I had no chance in 
its teeth, went high, where it seemed less violent, and tried 
to make a course south-east. It was only then that I realised 
what a gale I was in. I had been going westward, and perhaps 
even in gusts north of west, at a pace of fifty or sixty miles 
an hour. 

Then I began what I suppose would be called a Fight 
against the east wind. One calls it a Fight, but it was really 
almost as unlike a fight as plain sewing. The wind tried 
to drive me westwardly, and I tried to get as much as I could 
eastwardly, with the wind beating and rocking us irregularly, 
but by no means unbearably, for about twelve hours, My 
hope lay in the wind abating, and our keeping in the air and 
eastward of Finisterre until it did, and the chief danger 
was the exhaustion of our petrol. It was a long and anxious 
and almost meditative time ; we were fairly warm, and only 
slowly getting hungry, and except that my uncle grumbled a 
little and produced some philosophical reflections, and began 
to fuss about having a temperature, we talked very little. I 
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\vas tired and sulky, and chiefly worried about the engine. I 
had to resist a tendency to crawl back and look at it. I did 
not care to risk contracting our gas chamber for fear of losing 
gas Nothing was less like a fight. I know that in popula? 
magazines, and so forth, all such occasions as this are depicted 
m terms of hystena. Captains save their ships, engineers 
complete their bridges, generals conduct their battles in a state 
of dancing excitement, foaming recondite technicalities at the 
lips. I suppose that sort of thing works up the reader, but 
S ?1 l r u S u P rofesses to represent reality, I am convinced it is 
j vi dlsh nonsen *f- Schoolboys of fifteen, girls of eighteen 
and literary men all their lives, may have these squealing fits' 

but my own experience is that most exciting scenes are not 

excitmg, and most of the urgent moments in life are met by 
steady-headed men* J 


Neither I nor my uncle spent the night in ejaculations, nor 
in humorous allusions, nor any of these things. We remained 
lumpish. My uncle stuck in his place and grumbled about 
his stomach, and occasionally rambled off into expositions 
his financial position and denunciations of Neal—he 
certainly struck out one or two good phrases for Neal—and I 
crawled about at rare intervals in a vague sort of way and 
grunted, and our basketwork creaked continually and the 
wand on our quarter made a sort of ruffled flapping in the wall 
of the gas chamber. For all our waps we gotfrightfully cold 

X must have dozed, and it was still dark when I realised with 
a start that we were nearly due south of, and a long way from, 
a regularly-flashing lighthouse, standing out before the glow 
of some great town, and then that the thing that had awakened 

me was the cessation of our engine, and that we were driving 
back to the west. 


Then, indeed, for a time I felt the grim thrill of life. I 
crawled forward to the cords of the release valves, made my 
uncle crawl forward too, and let out the gas until we were 
falling down through the air like a clumsy glider towards the 
vague greyness that was land. 

Something must have intervened here that I have forgotten. 
I saw the lights of Bordeaux when it was quite dark, a nebulous 
haze against black ; of that X am reasonably sure. But 
certainly our fall took place in the cold, uncertain light of 
early dawn. I am, at least, equally sure of that. And 
Mimizan, near where we dropped, is fifty miles from Bordeaux, 
ivhose harbour lights I must have seen. 

I remember coming down at last with a curious indifference, 
and actually rousing myself to steer. But the actual coming 
to earth was exciting enough. I remember our prolonged 
dragging landfall, and the difficulty I had to get clear, and how 
a gust of wind caught Ivord Roberts /3 as my uncle stumbled 
away from the ropes and litter, and dropped me heavily, and 
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threw me on to my knees. Then came the realisation that 
the monster was almost consciously disentangling itself for 
escape, and then the light leap of its rebound. The rope 
slipped out of reach of my hand. I remember running knee- 
deep in a salt pool in hopeless pursuit of the airship as it dragged 
and rose seaward, and how only after it had escaped my utter¬ 
most effort to recapture it, did I realise that this was quite 
the best thing that could have happened. It drove swiftly 
over the sandy dunes, lifting and falling, and was hidden by a 
clump of wind-bitten trees. Then it reappeared much further 
off, and still receding. It soared for a time, and sank slowly, 
and after that I saw it no more. I suppose it fell into the 
sea and got wetted with salt water and heavy, and so became 
deflated and sank. 

It was never found, and there was never a report of any one 
seeing it after it escaped from me. 

§6 

But if I find it hard to tell the story of our long flight through 
the air overseas, at least that dawn in France stands cold and 
clear and full. I see again almost as if I saw once more with 
my bodily eyes the ridges of sand rising behind ridges of sand, 
grey and cold and blaclt-browed with an insufficient grass. I 
feel again the clear, cold chill of dawn, and hear the distant 
barking of a dog. I find myself asking again, ‘' What shall we do 
now ? ,r and trying to scheme with a brain tired beyond measure. 

At first my uncle occupied my attention. He was shivering 
a good deal, and it was all I could do to resist my desire to get 
him into a comfortable bed at once. But I wanted to appear 
plausibly in this part of the world, I felt it would not do to 
turn up anywhere at dawn and rest, it would be altogether too 
conspicuous ; we must rest until the day was well advanced, 
and then appear as road-stained pedestrians seeking a meal. 

I gave him most of what was left of the biscuits, emptied our 
flasks, and advised him to sleep, but at first it was too cold, 
albeit I wrapped the big fur rug around him. 

I was struck now by the flushed weariness of his face, and the 
look of age the grey stubble on his unshaved chin gave him. 
He sat crumpled up, shivering and coughing, munching 
reluctantly, but drinking eagerly, and whimpering a little, a 
dreadfully pitiful figure to me. But we had to go through with 
it, there was no way out for us. 

Presently the sun rose over the pines, and the sand grew 
rapidly warm. My uncle had done eating, and sat with his 
wrists resting on his knees, the most hope less-looking of lost 
souls. 

M 1*111 ill/' he said, " I'm damnably ill l I can feel it in my 
skin ! " 

Then'—it was horrible to me—he cried, " I ought to be in 



282 


TONO-BUNGAY 


bed ; I ought to be in bed . . . instead of flying about/* and 
suddenly he burst into tears, 

I stood up. ‘ 4 Go to sleep, man! ” I said, and took the 
rug from him, and spread it out and rolled him up in it. 

“ It’s all very well/* he protested ; ‘'I'm not young 

enough- 

“ Lift up your head," I interrupted, and put his knapsack 
under it. 

“ They’ll catch us here, just as much as in an inn/' he 
grumbled, and then lay still. 

Presently, after a long time, I perceived he was asleep. 
His breath came with peculiar wheezings, and every now and 
again he would cough. I was very stiff and tired myself, and 
perhaps I dozed. I don't remember. I remember only sitting, 
as it seemed nigh interminably, beside him, too weary even to 
think in that sandy desolation. 

No one came near us, no creature, not even a dog. I roused 
myself at last, feeling that it was vain to seek to seem other 
than abnormal ; and with an effort that was like lifting a sky 
of lead, we made our way through the wearisome sand to a 
farmhouse. There I feigned even a more insufficient French 
than I possess naturally, and let it appear that we were 
pedestrians from Biarritz who had lost our way along the 
shore and got benighted. This explained us pretty well, I 
thought, and we got most heartening coflee and a cart to a 
little roadside station. My uncle grew more and more mani¬ 
festly ill with every stage of our journey. I got him to 
Bayonne, where he refused at first to eat, and was afterwards 
very sick, and then took him, shivering and collapsed, up a 
little branch line to a frontier place called Luzon Gare. 

We found one homely inn with two small bedrooms, kept 
by a kindly Basque woman. I got him to bed, and that night 
shared his room, and after an hour or so of sleep he woke up 
in a raging fever and with a wandering mind, cursing Neal and 
repeating long inaccurate lists of figures. He was manifestly 
a case for a doctor, and in the morning we got one in. He was 
a young man from Montpelier, just beginning to practise, 
and very mysterious and technical and modern and unhelpful. 
He spoke of cold and exposure, and la grippe and pneumonia. 
He gave many explicit and difficult directions. ... I per¬ 
ceived it devolved upon me to organise nursing and a sick¬ 
room. I installed a religieuse in the second bedroom of the 
inn, and took a room for myself in the inn of Port de Luzon, 
a quarter of a mile away. 

§ 7 

And now my story converges on what, in that queer corner 
of refuge out of the world, was destined to be my uncle’s 
deathbed. There is a background of the Pyrenees, of blue 
hills and sunlit houses, of the old castle of Luzon and a noisy 
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cascading river, and for a foreground the dim stuffy room 
whose windows both the religieuse and hostess conspired to 
shut, with its waxed floor, its four-poster bed, its character¬ 
istically French chairs and fireplace, its champagne bottles 
and dirty basins and used towels and packets of Somatose 
on the table. And in the sickly air of the confined space 
behind the curtains of the bed lay my little uncle, with an 
effect of being enthroned and secluded, or sat up, or writhed 
and tossed in his last dealings with life. One went and drew 

back the edge of the curtains if one wanted to speak to him or 
look at him. 

Usually he was propped up against pillows, because so he 
breathed more easily. He slept hardly at all. 

I have a confused memory of vigils and mornings and 
afternoons spent by that bedside, and how the religieuse 
hovered about me, and how meek and good and inefficient she 
was, and how horribly black were her nails. Other figures 
come and go, and particularly the doctor, a young man 
plumply rococo, in bicycling dress, with fine waxen features, 
a little pointed beard, and the long black frizzy hair and 
huge tie of a minor poet. Bright and clear-cut and irrelevant 
are memories of the Basque hostess of my uncle’s inn and of 
the family of Spanish people who entertained me and prepared 
the most amazingly elaborate meals for me, with soup and salad 
and chicken and remarkable sweets. They were all very 
kind and sympathetic people, systematically so. And con¬ 
stantly, without attracting attention, I was trying to get 
newspapers from home. 

My uncle is central to all these impressions, 

I have tried to make you picture him, time after time, 
as the young man of the Wimblehurst chemist’s shop, as the 
shabby assistant in Tottenham Court Road, as the adventurer 
of the early days of Tono-Bungay, as the confident pre¬ 
posterous plutocrat. And now I have to tell of him strangely 
changed under the shadow of oncoming death, with his skin 
lax and yellow and glistening with sweat, his eyes large and 
glassy, his countenance unfamiliar through the growth of a 
beard, his nose pinched and thin. Never had he looked so 
small as now. And he talked to me in a whispering, strained 
voice of great issues, of why his life had been, and whither 
he was going. Poor little man 1 that last phase is, as it were, 
disconnected from all the other phases. It was as if he 
crawled out from the ruins of his career, and looked about 
him before he died. For he had quite clear-minded states in 
the intervals of his delirium. 

C k® was almost certainly dying. In a way that 

took the burthen of his cares off his mind. There was no 
more Neal to face, no more flights or evasions, no punishments, 

It has been a great career, George/’ he said, 44 but I shall 
be glad to rest. Glad to rest I . . , Glad to rest." 
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His mind ran rather upon his career, and usually, I am glad 
to recall, with a note of satisfaction and approval. In his 
delirious phases he would most often exaggerate this self- 
satisfaction, and talk of his splendours. He would pluck at 
the sheet and stare before him, and whisper half-audible 
fragments of sentences. 

“ What is this great place, these cloud-capped towers, 
these airy pinnacles ? . . . Ilion. Sky-y-pointing. . . . Ilion 
House, the residence of one of our great merchant princes. . . . 
Terrace above terrace. Reaching to the Heavens. . . . 
Kingdoms Caesar never knew. ... A great poet, George. 
Zzzz. Kingdoms Caesar never knew. . . . Under entirely 
new management. 

** Greatness. . . . Millions. . . . Universities. . . » He 
stands on the terrace—on the upper terrace—directing— 
directing—by the globe—directing—the trade. ...” 

It was hard at times to tell when his sane talk ceased and 
his delirium began. The secret springs of his life, the vain 
imaginations, were revealed, I sometimes think that all the 
life of man sprawls abed, careless and unkempt, until it must 
needs clothe and wash itself and come forth seemly in act and 
speech for the encounter with one’s fellow-men. I suspect 
that all things unspoken in our souls partake somewhat of the 
laxity of delirium and dementia. Certainly from those slimy 
tormented lips above the bristling grey beard came nothing 
but dreams and disconnected fancies. . . . 

Sometimes he raved about Neal, threatened Neal. “ What 
has he got invested ? ” he said. “ Does he think he can 
escape me ? ... If I followed him up. . . . Ruin. Ruin. 

. . . One would think I had taken his money/' 

And sometimes he reverted to our airship flight. ” It's too 
long, George, too long and too cold. I’m too old a man—too 
old—for this sort of thing. . . . You know you’re not saving 
—you're killing me.” 

Towards the end it became evident our identity was dis¬ 
covered, I found the press, and especially Boom’s section 
of it, had made a sort of hue and cry for us, sent special com¬ 
missioners to hunt for us, and though none of these emissaries 
reached us until my uncle was dead, one felt the forewash of 
that storm of energy. The thing got into the popular French 
press. People became curious in their manner towards us, 
and a number of fresh faces appeared about the weak little 
struggle that went on in the closeness behind the curtains of 
the bed. The young doctor insisted on consultations, and a 
motor-car came up from Biarritz, and suddenly odd people 
with questioning eyes began to poke in with inquiries and help. 
Though nothing was said, I could feel that we were no longer 
regarded as simple middle-class tourists ; about me, as I went, 

I perceived almost as though it trailed visibly, the prestige 
of Finance and a criminal notoriety. Local personages of a 
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plump and prosperous quality appeared in the inn making 
inquiries, the Luzon priest became helpful, people watched 
our window, and stared at me as I went to and fro ; and then 
we had a raid from a little English clergyman and his amiable, 
capable wife in severely Anglican black, who swooped down 
upon us like virtuous but resolute vultures from the adjacent 
village of Saint Jean de Pollack. 

The clergyman was one of those odd types that oscillate 
between remote country towns in England and the conduct 
of English church services on mutual terms in enterprising 
hotels abroad, a tremulous, obstinate little being with sporadic 
hairs upon his face, spectacles, a red button nose, and aged 
black raiment. He was evidently enormously impressed by 
my uncle's monetary greatness, and by his own inkling of our 
identity, and he shone and brimmed over with tact and fussy 
helpfulness. He was eager to share the watching of the bed¬ 
side with me, he proffered services with both hands, and as I 
was now getting into touch with affairs in London again, and 
trying to disentangle the gigantic details of the smash from 
the papers I had succeeded in getting from Biarritz, I accepted 
his offers pretty generously, and began the studies in modern 
finance that lay before me, I had got so out of touch with the 
traditions of religion, that I overlooked the manifest 
possibility of his attacking my poor sinking vestiges of an uncle 
with theological solicitudes. My attention was called to that, 
however, very speedily by a polite but urgent quarrel between 
himself and the Basque landlady as to the necessity of her 
hanging a cheap crucifix in the shadow over the bed, where 
it might catch my uncle's eye, where, indeed, I found it had 
caught his eye, 

* 4 Good Lord I ” I cried ; 41 is that still going on 1 " 

That night the little clergyman watched, and in the small 

hours he raised a false alarm that my uncle was dying, and 

made an extraordinary fuss. He raised the house. I shall 

never forget that scene, I think, which began with a tapping at 

bedroom door just after I had fallen asleep, and his voice— 

If you want to see your uncle before he goes, you must 
come now." " 


The stuffy little room was crowded when I reached it, 
lit by three flickering candles. I felt I was back in the 
eighteenth century. There lay my poor uncle amidst inde¬ 
scribably tumbled bedclothes, weary of life beyond measure, 
weary and rambling, and the little clergyman trying to hold his 
* m £ c Lr aiu J* attention, and repeating over and over again— 
. , Ponderevo, Mr. Ponderevo, it is all right. It is all 

Tight. Only believe I ‘ Believe on Me, and ye shall be 
Saved ’ 1" ' J 


., Close hand was the doctor with one of those cruel and 
miotic injection needles modern science puts in the hands of 
these half-educated young men, keeping my uncle flickeringly 
T.*B. M.U. K 
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alive for no reason whatever. The religieuse hovered sleepily 
in the background with an overdue and neglected dose. In 
addition, the landlady had not only got up herself, but roused 
an aged crone of a mother and a partially imbecile husband, 
and there was also a fattish, stolid man in grey alpaca, with 
an air of importance—who he was and how he got there, I don't 
know. I rather fancy the doctor explained him to me in 
French I did not understand. And they were all there, 
wearily nocturnal, hastily and carelessly dressed, intent upon 
the life that flickered and sank, making a public and curious 
show of its going, queer shapes of human beings lit by three 
uncertain candles, and every soul of them keenly and avidly 
resolved to be in at the death. The doctor stood, the others 
were all sitting on chairs the landlady had brought in and 
arranged for them. 

And my uncle spoiled the climax, and did not die. 

I replaced the little clergyman on the chair by the bedside, 
and he hovered about the room. 

“ I think," he whispered to me mysteriously, as he gave place 
to me, " I believe—it is well with him." 

I heard him trying to render the stock phrases of Low Church 
piety into French for the benefit of the stolid man in grey 
alpaca. Then he knocked a glass off the table, and scrabbled 
for the fragments. From the first I doubted the theory of an 
immediate death. I consulted the doctor in urgent whispers. 

I turned round to get champagne, and nearly fell over the 
clergyman's legs. He was on his knees at the additional 
chair the Basque landlady had got on my arrival, and he was 
praying aloud, “ Oh, Heavenly Father, have mercy on this 
thy Child. ..." I hustled him up and out of the way, and 
in another minute he was down at another chair praying again, 
and barring the path of the religieuse who had found me the 
corkscrew. Something put into my head that tremendous 
blasphemy of Carlyle's about “ the last mew of a drowning 
kitten." He found a third chair vacant presently ; it was as 
if he was playing a game. 

" Good Heavens,” said I, " we must clear these people 
out," and with a certain urgency I did. 

I had a temporary lapse of memory, and forgot all my 
French. I drove them out mainly by gesture, and opened the 
window to the universal horror, I intimated the death scene 
was postponed, and, as a matter of fact, ray uncle did not die 
until the next night. 

I did not let the little clergyman come near him again, and 
I was watchful for any sign that his mind had been troubled. 
But he made none. He talked once about “ that parson chap." 

“ Didn’t bother you ? " I asked. 

" Wanted something," he said. 

I kept silence, listening keenly to his mutterings. I under¬ 
stood him to say, " they wanted too much.** His face 
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ner clnt d ”1°*?? to cry> “ You can ’ t S et a sale six 
h«p !r^t f 5 ha <? * or a moment a wild suspicion that 

I thfnt g * b f d not been altogether spiritual, but that 

‘S- a qmte un ™>rthy and unjust suspicion. The 
b ”V cler gyman was as simple and honest as the day. Mv 
uncle was simply generalising about his class. Y Y 

some long 

thU^?M t t? n f ? f ldCaS m my uncle ’ s brain, ideas the things of 
the e^d h» ha< li}? n ^ oppressed and hidden altogether. Near 
^® " d be suddenly became clear-minded and lucid, albeit 

' e 17^ veak ^ and kls V0ice was little, but clear. 

George,” he said. 

(4 J, 1 * 1 here, I said, “ close beside you.” 

scienr^° r %. Y ° U v ave , aIways bcen responsible for the 

science. George. You know better than I do. Is_ Is 

it proved ? 

44 What proved ? ” 

'* Either way ? ” 

" I don’t understand.” 

beginnings, ^ Splendid 

* * wif* arnaze d. His sunken eyes were very grave. 

What do you expect ?” I said in wonder. 

He would not answer, “ Aspirations,” he whispered. 

in«* rlo?^i nt f a i broke ? moi fologue, regardless of me. ” Trail- 

g r£ d f gl01 ^’ he said * and “ fi rst-rate poet, first-rate. 

• • • was always hard. Always.” 

hor a long time there was silence. 

n c en ke made a gesture that he wished to speak 
beems to me, George-” 

sho,iH?r ”Y h ? ad , d ? wn - and be tried to lift his hand to my 
shoulder ! raised lum a bttle on his pillows, and listened. 

in mt to always—there must be something 

in me—that won t die.” 6 

i?° k ? d a ? me as though the decision rested with me. 

1 thmk, he said ; ” —something.” 

lint « u-u* mo ? ie ? t * ^ mind wandered. “ Just a little 

presently he Xunety^n ^ 147 quHe Sti “’ but 

" Some other world—_ 

tt ^ er ^ ia P s { I said. ** Who knows ? 

(i Some other world.” 

Not the same scope for enterprise,” I said. *• No." 

out mv^^; 1 *5* leanin g down to him, and following 

pr ? s< : ntl y the religieuse resumed he? 
penoaic confuct with the window fastening. For a time he 

• • • rt se f. med s " ch »^ n s 5" 

risuffer so—-poor sill y little man f 
“ Perhaps 1 ^ whispered, and his weak little hand came out. 
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He said no more, but I perceived from the expression of his 
eyes that he thought the question had been put. 

“ Yes, I think so/* I said stoutly. 

*' Aren’t you sure ? ” 

“ Oh—practically sure,” said I, and* I think he tried to 
squeeze my hand. And there I sat, holding his hand tight, 
and trying to think what seeds of immortality could be found 
in all his being, what sort of ghost there was in him to wander 
out into the bleak immensities. Queer fancies came to me. 
. . . He lay still for a long time, save for a brief struggle or so 
for breath, and ever and again I wiped his mouth and lips. 

I fell into a pit of thought. I did not remark at first the 
change that was creeping over his face. He lay back on his 
pillow, made a faint zzzing sound that ceased, and presently 
and quite quietly he died—greatly comforted by my assur¬ 
ance. I do not know when he died. His hand relaxed 
insensibly. Suddenly, with a start, with a shock, I found 
that his mouth had fallen open, and that he was dead. . . . 

§ S 

It was dark night when I left his deathbed and went back 
to my own inn down the straggling street of Luzon. 

That return to my inn sticks in my memory also as a thing 
apart, as an experience apart. Within was a subdued bustle 
of women, a flitting of lights, and the doing of petty offices 
to that queer exhausted thing that had once been my active 
and urgent little uncle. For me those offices were irksome 
and impertinent. I slammed the door, and went out into the 
warm, foggy drizzle of the village street lit by blurred specks of 
light in great voids of darkness, and never a soul abroad. 
That warm veil of fog produced an effect of vast seclusion. 
The very houses by the roadside peered through it as if from 
another world. The stillness of the night was marked by an 
occasional remote baling of dogs ; all these people kept dogs 
because of the near neighbourhood of the frontier. 

Death 1 . . 

It was one of those rare seasons of relief, when for a bnel 

time one walks a little outside of and beside life. I felt as I 
sometimes feel after the end of a play. I saw the whole 
business of my uncle’s life as something familiar and com¬ 
pleted. It was done, like a play one leaves, like a book one 
closes. I thought of the push and the promotions, the noise 
of London, the crowded, various company of people through 
which our lives had gone, the public meetings, the excite¬ 
ments, the dinners and disputations, and suddenly it appeared 
to me that none of these things existed. It came to me like a 
discovery that none of these things existed. Before and after 
I have thought and called life a phantasmagoria, but never 
have I felt its truth as I did that night. . . . We had parted; 
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we two who had kept company so long had parted. But 
there was, I knew, no end to him or me. He had died a 
dream death, and ended a dream, his pain dream was over 
It seemed to me almost as though I had died too. What did 

?mce 2?® unrea lity, all of it, the pain and desire, 
the be ginning and the end ? There was no reality except this 

° a i d ^ thl ® qui *? solitar y ™ a d, along which one went 
rather puzzled, rather tired, . . . 

Pa.rt of the fog became a big mastiff that came towards 
ra > and stopped and slunk round me growling, barked gruffly 
and shortly and presently became fog again 

My mind swayed back to the ancient beliefs and fears of 

w S aC l^* My doubts and disbeliefs slipped from me like a 
loosely-littmg garment. I wondered quite simply what dogs 

wh»! d £ b ° Ut th ,? P a * h , of that other walker in the darknesl 

Wh f! llghts ’ * might be. loomed about him as 
he went his way from our last encounter on earth—along the 
paths that are real, and the way that endures for ever ? 

§ 9 

d P ath S K^ 1?ted figUr ! in * hat grouping round my uncle’s 

" ”?J , aUnt ’ T Wb en ** beyond all hope that 
+ could hv f }, thre ''Y whatever concealment 

,!?Land telegraphed directly to her. But she 
2?® *9° lat ®.f° s®? bun living. She saw him calm and still, 

habltual garruIous animation, an un- 

t l™ n t u ke bim > n she whispered, awed by this alien dignity. 

^ Ch,e ? y as she ta lked and wept upon the 

rftnnrfPr! f W the ° ld castle. We had got rid of some amateurish 
porters from Biarritz, and had walked together in the hot 
morning sunshine down through Port Luzon. There, for a 

Ieanm S on the parapet of the bridge and sur¬ 
veying the distant peaks, the rich blue masses of the Pyrenees 
For a long tune we said nothing, and then she began tafking 

she began. “Who would 
when I used to dam your stockings at old 
nnblehurst, that this would be the end of the story ? It 

The'glow SETS**. U K- e sh , op ' his and my firs ^ ho ™- 
l he glow of the bottles, the big coloured bottles ! Before he 

stuck those old retorts there. Do you remember how the 

Sfi m abogany drawers ? Tb e little gilt letters ! 

?hinii^ g i;£ d I 1 ? ■ 1 0311 remem b€r it all—bright and 

here w g e"Irf w p,c ^i re - Real 1 And yesterday. And 
here we are in a dream. You a man—and me an old woman 

S™L^ nd JF 0 / Teddy, who used to rush about and 

talk—making that noise he did—Oh I ” 

She choked, and the tears flowed unrestrained. She wept 
and I was glad to see her weeping. . . . p ’ 
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She stood leaning over the bridge, her tear-wet hand¬ 
kerchief gripped in her clenched hand. 

” Just an hour in the old shop again—and him talking. 
Before things got done. Before they got hold of him. And 
fooled him. 

“ Men oughtn’t to be so tempted with business and 
things. . . . 

” They didn’t hurt him, George ? " she asked suddenly. 

For a moment I was puzzled. 

“ Here, I mean/' she said. 

" No,” I lied stoutly, suppressing the memory of that 
foolish injection needle I had caught the young doctor using. 

“ I wonder, George, if they'll let him talk in Heaven ? . , /* 

She faced me. " Oh ! George, dear, my heart aches, and 
I don't know what I say and do. Give me your arm to lean 
on—it’s good to have you, dear, and lean upon you. . . . Yes, 
I know you care for me. That's why I'm talking. We've 
always loved one another, and never said anything about it, 
and you understand, and I understand. But my heart's 
tom to pieces by this, tom to rags, and things drop out I've 
kept in it. It’s true he wasn't a husband much for me at the 
last. But he wasThy child, George, he was my child and all 
my children, my silly child, and life has knocked him about 
for me, and I've never had a say in the matter ; never a say ; 
it’s‘puffed him up and smashed him—like an old bag—under 
my eyes. I was clever enough to see it, and not clever enough 
to prevent it, and all I could do was to jeer. I've had to 
make what I could of it. Like most people. Like most 
of us. . . . But it wasn't fair, George. It wasn't fair. Life 
and Death—great serious things—why couldn't they leave 
him alone, and his lies and ways ? If we could see the light¬ 
ness of it- 

“ Why couldn't they leave him alone ? ” she repeated in a 
whisper as we went towards the inn. 


CHAPTER TWO 


LOVE AMONG THE WRECKAGE 



W hen I came back I found that my share in the escape 
and death of my uncle had made me for a time a 
notorious and even popular character. For two weeks 
I was kept in London “ facing the music/' as he would have 
said, and making thing s easy for my aunt, and I still marvel 
at the consideration with which the world treated me. For 
now it was open and manifest that I and my uncle were no 
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more than specimens of a modem species of brigand, wasting 

nrfJ aV] T+v.° f wS P u ¥ ic out of the sheer wantonness of enter? 
P~®;, / thmk th ft, m a way, his death produced a reaction 
“J favour, and my flight, of which some particulars now 

mSa/ stuck jnfhe popular imagination. It seemed a 
wefl , Ing , and .difficult feat than it was, and I couldn’t very 

ThereTa?h^i;t2 le a Pa K 1 ll t0 snstain m y private estimate. 

doubt that men infinitely prefer the appear- 

ance of dash and enterprise to simple honesty. No one 
fevoureV™ S T* arch plotter in his financing. Yet they 

occunvi^aJ* e / e " f°jLP e 5 mission frora the trustee to 

of na™r? y r^r 41 f V a fo r tnl e kt while I cleared up the mass 
thn+ a f*S, calculations, notes of work, drawings and the like, 

yItL +k» f sr m /* 0rder ^ hen 1 started on that impulsive raid 

fo P r rJSl Mord -!t q iu ap r^ e ^ ps - 1 was there alone - 1 got work 
destraver? rl th the 1 i cke * t . ers > for I now build these 

mnne^ c^'T w J want ed him at once, and he was short of 

myself* 1 1 hlm g °’ and mana g ed v «ry philosophically by 

I haH t 'bppi°? nC !, tt hard to fix my attention on aeronautics. 

1 had been away from the work for a fuU half-year and more 
a half-year crowded with intense disconcerting things For a ’ 

id?ustment r al+n sed * + heSe *“? P^ems of bafance and 
, J us tment altogether ; it wanted to think about mv uncle's 

and P TO«§len«’ i my aunt ’ s reluctant tears, about dead 7 negroes 
and pestilential swamps, about the evident realities of cruelty 

the^fncrh+f 3 }* 0 u* M e - and death. Moreover, it was weary with 
afei!v e £ tfU L P wl f - figur ? S and documents at the Hardin gham 

fud^ A„dtttre^attcc dy GrOVe ™ simply an!nt - 

the second morning, as I sat out upon the verandah 
snrrlne? me “° ne ® and striving in vain to attend to some too 
S ^l n0teS w Co-op’s. Beatrice rode up suddenly 

R^I?ri^t hln i d J : , he ^ pa ^ 1 5 0 , n > and P ulled rein and became still ; 
torse 6 a httle flushed fronl riding and sitting on a big black 

I did not instantly rise, r stared at her. “ You /“ I said 
She looked at me steadily. “ Me,” she said. 

■ ?Li , troub,e about any civilities. I stood up and asked 
Pom^-hjanh a question that came into my head. 

Whose horse is that ? ” I said. 

”How me “ t h c eyes - Carnaby’s,” she answered, 
llow aid you get here*-—this wav ? " 

The wall's down." * 

Down ? Already ? ” 

A great bit of it between the plantations." 

And you rode through, and got here by chance ? " 

t a yesterday. And I rode over to see you " 

l c ]? se her, and stood looking uplnto her face. 

I m a mere vestige," I said. 
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She made no answer, but remained regarding me stead¬ 
fastly with a curious air of proprietorship, 

“ You know I’m the living survivor now of the great smash. 
I’m rolling and dropping down through all the sea Sold in g of 
the social system. . . . It’s all a chance whether I roll out 
free at the bottom, or go down a crack into the darkness out 
of sight for a year or two.” 

“ The sun,” she remarked irrelevantly, “ has burned you. 
, . . I’m getting down.” 

She swung herself down into my arms, and stood beside me 
face to face. 

“ Where’s Cothope ? ” she asked. 

“ Gone.” 

Her eyes flitted to the pavilion and back to me. We stood close 
together, extraordinarily intimate, and extraordinarily apart. 

“ I’ve never seen this cottage of yours,” she said, ” and I 
want to,” 

She flung the bridle of her horse round the verandah post,, 
and I helped her tie it. 

” Did you get what you went for to Africa ? ” she asked. 

" No,” I said, ” I lost my ship.” 

“ And that lost everything ? ” 

” Everything.” 

She walked before me into the living-room of the ch&let, 
and I saw that she gripped her riding-whip very tightly in her 
hand. She looked about her for a moment, ana then at me. 

“ It’s comfortable,” she remarked. 

Our eyes met in a conversation very different from the 
one upon our lips. A sombre glow surrounded 11 s, drew us 
together ; an unwonted shyness kept us apart. She roused 
herself, after an instant’s pause, to examine my furniture. 

“ You have chintz curtains. I thought men were too 
feckless to have curtains without a woman— But, of course, 
your aunt did that l And a couch and a brass fender, and-— 
is that a pianola ? That is your desk. I thought men’s desks 
were always untidy, and covered with dust and tobacco ash. 

She flitted to my colour prints and my little case of books. 
Then she went to the pianola. I watched her intently. 

** Does this thing play ? ” she said. 

“ What ? ” I asked. 

‘ * Does this thing play ? ” 

I roused myself from my preoccupation. 

Like a musical gorilla with fingers all of one length. Ana 
a sort of soul. . . . It’s all the world of music to me.' 

“ What do you play ? ” , 

” Beethoven, when I want to clear up my head white I m 
working. He is—how one would always like to work. Some¬ 
times Chopin and those others, but Beethoven. Beethoven 
mainly. Yes.” 

Silence again between us. She spoke with an effort* 
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“ -Play me something." She turned from me and explored 
the rack of music rolls, became interested and took a piece, 
the first part of the Kreutzer Sonata, hesitated. “ No," she 
said, “ that I ” 

She gave me Brahm’s Second Concerto, Op. 58, and curled 
up on the sofa watching me as I set myself slowly to play. , . . 

*' I say," she said when I had done, “ that's fine. I didn’t 
know those things could play like that. I’m all astir. . . 

She came and stood over me, looking at me. "I’m going 
to have a concert,” she said abruptly, and laughed uneasily 
and hovered at the pigeon-holes. " Now—now what shall I 
have ? " She chose more of Brahms. Then we came to the 
Kreutzer Sonata. It is queer how Tolstoy has loaded that 
with suggestions, debauched it, made it a scandalous and 
intimate symbol. When I had played the first part of that, 
she came up to the pianola and hesitated over me. I sat 
stiffly—waiting. 

Suddenly she seized my downcast head and kissed my hair. 
She caught at my face between her hands and kissed my lips. 

I put my arms about her and we kissed together. I sprang 
to my feet and clasped her. 

" Beatrice," I said. “ Beatrice 1 " 

** My dear," she whispered, nearly breathless, with her 
arms about me. " Oh t my dear ! " 

§ 2 

Love, like everything else in this immense process of social 
disorganisation in which we live, is a thing adrift, a fruitless 
thing broken away from its connections. I tell of this love 
affair here because of its irrelevance, because it is so remark¬ 
able that it should mean nothing, and be nothing except itself. 
It glows in my memory like some bright casual flower starting 
up amidst the dSbris of a catastrophe. For nearly a fortnight 
we two met and made love together. Once more this mighty 
passion, that our aimless civilisation has fettered and maimed 
and sterilised and debased, gripped me and filled me with 
passionate delights and solemn joys—that were all, you know, 
futile and purposeless. Once more I had the persuasion 
“ This matters. Nothing else matters so much as this.” We 
were both infinitely grave in such happiness as we had. I do 
not remember any laughter at all between us. 

Twelve days it lasted from that encounter in my chAlet 
until our parting. 

Except at the end, they were days of supreme summer, 
and there was a waxing moon. We met recklessly day by 
day. We were ao intent upon each other at first, so intent 
upon expressing ourselves to each other, and getting at each 
other, that we troubled very little about the appearance of 
our relationship. We met almost openly. . . . We talked of 
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ten thousand things, and of ourselves* We loved. We made 
love. There is no prose of mine that can tell of hours trans¬ 
figured, The facts are nothing. Everything we touched, 
the meanest things, became glorious. How can I render bare 
tenderness and delight and mutual possession ? 

I sit here at my desk thinking of untellable things. 

I have come to know so much of love that I know now 
what love might be. We loved, scarred and stained ; we 
parted—basely and inevitably, but at least I met love. 

I remember as we sat in a Canadian canoe, in a reedy, 
bush-masked shallow we had discovered opening out of that 
pine-shaded Woking canal, how she fell talking of the things 
that happened to her before she met me again. . . . 

She told me things, and they so joined and welded together 
other things that lay disconnected in my memory, that it 
seemed to me I had always known what she told me. And 
yet indeed I had not known nor suspected it, save perhaps for 
a luminous, transitory suspicion ever and again. 

She made me see how life had shaped her. She told me 
of her girlhood after I had known her. ** We were poor and 
pretending and managing. We hacked about on visits and 
things. I ought to have married. The chances I had weren’t 
particularly good chances. I didn’t like ’em.” 

She paused. “ Then Carnaby came along.” 

I remained quite still. She spoke now with downcast eyes, 
and one finger just touching the water. 

“ One gets bored, bored beyond redemption. One goes 
about to these huge expensive houses. I suppose—the scale’s 
immense. One makes one’s self useful to the other women, 
and agreeable to the men. One has to dress. , . . One has 
food and exercise and leisure. It’s the leisure, and the space, 
and the blank opportunity it seems a sin not to fill, Carnaby 
isn’t like the other men. He’s bigger. . . , They go about 
making love. Everybody’s making love. I did. . . . And I 
don’t do things by halves.” 

She stopped. 

” You knew ? ” she asked, looking up, quite steadily. 

I nodded. 

“ Since when ? ” 

“ Those last days. ... It hasn’t seemed to matter really. 

I was a little surprised-” 

She looked at me quietly. ** Cothope knew,” she said. 

” By instinct. I could feel it,” 

” I suppose,” I began, ” once, this would have mattered 
immensely. Now-” 

” Nothing matters,” she said, completing me. ” I felt I 
had to tell you. I wanted you to understand why I didn’t 
marry you—with both hands. I have loved you ”—she 
paused—” have loved you ever since the day I kissed you in 
the bracken. Only—I forgot.” 
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And suddenly she dropped her face upon her hands, and 
sobbed passionately— 

‘‘ I forgot—I forgot/’ she cried, and became still. , . . 

I dabbed my paddle in the water. “ Look here ! ” I said ; 

' again ! Here am I—a ruined man. Marry me.’* 

She shook her head without looking up. 

We were still for a long time. “ Marry me,” I whispered, 

She looked up, twined back a wisp of hair, and answered 
dispassionately— 

I wish I could. Anyhow, we have had this time. It 
has been a fine time—has it been—for you also ? I haven’t 
grudged you all I had to give. It’s a poor gift—except for 

what it means and might have been. But we are near the 
end of it now.” 

Why ? I asked. “ Marry me ! Why should we 
two-” J 


You think/’ she said, “ I could take courage and come 
to you and be your everyday wife—while you work and are 

DOOT ? ** 


poor 

“ Why not ? ” said I. 

She looked at me gravely, with extended finger. ” Do you 
really think that ?—of me ? Haven't you seen me—all ? ” 

I hesitated. 

** Never once have I really meant marrying you,” she in¬ 
sisted. “ Never once, I fell in love with you from the first. 
But when you seemed a successful man, I told myself I 
wouldn’t. I was love-sick for you, and you were so stupid, 
I came near it then. But I knew I wasn't good enough. 
What could I have been to you ? A woman with bad habits 
and bad associations, a woman smirched. And what could 
I do for you or be to you ? If I wasn’t good enough to be a 
rich man’s wife I’m certainly not good enough to be a 
poor one’s. Forgive me for talking sense to you now, but I 
wanted to tell you this so mew hen ” 

She stopped at my gesture. I sat up, and the canoe rocked 
with my movement, 

" I don’t care,” I said. ” I want to marry you and make 
you my wife ! ” 

” No,” she said, ” don't spoil things. That is impossible ! ” 

” Impossible ! ” 

” Think 1 I can’t do my own hair ! Do you mean you 
will get me a maid ? ” 


“ God 1 M I cried, disconcerted beyond measure, 

won’t you learn to do your own hair for me ? Do you mean 
to say you can love a man-” 

She flung out her hands at me. ” Don’t spoil it,” she cried. 
I have given you all I have, I have given you all I can. 
If I could do it, if I was good enough to do it, I would. But I 
am a woman spoiled and ruined, dear, and you are a ruined 
man. When we are making love we are lovers—but think of 
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the gulf between ns in habits and ways of thought, in will and 
training, when we are not making love. Think of it—and 
don't think of it I Don't think of it yet. We have snatched 
some hours. We still may have some hours ! " 

She suddenly knelt forward toward me, with a glowing 
darkness in her eyes. “ Who cares if it upsets ? " she cried, 
“ If you say another word I will kiss you. And go to the 
bottom clutching you. I'm not afraid of that. I'm not a bit 
afraid of that. I'll die with you. Choose a death, and I'll 
die with you—readily. Do listen to me ! I love you. I shall 
always love you. It's because I love you that I won't go 
down to become a dirty familiar thing with you amidst the 
grime. I've given all I can. I’ve had all I can. . . . Tell 
me," and she crept nearer, ** have I been like the dusk to you, 
like the warm dusk ? Is there magic still ? Listen to the 
ripple of water from your paddle. Look at the warm evening 
light in the sky. Who cares if the canoe upsets ? Come 
nearer to me. Oh, my love ! come near I So." 

She drew me to her and our lips met. 

§3 

I asked her to marry me once again. 

It was our last morning together, and we had met very 
early, about sunrise, knowing that we were to part. No sun 
shone that day. The sky was overcast, the morning chilly, 
and lit by a clear, cold spiritless light. A heavy dampness in 
the air verged close on rain. When I think of that morning, 
it has always the quality of greying ashes wet with rain. 

Beatrice too had changed. The spring had gone out of her 
movement ; it came to me, for the first time, that some day 
she might grow old. She had become one flesh with the rest of 
common humanity ; the softness had gone from her voice and 
manner, the dusky magic of her presence had gone. I saw 
these things with perfect clearness, and they made me sorry 
for them and for her. But they altered my love not a whit, 
abated it nothing. And when we had talked awkwardly for 
half a dozen sentences, I came dully to my point. 

“ And now," I cried, " will you marry me ? " 

“ No," she said, M I shall keep to my life here." 

I asked her to marry me in a year's time. She shook her 
bead. 

“ This world is a soft world," I said, " in spite of my present 
disasters. I know now how to do things. If I had you to 
work for—in a year I could be a prosperous man-" 

" No," she said, " I will put it brutally, I shall go back to 
Carnaby." 

" But-! " I did not feel angry. I had no sort of 

jealousy, no wounded pride, no sense of injury. I had only 
a sense of grey desolation, of hopeless cross-purposes. 
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" Look here,” she said. ” I have been awake all night and 
every night. I have been thinking of this—every moment 
when we have not been together. I'm not answering yon on 
an impulse. I love you. I love you. I'll say that over 
ten thousand times. But here we are-” 

” The rest of life together,” I said. 

f ‘ It wouldn’t be together. Now we are together. Now 
we have been together. We are full of memories. I do not 
feel I can ever forget a single one.” 

11 Nor I." 

" And I want to close it and leave it at that. You see, 
dear, what else is there to do ? ” 

She turned her white face to me, “ All I know of love, all 
I have ever dreamed or learned of love I have packed into 
these days for you. You think we might live together and go 
on loving. No I For you I will have no vain repetitions. 
You have had the best and all of me. Would you have us. 
after this, meet again in London or Paris or somewhere, scuffle 
to some wretched dressmaker's, meet in a cabinet particulier ? ” 

“ No,” I said. “ I want you to marry me. I want you 
to play the game of life with me as an honest woman should. 
Come and live with me. Be my wife and squaw. Bear me 
children.” 

I looked at her white, drawn face, and it seemed to me I 
might carry her yet. I spluttered for words. 

” My God 1 Beatrice 1 ” I cried ; ” but this is cowardice 
and folly t Are you afraid of life ? You of all people t What 
does it matter what has been or what we were ? Here we are 
with the world before us 1 Start clean and new with me. 
We'll fight it through ! I’m not such a simple lover that I’ll 
not tell you plainly when you go wrong, and fight our differ¬ 
ence out with you. It’s the one thing I want, the one thing I 
need-—to have you, and more of you and more 1 This love- 
making—it's love-making. It's just a part of us, an in¬ 
cident— 1 -” 


She shook her head and stopped me abruptly. “It's all,” 
she said. 

** All! ” I protested. 

“ I’m wiser than you. Wiser beyond words,” She turned 
her eyes to me and they shone with tears. 

” I wouldn't have you say anything—but what you're 
saying,” she said. ” But it’s nonsense, dear. You know it's 
nonsense as you say it.” 

I tried to keep up the heroic note, but she would not listen 
to it. 


“ It's no good,” she cried almost petulantly. “ This little 
world has made—made us what we are. Don't you see— 
don’t you see what I am ? I can make love. I can make 
love and be loved, prettily. Dear, don't blame me 1 I have 
given you all I have. If I had anything more- I have 
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gone through it all over and over again.—thought it out* 
This morning my head aches, my eyes ache. The light has 
gone out of me and I am a sick and tired woman. But I'm 
talking wisdom—bitter wisdom. I couldn't be any sort of 
helper to you, any sort of wife, any sort of mother. I'm 
spoiled. I m spoiled by this rich idle way of living, until 
every habit'is wrong, every taste wrong. The world is wrong. 
People can be ruined by wealth just as much as by poverty. 
Do you think I wouldn't face life with you if I could, if I 
wasn't absolutely certain I should be down and dragging in 
the first half-mile of the journey ? Here I am—damned I 
Damned I But I won’t damn you. You know what I am 1 
You know. You are too clear and simple not to know the 
truth. You try to romance and hector, but you know the 

truth. I am a little cad—sold and done. I'm- My dear, 

you think I've been misbehaving, but all these days I've been 
on my best behaviour* . * . You don’t understand, because 
you’re a man. A woman, when she's spoiled, is spoiled. 
She's dirty in grain. She's done*" 

She walked on weeping. 

“ You're a fool to want me," she said. " You're a fool to 
want me—for my sake just as much as yours. We’ve done 
all we can. It’s just romancing-" 

She dashed the tears from her eyes and turned upon me. 
ff Don't you understand ? " she challenged. " Don't you 
know ? " 

We faced one another in silence for a moment. 

“ Yes," I said, “ I know." 

For a long time we spoke never a word, but talked on to¬ 
gether, slowly and sorrowfully, reluctant to turn about towards 
our parting. When at last we did, she broke silence again. 

“ I've had you," she said. 

" Heaven and hell," I said, ** can’t alter that." 

" I've wanted-” she went on. “ I've talked to you in 

the nights and made up speeches. Now when I want to make 
them I'm tongue-tied. But to me it's just as if the moments 
we have had lasted for ever. Moods and states come and go. 
To-day my light is out. . . 

To this day I cannot determine whether she said or whether 
I imagined she said ** chloral." Perhaps a half-conscious 
diagnosis flashed it on my brain. Perhaps I am the victim of 
some perverse imaginative freak of memory, some hinted 
possibility that scratched and seared. There the word stands 
in my memory, as if it were written in fire. 

We came to the door of Lady Osprey's garden at last, and 
it was beginning to drizzle. 

She held out her hands and I took them. 

" Yours," she said, in a weary unimpassioned voice ; " all 
that I had—such as it was. Will you forget ? " 

“ Never," I answered. 
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** Never a touch or a word of it ? ” 

" No.” 

“ You will,” she said. 

We looked at one another in silence , and her face was full of 
fatigue and misery. 

What could I do ? What was there to do ? 

'* ^ wish-~” I said, and stopped. 

“ Good-bye.” 


§ 4 

That should have been the last I saw of her, but, indeed, I 
was destined to see her once again. Two days after I was 
at Lady Grove, I forget altogether upon what errand, and as I 
walked back to the station believing her to be gone away, she 
came upon me, and she was riding with Carnaby, just as I had 
seen them first. The encounter jumped upon us unprepared. 
She rode by, her eyes dark in her white face, and scarcely 
noticed me. She winced and grew stiff at the sight of me and 
bowed her head. But Carnaby, because he thought I was a 
broken and discomfited man, saluted me with an easy friendli¬ 
ness, and shouted some genial commonplace to me. 

They passed out of sight and left me by the roadside. , . . 

And then indeed I tasted the ultimate bitterness of life. 
For the first time I felt utter futility, and was wrung by 
emotion that begot no action, by shame and pity beyond 
words. I had parted from her dully and I had seen my uncle 
break and die with dry eyes and a steady mind, but this chance 
sight of my lost Beatrice brought me to tears. My face was 
wrung, and tears came pouring down my cheeks. All the 
magic she had for me had changed to wild sorrow. <f Oh 
bod l I cried, this is too much,” and turned my face after 
her and made appealing gestures to the beech trees and cursed 
at fate. I wanted to do preposterous things, to pursue her, 
to save her, to turn life back so that she might begin again, 

I wonder what would have happened had I overtaken them 
in pursuit, breathless with running, uttering incoherent words, 
weeping, expostulatoiy ? I came near to doing that. 

There was nothing in earth or heaven to respect my curses 
or weeping. In the midst of it a man who had been trimming 
the opposite hedge appeared and stared at me. 

Abruptly, ridiculo usly, I dissembled before him and went 
on and caught my train. . . . 

But the pain I felt then I have felt a hundred times ; it is 
with me as I write. It haunts this book, I see ; that is what 
haunts this book, from end to end. , . . 
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CHAPTER THREE 

NIGHT AND THE OPEN SEA 

§ I 

I have tried throughout all this story to tell things as they 
happened to me. In the beginning—the sheets are still 
here on the table, grimy and dogs-eared and old-looking— 
I said I wanted to tell myself and the world in which I found 
myself, and I have done my best. But whether I have suc¬ 
ceeded I cannot imagine. Ail this writing is grey now and 
dead and trite and unmeaning to me; some of it I know by 
heart. I am the last person to judge it. 

As I turn over the big pile of manuscript before me, certain 
things become clearer to me, and particularly the immense 
inconsequence of my experiences. It is, I see now that I have 
it all before me, a story of activity and urgency and sterility. 
I have called it Tono-Bungay , but I had far better have called 
it Waste. I have told of childless Marion, of my childless 
aunt, of Beatrice wasted and wasteful and futile. What 
hope is there for a people whose women become fruitless ? 
I think of all the energy I have given to vain things, I think 
of my industrious scheming with my uncle, of Crest Hill's 
vast cessation, of his resonant strenuous career. Ten thousand 
men have envied him, and wished to live as he lived. It is 
all one spectacle of forces running to waste, of people who 
use and do not replace, the story of a country hectic with a 
wasting aimless fever of trade and money-making and pleasure¬ 
seeking. And now I build destroyers ! 

Other people may see this country in other terms ; this is 
how I have seen it. In some early chapter in this heap I 
compared all our present colour and abundance to October 
foliage before the frosts nip down the leaves. That I still 
feel was a good image. Perhaps I see wrongly. It may be I 
see decay all about me because I am, in a sense, decay. To 
others it may be a scene of achievement and construction 
radiant with hope. I too have a sort of hope, but it is a 
remote hope, a hope that finds no promise in this Empire 
or in any of the great things of our time. How they will look 
in history I do not know, how time and chance will prove 
them I cannot guess ; that is how they have mirrored them¬ 
selves on one contemporary mind. 

§2 

Concurrently with writing the last chapter of this book 
I have been much engaged by the affairs of a new destroyer 
we have completed. It has been an oddly complementary 
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alternation of occupations. Three weeks or so ago this novel 
had to be put aside in order that I might give all my time 
day and night to the fitting and finishing of the engines. Last 
Thursday X2, for so we call her, was done, and I took her 
down the Thames, and went out nearly to Texel for a trial of 
speed. 

It is curious how at times one's impressions will all fuse 
and run together into a sort of unity and become continuous 
with things that have hitherto been utterly alien and remote. 
That rush down the river became mysteriously connected 
with this book. As I passed down the Thames I seemed in a 
new and parallel manner to be passing all England in review. 
I saw it then as I had wanted my readers to see it. The 
thought came to me slowly as I picked my way through the 
Pool ; it stood out clear as I went dreaming into the night 
out upon the wide North Sea. . . . 

It wasn't so much thinking at the time as a sort of photo¬ 
graphic thought that came and grew clear. X2 went ripping 
through the dirty oily water as scissors rip through canvas, 
and the front of my mind was all intent with getting her 
through under the bridges and in and out among the steam¬ 
boats and barges and rowing-boats and piers. I lived with my 
hands and eyes hard ahead. I thought nothing then of any 
appearances but obstacles, but for all that the back of my 
mind took the photographic memory of it complete and 
vivid. . , . 

" This,” it came to me, “ is England. This is what I 
wanted to give in my book. This ! ” 

We started in the late afternoon. We throbbed out of our 
yard above Hammersmith Bridge, fussed about for a moment, 
and headed down stream. We came at an easy rush down 
Craven Reach, past Fulham and Hurlingham, past the long 
stretches of muddy meadow and muddy suburb to Battersea 
and Chelsea, round the cape of tidy frontage that is Grosvenor 
Road and under Vauxhall Bridge, and Westminster opened 
before us. We cleared a string of coal barges, and there on 
the left in the October sunshine stood the Parliament houses 
and the flag was flying and Parliament was sitting. . . . 

I saw it at the time unseeingly ; afterwards it came into 
my mind as the centre of the whole broad panoramic effect 
°I that afternoon. The stiff square lace of Victorian Gothic 
with its Dutch clock of a tower came upon me suddenly and 
stared and whirled past in a slow half pirouette and became 
still, I know, behind me as if watching me recede. u Aren't 
you going to respect me, then ? " it seemed to say. 

Not I ! There in that gTeat pile of Victorian architecture 
the landlords and the lawyers, the bishops, the railway men 
and the magnates of commerce go to ana fro—in their incur¬ 
able tradition of commercialised Bladesovery, of meretricious 
gentry and nobility sold for riches. I have been near enough 
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to know. The Irish and the Labour men run about among 
their feet, making a fuss, effecting little ; they’ve got no 
better plans that I can see. Respect it indeed 1 There’s 
a certain paraphernalia of dignity, but whom does it deceive ? 
The King comes down in a gilt coach to open the show and 
wears long robes and a crown ; and there’s a display of stout 
and slender legs in white stockings and stout and slender legs 
in black stockings and artful old gentlemen in ermine. I was 
reminded of one congested afternoon I had spent with my 
aunt amidst a cluster of agitated women’s hats in the Royal 
Gallery of the House of Lords and how I saw the King going to 
open Parliament, and the Duke of Devonshire looking like a 
gorgeous pedlar and terribly bored with the cap of main¬ 
tenance on a tray before him hung by slings from his shoulders. 
A wonderful spectacle ! . . . 

It is quaint, no doubt, this England—it is even dignified 
in places—and full of mellow associations. That does not 
alter the quality of the realities these robes conceal. The 
realities are greedy trade, base profit-seeking, bold advertise¬ 
ment—and kingship and chivalry, spite of this wearing of 
treasured robes, are as dead among it all as that crusader my 
uncle championed against the nettles outside the Duffield 
church. . . . 

I have thought much of that bright afternoon’s panorama. 

To run down the Thames so is to run one’s hand over the 
pages in the book of England from end to end. One begins 
in Craven Reach and it is as if one were in the heart of old 
England. Behind us are Kew and Hampton Court with their 
memories of Kings and Cardinals, and one runs at first between 
Fulham’s episcopal garden parties and Hurlingham’s play¬ 
ground for the sporting instinct of our race. The whole effect 
is English. There is space, there are old trees and all the best 
qualities of the home-land in that upper reach. Putney too, 
looks Anglican on a dwindling scale. And then for a stretch 
the newer developments slop over, one misses Bladesover and 
there come first squalid stretches of mean homes right and 
left and then the dingy industrialism of the south side, and 
on the north bank the polite long front of nice houses, artistic, 
literary, administrative people's residences, that stretches 
from Cheyne Walk nearly to Westminster and hides a wilder¬ 
ness of slums. What a long slow crescendo that is, mile after 
mile, with the houses crowding closelier, the multiplying 
succession of church towers, the architectural moments, the 
successive bridges, until you come out into the second move¬ 
ment of the piece with Lambeth’s old palace under your 
quarter and the houses of Parliament on your bow! West¬ 
minster Bridge is ahead of you then and through it you flash, 
and in a moment the round-faced clock tower cranes up to peer 
at you again and New Scotland Yard squares at you, a fat 
beef-eater of a policeman disguised miraculously as a Bastille. 


NIGHT AND THE OPEN SEA 303 

For a stretch you have the essential London ; you have 
Charing Cross railway station, heart of the world, and the 
Embankment on the north side with its new hotels over¬ 
shadowing its Georgian and Victorian architecture, and mud 
and great warehouses and factories, chimneys, shot towers, 
advertisements on the south. The northward skyline grows 
more intricate and pleasing, and more and more does one 
thank God for Wren. Somerset House is as picturesque as the 
civil war, one is reminded again of the original England, one 
feels in the fretted sky the quality of Restoration lace. 

And then comes Astor's strong box and the lawyers* 
Inns. . . . 

(I had a passing memory of myself there, how once I had 
trudged along the Embankment westward, weighing my 
uncle*s offer of three hundred pounds a year. . , .) 

Through that central essential London reach I drove, and 
X2 bored her nose under the foam regardless of it all like a 
black hound going through reeds—on what trail even I who 
made her cannot tell. 

And in this reach too, one first meets the seagulls and is 
reminded of the sea. Blackfriars one takes—just under these 
two bridges and just between them is the finest bridge moment 
in the world—and behold, soaring up, hanging in the sky 
over a rude tumult of warehouses, over a jostling competition 
of traders, irrelevantly beautiful and altogether remote. Saint 
Paul’s l "Of course I ” one says, " Saint Paul’s ! " It 
is the very figure of whatever fineness the old Anglican culture 
achieved, detached, a more dignified and chastened Saint 
Peter’s, colder, greyer but still ornate, it has never been over¬ 
thrown, never disavowed, only the tall warehouses and all the 
roar of traffic have forgotten it, every one has forgotten it ; 
the steamships, the barges, go heedlessly by regardless of it, 
intricacies of telephone wires and poles cut blackly into its 
thin mysteries and presently, when in a moment the traffic 
permits you and you look round for it, it has dissolved like a 
cloud into the grey-blues of the London sky. 

And then the traditional and ostensible England falls 
from you altogether. The third movement begins, the last 
great movement in the London symphony, in which the trim 
scheme of the old order is altogether dwarfed and swallowed 
up. Comes London Bridge, and the great warehouses tower 
up about you waving stupendous cranes, the gulls circle and 
scream in your ears, large ships lie among their lighters, and 
one is in the port of the world. Again and again in this book 
I have written of England as a feudal scheme overtaken by 
fatty degeneration and stupendous accidents of hypertrophy. 
For the last time I must strike that note as the memory of the 
dear neat little sunlit ancient Tower of London lying away 
in a gap among the warehouses comes back to me, that little 
accumulation of buildings so provincially pleasant and digni- 
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fied, overshadowed by the vulgarest, most typical exploit of 
modem England, the sham Gothic casings to the ironwork of 
the Tower Bridge. That Tower Bridge is the very balance 
and confirmation of Westminster’s dull pinnacles and tower. 
That sham Gothic bridge ; in the very gates of our mother of 
change, the Sea ! 

But after that one is in a world of accident and nature. 
For the third part of the panorama of London is beyond all 
law, order, and precedence, it is the seaport and the sea. One 
goes down the widening reaches through a monstrous variety 
of shipping, great steamers, great sailing-ships, trailing the 
flags of all the world, a monstrous confusion of lighters, 
witches’ conferences of brown-sailed barges, wallowing tugs, 
a tumultuous crowding and jostling of cranes and spars, 
and wharves and stores, and assertive inscriptions. Huge 
vistas of dock open right and left of one, and here and there 
beyond and amidst it all axe church towers, little patches of 
indescribably old-fashioned and worn-out houses, riverside 
pubs and the like, vestiges of townships that were long since 
tom to fragments and submerged in these new growths. And 
amidst it all no plan appears, no intention, no comprehensive 
desire. That is the very key of it all. Each day one feels 
that the pressure of commerce and traffic grew, grew insensibly 
monstrous, and first this man made a wharf and that erected 
a crane, and then this company set to work and then that, 
and so they jostled together to make this unassimilable 
enormity of traffic. Through it we dodged and drove, eager 
for the high seas. 

X remember how I laughed aloud at the-glimpse of the name 
of a London County Council steamboat that ran across me. 
Caxton it was called, and another was Pepys and another was 
Shakespeare, They seemed so wildly out of place, splashing 
about in that confusion. One wanted to take them out and 
wipe them and put them back in some English gentleman’s 
library. Everything was alive about them, flashing, splashing, 
and passing, ships moving, tugs panting, hawsers taut, barges 
going down with men toiling at the sweeps, the water all a- 
swirl with the wash of shipping scaling into millions of little 
wavelets, curling and frothing under the whip of the unceasing 
wind. Past it all we drove. And at Greenwich to the south, 
you know, there stands a fine stone frontage where all the 
victories are recorded in a Painted Hall, and beside it is the 
“ Ship ” where once upon a time those gentlemen of West¬ 
minster used to have an annual dinner—before the port of 
London got too much for them altogether. The old facade 
of the Hospital was just warming to the sunset as we went 
by, and after that, right and left, the river opened, the sense of 
the sea increased and prevailed reach after reach from North- 
fleet to the Nore. 

And out you come at last with the sun behind you into the 
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eastern sea. You speed up and tear the oily water louder and 
faster, sirroo, sirroo—swish—sirroo, and the hills of Kent— 
over which I once fled from the Christian teachings of Nico- 
demus Frapp—fall away on the right hand and Essex on the 
left. They fall away and vanish into blue haze ; and the tall 
slow ships behind the tugs, scarce moving ships and wallow¬ 
ing sturdy tugs, are all wrought of wet gold as one goes frothing 
by. They stand out bound on strange missions of life and 
death, to the killing of men in unfamiliar lands. And now 
behind us is blue mystery and the phantom flash of unseen 
lights, and presently even these are gone, and I and my 
destroyer tear out to the unknown across a great grey space. 
We tear into the great spaces of the future and the turbines 
fall to talking in unfamiliar tongues. Out to the open we go, 
to windy freedom and trackless ways. Light after light goes 
down. England and the Kingdom, Britain and the Empire, 
the old prides and the old devotions, glide abeam, astern, sink 
down upon the horizon, pass—pass. The river passes—'London 
passes, England passes. . . . 


§3 

This is the note I have tried to emphasise, the note that 
sounds clear in my mind when I think of anything beyond the 
purely personal aspects of my story. 

It is a note of crumbling and confusion, of change and 
seemingly aimless swelling, of a bubbling up and medley of 
futile loves and sorrows. But through the confusion sounds 
another note. Through the confusion something drives, 
something that is at once human achievement and the most 
inhuman of all existing things. Something comes out of 
it. . . , How can I express the values of a thing at once so 
essential and so immaterial ? It is something that calls upon 
such men as I with an irresistible appeal. 

I have figured it in my last section by the symbol of my 
destroyer, stark and swift, irrelevant to most human interests. 
Sometimes I call this reality Science, sometimes I call it 
Truth. But it is something we draw by pain and effort out of 
the heart of life, that we disentangle and make clear. Other 
men serve it, I know, in art, in literature, in social invention, 
and see it in a thousand different figures, under a hundred 
names. I see it always as austerity, as beauty. This thing 
we make clear is the heart of life. It is the one enduring 
thing. Men and nations, epochs and civilisations pass, each 
making its contribution, I do not know what it is, this some¬ 
thing, except that it is supreme. It is a something, a quality, 
an element, one may find now in colours, now in forms, now 
in sounds, now in thoughts. It emerges from life with each 
year one lives and feels, and generation by generation and age 


306 TONO-BUNGAY 

by age, but the how and why of it are all beyond the compass 
of my mind. . . , 

Yet the full sense of it was with rae all that night as I drove, 
lonely above the rush and murmur of my engines, out upon 
the weltering circle of the sea. . . . 

Far out to the north-east there came the flicker of a 
squadron of warships waving white swords of light about the 
sky. I kept them hull-down, and presently they were mere 
summer lightning over the watery edge of the globe. ... I 
fell into thought that was nearly formless, into doubts and 
dreams that have no words, and it seemed good to me to drive 
ahead and on and on through the windy starlight, over the 
long black waves. 


§ 4 

It was morning and day before I returned with the four sick 
and starving journalists who had got permission to come with 
me, up the shining river, and past the old grey Tower. , . . 

I recall the back views of those journalists very distinctly, 
going with a certain damp weariness of movement along a side 
street away from the river. They were good men and bore 
me no malice, and they served me up to the public in turgid 
degenerate Kiplingese, as a modest button on the complacent 
stomach of the Empire. Though as a matter of fact, X2 
isn’t intended for the Empire, or indeed for the hands of any 
European power. We offered it to our own people first, but 
they would have nothing to do with me, and I have long since 
ceased to trouble much about such questions. I have come 
to see myself from the outside, my country from the outside— 
without illusions. We make and pass. 

We are all things that make and pass, striving upon a hidden 
mission, out to the open sea. 


END OF BOOK IV 
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A NOTE TO THE READER 

T his book is in all probability the last of a series of writings, 
of which—disregarding certain earlier disconnected essays-— 
my Anticipations was the beginning- Originally I intended 
Anticipations to be my sole digression from my art or trade (or what 
you will) of an imaginative writer- I wrote that book in order to 
clear up the muddle in my own mind about innumerable socia anc 
political questions, questions I could not keep out of my wor 
which it distressed me to touch upon in a stupid haphazard way, 
and which no one, so far as I knew, had handled in a manner o 
satisfy mv needs. But Anticipations did not achieve its en . 
have a slow constructive hesitating sort of mind, and when 
emerged from that undertaking 1 found I had still most o my 
questions to state and solve. In Mankind t n the Making therefore. 
I tried to review the social organisation in a different way, to 
consider it as an educational process instead of dealing with it as 
a thing with a future history, and if I made this second oo _ ' 
less satisfactory from a literary standpoint than the orm i 
this is my opinion), I blundered, I think, more edifying y a 
from the point of view of my own instruction. I ventured up 
several themes with a greater frankness than I had used m n 
tions t and came out of that second effort guilty of much rash writing, 
but with a considerable development of formed opinion. In many 
matters I had shaped out at last a certain personal certitude, upon 
which I feel I shall go for the rest of my days. In this present 
book I have tried to settle accounts with a number 
over or opened up by its two predecessors, to correc 
particulars, and to give the general picture of a Utof %a that haA 
grown up in my mind during the course of these specu 

state of affairs at once possible and more desirable ima cn na tive 
in which I live. But this book has brought me pack to imagina 

writing again. In its two predecessors the treat heen 

organisation had been purely objective ; here my _ , 

a little wider and deeper, in that I have tried to present not simpl) 

an ideal, but an ideal in reaction with two persona i publish I 

since this may be the last book of the kind I sha mP t?. n hvsical 
{ have written into it as well as I can the heretica ? n &erted 

(scepticism upon which all my thinking rests, aa £.. d f S0C j 0 „ 
ft certain sections reflecting upon the established 

'logical and economic science, ... . .. - r know. 

The last four words will not attract the better y lucid aIu j 

I have done my best to make the whole of it read bv as 

entertaining as its matter permits, because I nwth ; n - but rage 
many people as possible, but I do not promise ai yt.8 e$ 

and confusion to him who proposes to glance thr g ^Ptoread 
just to see if I agree with him, or to begin in the m , ead a 

without a constantly alert attention. If you ar . *} oolitical 
little interested and open-minded with regard to socia P , 

questions, and a little exercised in self-examination, y . u .. 
neither interest nor pleasure here. If your m rad is An( j 

upon such issues your time will be wasted on these p g 
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A NOTE TO THE READER 

even if you are a willing reader you may require a little patience 
for the peculiar method I have this time adopted. 

That method assumes an air of haphazard, but it is not so careless 
as it seems. I believe it to be—even now that I am through with 
the book—the best way to a sort of lucid vagueness which has 
always been my intention in this matter. I tried over several 
beginnings of a Utopian book before I adopted this. I rejected 
from the outset the form of the argumentative essay, the form 
which appeals most readily to what is called the " serious " reader, 
the reader who is often no more than the solemnly impatient parasite 
of great questions. He likes everything in hard, heavy lines, black 
and white, yes and no, because he does not understand how much 
there is that cannot be presented at all in that way ; wherever there 
is any effect of obliquity, of incommensurables, wherever there is 
any levity or humour or difficulty of multiplex presentation, he 
refuses attention. Mentally he seems to be built up upon an 
invincible assumption that the Spirit of Creation cannot count 
beyond two, he deals only in alternatives. Such readers X have 
resolved not to attempt to please here. Even if I presented all my 

tri-clinic crystals as systems of cubes-! Indeed I felt it would 

not be worth doing. But haying rejected the “ serious " essay as a 
form, I was still greatly exercised, I spent some vacillating months, 
over the scheme of this book. I tried first a recognised method of 
viewing questions from divergent points that has always attracted 
me and which I have never succeeded in using, the discussion novel, 
after the fashion of Peacock’s (and Mr. MaHock’s) development of 
the ancient dialogue i but this encumbered me with unnecessary 
characters and the inevitable complications of intrigue among 
them, and I abandoned it. After that I tried to cast the thing 
into a shape resembling a little the double personality of Boswell’s 
Johnson, a sort of interplay between monologue and commentator ; 
but that too, although it got nearer to the quality I sought, fin ally 
failed. Then I hesitated over what one might call 11 hard narrative.” 
It will be evident to the experienced reader that by omitting certain 
speculative and metaphysical elements and by elaborating incident 
this book might have been reduced to a straightforward story. 
But I did. not want to omit as much on this occasion. I do not see 
why I should always pander to the vulgar appetite for stark stories. 
And in short, I made it this. I explain all this in order to make 
it clear to the reader that, however queer this book appears at the 
first examination, it is the outcome of trial and deliberation, it is 
intended to be as it is. I am aimin g throughout at a sort of shot- 
silk texture between philosophical discussion on the one hand and 
imaginative narrative on the other. 


H. G. WELLS. 
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THE OWNER OF THE VOICE 


t / yHERE are works, and this is one of them, that are best begun 
e with a, portrait of the author. And here , indeed, because 
of a very natural misunderstanding this is the only 
course to take. Throughout these papers sounds a note , a dis¬ 
tinctive and personal note, a note that tends at times towards 
stridency ; and all that is not, as these words are , in Italics f 
is in one voice. Now, this Voice, and this is the peculiarity 
of the matter, is not to be taken as the Voice of the ostensible 
author who fathers these pages. You have to clear your mind of 
any preconceptions in that respect. The Owner of the Voice 
you must figure to yourself as a whitish plump man, a little under 
the middle size and age, with such blue eyes as many Irishmen 
have, and agile in his movements and with a slight tonsonal 
baldness—a penny might cover it—of the crown. His front is 
convex. He droops at times like most of us, but for the greater 
part he bears himself as valiantly as a sparrow. Occasionally 
his hand flies out with a fluttering gesture of illustration. And 
his voice (which is our medium henceforth) is an unattractive 
tenor that becomes at times aggressive. Him you must imagine 
as sitting at a table reading a manuscript about Utopias , a manu¬ 
script he holds in two hands that are just a little fat at the wrist. 
The curtain rises upon him so. But afterwards, if the devices, 
of this declining art of literature prevail, you will go with him 
through curious and interesting experiences. Yet, ever and 
again, you will find him back at that little table, the manuscript 
in his hand, and the expansion of his ratiocinations about 
Utopia conscientiously resumed. The entertainment before you 
is neither the set drama of the work of fiction you are accustomed 
to read t nor the set lecturing of the essay you are accustomed to 
evade, but a hybrid of these two. If you figure this owner of the 
Voice as silting, a little nervously, a little modestly, on a stage, 
with table, glass of water and all complete, and myself as the in¬ 
trusive chairman insisting with a bland ruthlessness upon his 
“few words ” of introduction before he recedes into the wings, 
and if furthermore you figure a sheet behind our friend on which 
moving pictures intermittently appear, and if finally you suppose 
his subject to be the story of the adventure of his soul among 
Utopian inquiries, you will be prepared for some at least of the 
difficulties of this unworthy but unusual work. 

But over against this writer here presented, there is also an¬ 
other earthly person in the book, who gathers himself together 
into a distinct personality only after a preliminary complication 
with the reader. This person is spoken of as the botanist, and 
he is a leaner, rather toiler, graver and much less garruloits man. 
His face is weakly handsome and done in tones of grey, he is fairish 
and grey-eyed, and you would suspect him of dyspepsia , It is a 
justifiable suspicion. Men of this type, the chairman remarks 
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with a sudden intrusion of exposition , are romantic with a 
shadow of meanness , they seek at once to conceal and shape 
their sensuous cravings beneath egregious sentimentalities, 
they get into mighty tangles and troubles with women y and he has 
had his troubles. You will hear of them , for that is the quality 
of his type. He gets no personal expression in this book , the 
Voice is always that other's, but you gather much of the matter 
and something of the manner of his interpolations from the asides 
and the ten our of the Voice. 

So much by way of portraiture is necessary to present the 
explorers of the Modern Utopia, which will unfold itself as a 
background to these two inquiring figures. The image of a cine - 
matograph entertainment is the one to grasp. There will be an 
effect of these two people going to and fro in front of the circle 
of a rather defective lantern, which sometimes jams and sometimes 
gets out of focus 3 but which does occasionally succeed in displaying 
on a screen a momentary moving picture of Utopian conditions . 
Occasionally the picture goes out altogether , the Voice argues and 
argues, and the footlights return , and then you find yourself 
listening again to the rather too plump little man at his table 
laboriously enunciating propositions , upon whom the curtain 
rises now. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


TOPOGRAPHICAL 

§ I 

T he Utopia of a modem dreamer must needs differ 
in one fundamental aspect from the Nowhercs and 
Utopias men planned before Darwin quickened the 
thought of the world. Those were all perfect and static 
States, a balance of happiness won for ever against the forces 
of unrest and disorder that inhere in things. One beheld a 
healthy and simple generation enjoying the fruits of the earth 
in an atmosphere of virtue and happiness, to be followed by 
other virtuous, happy, and entirely similar generations, until 
the Gods grew weary. Change and development were dammed 
back by invincible dams for ever. But the Modem Utopia 
must be not static but kinetic, must shape not as a permanent 
state but as a hopeful stage, leading to a long ascent of 
stages. Nowadays we do not resist and overcome the great 
stream of things, but rather float upon it. We build now not 
citadels, but ships of state. For one ordered arrangement 
of citizens rejoicing in an equality of happiness safe and assured 
to them and their children for ever, we have to plan " a flexible 
common compromise, in which a perpetually novel succession 
of individualities may converge most effectually upon a com¬ 
prehensive onward development. 1 ’ That is the first, most 
generalised difference between a Utopia based upon modern 
conceptions and all the Utopias that were written in the 
former time. 

Our business here is to be Utopian, to make vivid and credit¬ 
able if we can, first this facet and then that, of an imaginary 
whole and happy world. Our deliberate intention is to be 
not, indeed, impossible, but most distinctly impracticable, 
by every scale that reaches only between to-day and to¬ 
morrow. We are to turn our backs for a space upon the in¬ 
sistent examination of the thing that is, and face towards 
the freer air, the ampler spaces of the thing that perhaps might 
be, to the projection of a State or city "worth while," to 
designing upon the sheet of our imaginations the picture 
of a life conceivably possible, and yet better worth living than 
our own. That is our present enterprise. We are going to 
lay down certain necessary starting propositions, and then 
we shall proceed to explore the sort of world these propositions 
give us, . . . 

It is no doubt an optimistic enterprise. But it is good for 
awhile to be free from the carping note that must needs be 
audible when we discuss our present imperfections, to release 
ourselves from practical difficulties and the tangle of ways 
and means. It is good to stop by the track for a space, put 
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aside the knapsack, wipe the brows, and talk a little of the 
upper slopes of the mountain we think we are climbing, would 
but the trees let us see it. 

There is to be no inquiry here of policy and method. This 
is to be a holiday from politics and movements and methods. 
But for all that, we must needs define certain limitations. 
Were we free to have our untrammelled desire, I suppose we 
should follow Morris to his Nowhere, we should change the 
nature of man and the nature of things together ; we should 
make the whole race wise, tolerant, noble, perfect—wave our 
hands to a splendid anarchy, every man doing as it pleases 
him, and none pleased to do evil, in a world as good in its 
essential nature, as ripe and sunny, as the world before the 
Fall. But that golden age, that perfect world, comes out 
into the possibilities of space and time. In space and time 
the pervading Will to Live sustains for evermore a perpetuity 
of aggressions. Our proposal here is upon a more practical 
plane at least than that. We are to restrict ourselves first to 
the limitations of human possibility as we know them in the 
men and women of this world to-day, and then to all the in¬ 
humanity, all the insubordination of nature. We are to shape 
our state in a world of uncertain seasons, sudden catastrophes, 
antagonistic diseases, and inimical beasts and vermin, out of 
men and women with like passions, like uncertainties of mood 
and desire to our own. And, moreover, we are going to accept 
this world of conflict, to adopt no attitude of renunciation to¬ 
wards it, to face it in no ascetic spirit, but in the mood of the 
Western peoples, whose purpose is to survive and overcome. 
So much we adopt in common with those who deal not in 
Utopias, but in the world of Here and Now. 

Certain liberties, however, following the best Utopian 
precedents, we may take with existing fact. We assume that 
the tone of public thought may be entirely different from what 
it is in the present world, we permit ourselves a free hand 
with the mental conflict of lire, within the possibilities of the 
human mind as we know it. We permit ourselves also a free 
hand with all the apparatus of existence that man has, so to 
speak, made for himself, with houses, roads, clothing, canals, 
machinery, with laws, boundaries, conventions and traditions, 
with schools, with literature and religious organization, 
with creeds and customs, with everything, in fact, that it lies 
within man's power to alter. That, indeed, is the cardinal 
assumption of all Utopian speculations old and new; the 
Republic and Laws oi Plato, and More's Utopia, Howells’ 
implicit Altruria, and Bellamy's future Boston, Comte’s great 
Western Republic, Hertzka's Freeland, Cabet’s Icaria, and 
Campanula's City of the Sun, are built, just as we shall build, 
upon that, upon the hypothesis of the complete emancipation 
of a community of men from tradition, from habits, from legal 
bonds, and that subtler servitude possessions entail. And 
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much of the essential value of all such speculations lies in this 
assumption of emancipation, lies in that regard towards human 
freedom, m the undying interest of the human power of self¬ 
escape, the power to resist the causation of the past, and to 
evade, initiate, endeavour, and overcome, 

§ 2 

There are very definite artistic limitations also. 

There must always be a certain effect of hardness and 
thinness about Utopian speculations. Their common fault 
is to be comprehensively jejune. That which is the blood 
pid warmth and reality of life is largely absent ; there are no 
mdividuahties, but only generalised people. In almost every 

opia -except, perhaps, Morris s Mews frotn Nowhere —-one 
sees handsome but characterless buildings, symmetrical and 
perfect cultivations, and a multitude of people, healthy, 
happy beautifully dressed, but without any personal distinc¬ 
tion whatever. Too often the prospect resembles the key 
to one of those large pictures of coronations, royal weddings 
parliaments, conferences, and gatherings so popular in Victorian 
times, m which, instead of a face, each figure bears a neat 
oval with its index number legibly inscribed. This burthens 
us with an incurable effect of unreality, and I do not see how 
it is altogether to be escaped. It is a disadvantage that has 
to be accepted. Whatever institution has existed or exists 
however irrational, however preposterous, has, by virtue 
of its contact with individualities, an effect of realness and 
rig tness no untried thing may share. It has ripened, it has 
been christened with blood, it has been stained and mellowed 
by handling, it has been rounded and dented to the softened 
contours that we associate with life ; it has been salted, 
maybe, in a brine of tears. But the thing that is merely 
proposed, the thing that is merely suggested, however rational, 
however necessary, seems strange and inhuman in its clear, 
ha £?> unt x>mpn>mising lines, itsunqualified angles and surfaces. 

1 “ er f 1S help for it, there it is ! The Master suffers with 
the last and least of his successors. For all the humanity he 
wms to, through his dramatic device of dialogue, I doubt if 
amy one has ever been warmed to desire himself a citizen in the 
Republic of Plato ; I doubt if any one could stand a month 
of the relentless publicity of virtue planned by More. 

No one wants to five in any community of intercourse really 
save for the sake of the individualities he would meet there! 
The fertilising conflict of individualities is the ultimate 
meaning of thepersonal life, and all our Utopias no more than 
schemes for bettering that interplay. At least, that is how life 
shapes itself more and more to modern perceptions. Until 
you bung in individualities, nothing comes into being, and a 
Universe ceases when you shiver the mirror of the least of 
individual minds. 

t.-b.—M.U. 
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§ 3 

No less than a planet will serve the purpose of a modern 
Utopia, Time was when a mountain valley or an island 
seemed to promise sufficient isolation for a polity to maintain 
itself intact from outward force | the Republic of Plato stood 
armed ready for defensive war, and the New Atlantis and the 
Utopia of More in theory, like China and Japan through many 
centuries of effectual practice, held themselves isolated from 
intruders./ Such late instances as Butler's satirical Erewhon , 
and Mr. * Stead's queendom of inverted sexual conditions 
in Central Africa, found the Tibetan method of slaughtering 
the inquiring visitor a simple, sufficient rule. But the whole 
trend of modem thought is against the permanence of any 
such enclosures. We are acutely aware nowadays that, how¬ 
ever subtly contrived a State may be, outside your boundary 
lines the epidemic, the breeding barbarian or the economic 
power, will gather its strength to overcome you. The swift 
march of invention is all for the invader. Now, perhaps you 
might still guard a rocky coast or a narrow pass; but what of 
that near to-morrow when the flying machine soars overhead, 
free to descend at this point or that ? A state powerful 
enough to keep isolated under modem conditions would be 
powerful enough to rule the world, would be, indeed, if not 
actively ruling, yet passively acquiescent in all other human 
organisations, and so responsible for them altogether. World- 
state, therefore, it must be. 

That leaves no room for a modern Utopia in Central Africa, 
or in South America, or round about the pole, those last 
refuges of ideality. The floating isle of La Citt Morellyste 
no longer avails. We need a planet. Lord Erskine, the 
author of a Utopia (" Armata ") that might have been in¬ 
spired by Mr. Hewins, was the first of all Utopists to perceive 
this—he joined his twin planets pole -to pole by a sort of 
umbilical cord. But the modern imagination, obsessed by 
physics, must travel further than that. 

Out beyond Sirius, far in the deeps of space, beyond the 
flight of a cannon-ball flying for a billion years, beyond the 
range of unaided vision, blazes the star that is our Utopia's 
sun. To those who know where to look, with a good opera- 
glass aiding good eyes, it and three fellows that seem in a 
cluster with it—though they are incredible billions of miles 
nearer—make just the faintest speck of light. About it go 
planets, even as our planets, but weaving a different fete, 
and in its place among them is Utopia, with its sister mate, the 
Moon. It is a planet like our planet, the same continents, 
the same islands, the same oceans and seas, another Euji- 
Yama is beautiful there dominating another Yokohama—-Mia 
another Matterhorn overlooks the icy disorder of another 
Theodule. It is so like our planet that a terrestrial botanist 
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might find his every species there, even to the meanest pond- 
weed or the remotest Alpine blossom. ... P 

9^ } v ^ en he had gathered that iast and turned about to 
find his inn again, perhaps he would not find his inn l 

ius1; U thaTfashiL tha T t%V0 t°L" S , We / e actuall y to turn about in 
} Jt*n -Ft Tw ?' 1 thmk, for to face a strange planet, 

familiar wv be a , wboll J r civilised one, without some other 

that we were h?d d H ashes . the . COu rage overmuch. Suppose 
that we were indeed so translated even as we stood You 

hgure us upon some high pass in the Alps, and though I— 

mvsllf° if m aSlly madS Slddy by stooping—am no botanist 
his C ° mpa " 10n were t° have a specimen tin under 

Swiss annle irree aS ' S P a, . nted that abominable popular 
Wet. P ?‘ green—I would make it no occasion for quarrel ' 

amoni V rr.Vka mped i and bot . amsed and come to a rest, and, sitting 
of ea * en our unch and finished our bottle 

mnZ ^ T have w n mt0 a ta l k Utopias, and said such 
., * have been saying. I could figure it mvself uoon 

hat little neck of the Lucendro Pass, upon the shoulder of the 

Seaa LU +i endr0 ’i for the ^ e once 1 touched and talked verv 
?mf v?n! y ’ aad we . are looking down upon the Val Bedretto 7 

the mount^nahC." lif and Alrol ° try to 111(10 from « s under 
the mountain side—three-quarters of a mile they are verticallv 

Wltb that absurd nearness of effect one 
gets in the Alps, we see the little train a dozen miles away 

hii^i?D OWn wi e ® laschina to Italy, and the Lukmanier Pass 
paths un^erii^fcet. 11 !’ and the San Giacomo ri S ht - mere loot- 
world^ beh ° ld 1 ln tlle twinkling of an eye we are in that other 

ha™ne U frir?£ CeI i not0 th0 ch auge. Not a cloud would 

\vould g taL f ^ l « 6 Sk 7‘ • 14 ITUght be the remote town below 
' ?.\ ld .tahe a different air, and my companion the botanist 

the h t^i1n d ^ a h ed observ ati<m, might almost see as much, and' 
t-uf .PCjhaps, would be gone out of the picture and 

m^d^ ban ^t d .straightness of the Ticino in the Ambri-Piotta 

^isdde'ih7n hat r iJ g ^ t T b ? alt ered, but that would be all the 
™ lb ' 0 chan 6 c - , Yet I have an idea that in some obscure 
manner we should come to feel at once a difference in tilings. 

float^bmd^to 4 ?.g 1 f nce < ,'' 0 , uld ’ under a subtle attraction, 
idlv “h?,f T Airolo. Its queer,” he would say quite 

before,” 6 1 notlC0d that building there to the right 

” Which builcfing ? " 

t< J hat ^Sbt—with a queer sort of thing-” 

I f n e ^. w * Ye f- Y « s . it? s certainly an odd-looking affair. 

* Vu bl §» y°P know t Handsome 1 I wondered-_” 

*i uJTu U J • interrupt our Utopian speculations. We 

—hn^W^ 11 dlsc ? ve, i that the little towns below had changed 
but how, we should not have marked them well enough to 
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know. It would be indefinable, a change in the quality of their 
grouping, a change in the quality of their remote, small shapes. 

I should flick a few crumbs from my knee, perhaps. “It's 
odd,” I should say, for the tenth or eleventh time, with a 
motion to rise, and we should get up and stretch ourselves, 
and, still a little puzzled, turn our faces towards the path that 
clambers down over the tumbled rocks and runs round by the 
still clear lake and down towards the Hospice of St. Gothard— 
if perchance we could still find that path. 

Long before we got to that, before even we got to the 
great high road, we should have hints from the stone cabin 
in the nape of the pass—it would be gone or wonderfully 
changed—from the very goats upon the rocks, from the little 
hut by the rough bridge of stone, that a mighty difference 
had come to the world of men. 

And presently, amazed and amazing, we should happen on a 
man—no Swiss—dressed in unfamiliar clothing and speaking 
an unfamiliar speech. . . . 

§4 

Before nightfall we should be drenched in wonders, but 
still we should have wonder left for the thing my companion, 
with his scientific training, would no doubt be the first to see. 
He would glance up, with that proprietary eye of the man who 
knows his constellations down to the little Greek letters. I 
imagine his exclamation. He would at first doubt his eyes. 

I should inquire the cause of his consternation, and it would be 
hard to explain. He would ask me with a certain singularity 
of manner for (< Orion,” and I should not find him ; for the 
Great Bear, and it would have vanished. 4t Where ? I 
should ask, and ” where ? " seeking among that scattered 
starriness, and slowly I should acquire the wonder that 
possessed him. 

Then, for the first time, perhaps, we should realise from this 
unfamiliar heaven that not the world had changed, but our¬ 
selves—that we had come into the uttermost deeps of space. 

§ 5 

We need suppose no linguistic impediments to intercourse. 
The whole world wall surely have a common language, that is 
quite elementarily Utopian, and since w*e are free of the 
trammels of convincing story-telling, we may suppose that 
language to be sufficiently our own to understand. Indeed, 
should we be in Utopia at all, if we could not talk to every one ? 
That accursed bar of language, that hostile inscription in the 
foreigner’s eyes, “ deaf and dumb to you, sir, and so— your 
enemy,” is the very first of the defects and complications one 
has fled the earth to escape. 

But what sort of language would we have the world speak, ii 
we were told the miracle of Babel was presently to be reversed r 
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If I may take a daring image, a mediaeval liberty, I would 
suppose that m this lonely place the Spirit of Creation spoke 
to us on this matter. " You are wise men/’ that Spirit ndght 
sa-y—and I, being a suspicious, touchy, over-earnest man for 
a ray predisposition to plumpness, would instantly scent the 

“2 c ° m pani°n, f fancy, might even plume him¬ 
self;, and to beget your wisdom is chiefly why the world was 

Sdkflis e °° d P r °P° se an acceleration of that 

tedmus multitudinous evolution upon which I am engaged. 

I gather, a universal tongue would serve you there. While I 

t ? ese moun 'tains—-I have been filing away at 
them for this last aeon or so, just to attract your hotels you 
know—-will you be so kind ? A few hints s » ’ y 

T, herL tde Spirit of Creation might transiently smile, a smile 
that would be like the passing of a cloud. All the mountain 

U t W ° Uld 156 r adiant ‘y ^t. (Yon know those 

lonety“Skt^.ace W sO & drWt **■ 111 

. Y® 4 ' aft , er a11 ' why should two men be smiled into apathy 
by the Infinite ? Here we are, with our knobby little heads 
our eyes and hands and feet and stout hearts and if not ii<; 
or ours, still the endless multitudes about us and in our°oins 

and^he^mlveliaft 40 th * W T 0r l d State and a greater fellowship 
and the universal tongue. Let us to the extent of our ability 

if not answer that question, at any rate try to think ourselves 

of best thing possible. That, after all, is our 

lmagule P“r best and strive for it, and it is a worse 

l°“y 311(1 a worse Sin than presumption, to abandon strivin" 

because the best of all our bests looks mean amidlt the 
su ns* 

^5^ as a botanist would, I suppose, incline to something 
as they say scientific.” You wince under that most 
offensive epithet—and I am able to give you my intelligent 

ar™Cov°fj? f P s f ad °-f ci e n tihc'' and “ quasi-scientific ” 
a worse by far for the skm. You would begin to talk 

M^w C r en f tlfiC \/ a i ngU ? geS ' of Esperanto, La Langue Bleue 

X° l tl" k u and Ly^ 011 * of the philosophical 

ru hop Whateley, Lady Welby's work upon 
Signifies and the like. You would tell me of the remarkable 
precisions, the encyclopedic quality of chemical terminology 

\ thC • W0X ? A termmoio ^ 1 shoul d insinuate a comment 
wh^ h hL emme * n ^ ^r ner 1 lcan biologist, Professor Mark Baldwin 

biological to such heights of 
expressive clearness as to be triumphantly and invincibly 
unreadable. (Which foreshadows the line of my defence.) 

manH^ p lear » a scientific language you de- 

y nd -. _ w ! th 1 out „ ambl 8 ult y' as precise as mathematical 
fommlae, and with every term in relations of exact logical con¬ 
sistency with every other. It will be a language with all the 
inflexions of verbs and nouns regular and all it! constructions 
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inevitable, each word clearly distinguishable from every other 
word in sound as well as spelling. 

That, at any rate, is the sort of thing one hears demanded, 
and if only because the demand rests upon implications that 
reach far beyond the region of language, it is worth considering 
here. It implies, indeed, almost everything that we are 
endeavouring to repudiate in this particular work. It implies 
that the whole intellectual basis of mankind is established, that 
the rules of logic, the systems of counting and measurement, 
the general categories and schemes of resemblance and differ¬ 
ence, are established for the human mind for ever—blank 
Comte-ism, in fact, of the blankest description. But, indeed, 
the science of logic and the whole framework of philosophical 
thought men have kept since the days of Plato and Aristotle, 
has no more essential permanence as a final expression of the 
human mind, than the Scottish Longer Catechism. Amidst 
the welter of modem thought, a philosophy long lost to men. 
rises again into being, like some blind and almost formless 
embryo, that must presently develop sight, and form, and 
power, a philosophy in which this assumption is denied. 1 

All through this Utopian excursion, I must warn you, you 
shall feel the thrust and disturbance of that insurgent move¬ 
ment. In the reiterated use of " Unique/' you will, as it were, 
get the gleam of its integument ; in the insistence upon in¬ 
dividuality, and the individual difference as the significance 
of life, you'will feel the texture of its shaping body. Nothing 
endures, nothing is precise and certain (except the mind of a 
pedant), perfection is the mere repudiation of that ineluctable 
marginal inexactitude which is the mysterious inmost quality 
of Being. Being, indeed I—there is no being, but a universal 
becoming of individualities, and Plato turned his back on 
truth when he turned towards his museum of specific ideals. 
Heraclitus, that lost and misinterpreted giant, may perhaps 
be coming to his own. . . . 

There is no abiding thing in what we know. We change 
from weaker to stronger lights, and each more powerful light 
pierces our hitherto opaque foundations and reveals fresh and 
different opacities below. We can never foretell which of our 
seemingly assured fundamentals the next change will not 
affect. What folly, then, to dream of mapping out our minds 
in however general terms, of providing for the endless mysteries 
of the future a terminology and an idiom ! We follow the 
vein, we mine and accumulate our treasure, but who can tell 
which way the vein may trend ? Language is the nourish¬ 
ment of the thought of man, that serves only as it undergoes 

1 The serious reader may refer at leisure to Sidgwick's Use of Words in Reasoning 
(particularly), and to Bosanquet’s Essentials of Logic, Bradley's Principles of Logic, and 
Sigwart’s Logik ; the lighter minded may read and mark the temper of Professor Case in 
the British Encyclopedia, article “ Logic ’* (vol. xxx.). I have appended to this book a 
rude sketch of a philosophy upon the new lines, originally read by me to the Oxford 
Phil, Soc. in 1905. 
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metabolism, and becomes thought and lives, and in its very 
living passes away. You scientific people, with your fancy 
of a terrible exactitude in language, of indestructible founda¬ 
tions built, as that Wordsworthian doggerel on the title-page of 
1 nnik^ says, for aye/' are marvellously without imagination.! 

„^oguageof Utopia will no doubt be one and indivisible - 
all mankind will, in the measure of their individual differences 
m quality, be brought into the same phase, into a common 
resonance of thought, but the language they will speak will 
still be a living tongue, an animated system of lmperfec- 
tions, which every individual man will infinitesimally modify. 
1 rough the universal freedom of exchange and movement 
the developing change in its general spirit will be a world- 
'+ 1 ange j that is the quality of its universality. I fancy 
it will be a coalesced language, a synthesis of many. Such a 
language as English is a coalesced language ; it is a coalescence 
uT•“Saxon and Norman French and Scholar’s Latin 

heanfff .1 ?i, 0ne s JS? cb ™ re a ™P le and more powerful and 
beautiful than either. The Utopian tongue might well 

present a more spacious coalescence, and hold in the frame of 

such an uninflected or slightly inflected idiom as English 

already presents, a profuse vocabulary into which have been 

a doz< : a °R ce separate tongues, superposed and then 
welded together through bilingual and trilingual compromises 1 

in e enio H® me n have speculated on the inquiry 
Which language will survive ? ” The question was badiv 
put. I think now that this wedding and survival of several 
in a common offspring is a far more probable thing. 

§ 6 

This talk of languages, however, is a digression We 
were on our way along the faint path that runs round the rim 
oi trie Lake of Lucendro, and we were just upon the point of 
comm g upon our first Utopian man. He was, I said, no Swiss. 
Yet he would have been a Swiss on mother Earth and here 
he would have the same face, with some difference, maybe 
in the expression ; the same physique, though a little better 
developed perhaps—the same complexion. He would have 
different habits different traditions, different knowledge 
different ideas, different clothing, and different appliances' 
exc J e Pt for all that, he would be the same man. We very 
distinctly provided at the outset that the modern Utopia 
175 * iav . e P eo pl© inherently the same as those in the world 

suggestion P erha P s > tha t than appears at the first 

That proposition gives one characteristic difference between 
a modern Utopia and almost all its predecessors. It is to be 
a world Utopia, we have agreed, no less ; and so we must 

in SjSfiEt Fntt, * aIse a O°3.” par Leon Bollnrk, 
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needs face the fact that we are to have differences of race. 
Even the lower class of Plato’s Republic was not specifically' 
of different race. But this is a Utopia as wide as Christian 
charity, and white and black, brown, red and yellow, all tints 
of skin, all types of body and character, will be there. How 
we are to adjust their differences is a master question, and 
the matter is not even to be opened in this chapter. It will 
need a whole chapter even to glance at its issues. But here 
we underline that stipulation ; every race of this planet earth 
is to be found in the strictest parallelism there, in numbers 
the same—only, as I say, with an entirely different set of 
traditions, ideals, ideas, and purposes, and so moving under 
those different skies to an altogether different destiny. 

There follows a curious development of this to anyone 
clearly impressed by the uniqueness and the unique signific¬ 
ance of individualities. Races are no hard and fast things, 
no crowd of identically similar persons, but massed sub-races, 
and tribes and families, each after its kind unique, and these 
again are clusterings of still smaller uniques and so down to 
each several person. So that our first convention works out 
to this, that not only is every earthly mountain, river, plant, 
and beast in that parallel planet beyond Sirius also, but every 
man, woman, and child alive has a Utopian parallel. From 
now onward, of course, the fates of these two planets will 
diverge, men will die here whom wisdom will save there, and 
perhaps conversely here we shall save men ; children will be 
born to them and not to us, to us and not to them, but this, 
this moment of reading, is the starting moment, and for the first 
and last occasion the populations of our planets are abreast. 

We must in these days make some such supposition. The 
alternative is a Utopia of dolls in the likeness of angels— 
imaginary laws to fit incredible people, an unattractive 
undertaking. 

For example, we must assume there is a man such as I might 
have been, better informed, better disciplined, better em¬ 
ployed, thinner and more active—and I wonder what he is 
doing !—and you, Sir or Madam, are in duplicate also, and all 
the men and women that you know and I, I doubt if we shall 
meet our doubles, or if it would be pleasant for us to do so ; 
but as we come do urn from these lonely mountains to the roads 
and houses and living places of the Utopian world-state, we 
shall certainly find, here and there, faces that will re min d us 
singularly of those who have lived under our eyes. 

There are some you never wish to meet again, you say, 
and some, I gather, you do. “ And One-! ” 

It is strange, but this figure of the botanist will not keep 
in place. It sprang up between us, dear reader, as a passing 
illustrative invention. I do not know what put him into my 
head, and for the moment, it fell in with my humour for a 
space to foist the man’s personality upon you as yours and call 
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you scientific—that most abusive word. But here he is, 
indisputably, with me in Utopia, and lapsing from our high 
speculative theme into halting but intimate confidences. He 
declares he has not come to Utopia to meet again with his 
sorrows. 

What sorrows ? 

I protest, even warmly, that neither he nor his sorrows were 
in my intention. 

He is a man, I should think, of thirty-nine, a man whose 
life has been neither tragedy nor a joyous adventure, a man 
with one of those faces that have gained interest rather than 
force or nobility from their commerce with life. He is some¬ 
thing refined, with some knowledge, perhaps, of the minor 
pains and all the civil self-controls ; he has read more than 
he has suffered, and suffered rather than done. He regards 
me with his blue-grey eye, from which all interest in this 
Utopia has faded. 

“It is a trouble/’ he says, “ that has come into my life 
only for a month or so—at least acutely again. I thought 
it was all over. There was some one -——** 

It is an amazing story to hear upon a mountain crest in 
Utopia, this Hampstead affair, this story of a Frognal heart. 
“ Frognal/* he says, is the place where they met, and it 
summons to my memory the word on a board at the corner 
of a flint-dressed new road, an estate development road, with 
a vista of villas up a hill. He had known her before he got 
his professorship, and neither her “ people ’’ nor his—lie 
speaks that detestable middle-class dialect in which aunts and 
things with money and the right of intervention are called 
M people [ n —approved of the affair. ** She was, I think, 
rather easily swayed/’ he says. “ But that's not fair to her, 
perhaps. She thought too much of others. If they seemed 
distressed, or if they seemed to think a course right-. . . 

Have I come to Utopia to hear this sort of thing ? 

§ 7 

It is necessary to turn the botanist's thoughts into a worthier 
channel. It is necessary to override these modest regrets, this 
intrusive, petty love story. Does he realise this is indeed 
Utopia ? Turn your mind, I insist, to this Utopia of mine, 
and leave these earthly troubles to their proper planet. Do 
you realise just where the propositions necessary to a modern 
Utopia are taking us ? Every one on earth will have to be 
here ;—themselves, but with a difference. Somewhere here 
in this world is, for example, Mr. Chamberlain, and the King 
is here (no doubt incognito ), and all the Royal Academy, and 
Sandow, and Mr. Arnold White. 

But these famous names do not appeal to him. 

My mind goes from this prominent and typical personage 
to that, and for a time I forget my companion. 1 am dis- 
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tracted by the curious side issues this general proposition trails 
after it. There will be so-and-so, and so-and-so. The name 
and figure of Mr.^ Roosevelt jerks into focus, and obliterates 
an attempt to acclimatise the Emperor of the Germans. What, 
for instance, will Utopia do with Mr. Roosevelt ? There 
drifts across my inner vision the image of a strenuous struggle 
with Utopian constables, the voice that has thrilled terrestrial 
millions in eloquent protest. The writ of arrest, drifting loose 
in the conflict, comes to my feet ; I impale the scrap of paper, 
and read—but can it be ?—" attempted disorganisation ? . 
incitements to disarrange ? . . . the balance of population ? " 

The trend of my logic for once has led us into a facetious 
alley. One might indeed keep in this key, and write an agree¬ 
able little Utopia, that like the holy families of the mediaeval 
artists (or Michael Angelo's “ East Judgment ") should com¬ 
pliment one's friends in various degrees. Or one might 
embark upon a speculative treatment of the entire Almanack 
de Gotha , something on the lines of Epistemon's vision of the 
damned great, when 

" Xerxes was a crier of mustard. 

Romulus was a salter and a patcher of patterns. . . 

That incomparable catalogue ! That incomparable cata- 
logue ! Inspired by the Muse of Parody, we might go on to 
the pages of Who's Who y and even, with an eye to the obdurate 
republic, to Who's Who in America y and make the most de¬ 
lightful and extensive arrangements. Now where shall we 
put this most excellent man P And this ? . . . 

But, indeed, it is doubtful if we shall meet any of these 
doubles during our Utopian journey, or know them when we 
meet them. I doubt if any one will be making the best of 
both these worlds. The great men in this still unexplored 
Utopia may be but village Hampdens in our own, and earthly 
goatherds and obscure illiterates sit here in the seats of the 
mighty. 

That again opens agreeable vistas left of us and right. 

But my botanist obtrudes his personality again. His 
thoughts have travelled by a different route. 

** I know,” he says, "that she will be happier here, and that 
they will value her better than she has been valued upon earth." 

His interruption serves to turn me back from my momentary 
contemplation of those popular effigies inflated by old news¬ 
papers and windy report, the earthly great. He sets me 
thinking of more personal and intimate applications, of the 
human beings one knows with a certain approximation to 
real knowledge, of the actual common substance of life. He 
turns me to the thought of rivalries and tendernesses, of 
differences and disappointments. I am suddenly brought 
painfully against the things that might have been. What if 
instead of that Utopia of vacant ovals we meet relinquished 
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loves here, and opportunities lost and faces as they might have 
looked to us ? 

I turn to my botanist almost reprovingly. “ You know, she 
won't be quite the same lady here that you knew in Frognal,” 
I say, and wrest myself from a subject that is no longer agree¬ 
able by rising to my feet. 

“ And besides," I say, standing above him, “ the chances 
against our meeting here are a million to one. . . . And we 
loiter t This is not the business we have come upon, but a 
mere incidental kink in our larger plan. The fact remains, 
these people we have come to see are people with like in¬ 
firmities to our own—and only the conditions are changed. 
Let us pursue the tenour of our inquiry." 

With that I lead the way round the edge of the Lake of 
Lucendro towards our Utopian world. 

( You figure him doing it .) 

Down the mountain we shall go and down the passes, 
and as the valleys open the world will open, Utopia, where 
men and women are happy and laws are wise, and where all 
that is tangled and confused in human affairs has been un¬ 
ravelled and made right. 


CHAPTER TWO 

CONCERNING FREEDOMS 

§ I 

N ow what sort of question would first occur to two 
men descending upon the planet of a Modern Utopia ? 
Probably grave solicitude about their personal free¬ 
dom. Towards the Stranger, as I have already remarked, 
the Utopias of the past displayed their Least amiable aspect. 
Would this new sort of Utopian State, spread to the dimensions 
of a world, be any less forbidding ? 

We should take comfort in the thought tliat universal 
Toleration is certainly a modern idea, and it is upon modern 
ideas that this World State rests. But even suppose we arc- 
tolerated and admitted to this unavoidable citizenship, there 
will still remain a wide range of possibility. ... I think we 
should try to work the problem out from an inquiry into first 
principles, and that we snould follow the trend 01 our time and 
kind by taking up the question as one of " Man versus the State ,' 1 
and discussing the compromise of Liberty. 

The idea of individual liberty is one that has grown in 
importance and grows with every development of modern 
thought. To the classical Utopists freedom was relatively 
trivial. Clearly they considered virtue and happiness as 



22 


A MODERN UTOPIA 

■entirely separable from liberty, and as being altogether more 
important things. But the modem view, with its deepening 
insistence upon individuality and upon the significance of its 
uniqueness, steadily intensifies the value of freedom, until at 
last we begin to see liberty as the very substance of life, that 
indeed it is life, and that only the dead things, the choiceless 
things, live in absolute obedience to law. To have free play 
for one’s individuality is, in the modem view, the subjective 
triumph of existence, as survival in creative work and offspring 
is its objective triumph. But for all men, since man is a social 
creature, the play of will must fall short of absolute freedom. 
Perfect human liberty is possible only to a despot who is 
absolutely and universally obeyed. Then to will would 
be to command and achieve, and within the limits of natural 
law we could at any moment do exactly as it pleased us to do. 
All other liberty is a compromise between our own freedom 
of will and the wills of those with whom we come in contact. 
In an organised state each one of us has a more or less elaborate 
code of what he may do to others and to himself, and what 
others may do to him. He limits others by his rights, and is 
limited by the rights of others, and by considerations affecting 
the welfare of the community as a whole. 

Individual liberty in a community is not, as mathematicians 
would say, always of the same sign. To ignore this is the 
essential fallacy of the cult called Individualism. But in 
truth, a general prohibition in a state may increase the sum of 
liberty, and a general permission may diminish it. It does not 
follow, as these people would have us believe, that a man is 
more free where there is least law and more restricted where 
there is most law. A socialism or a communism is not 
necessarily a slavery, and there is no freedom under Anarchy. 
Consider how much liberty we gain by the loss of the common 
liberty to kill. Thereby one may go to and fro in all the 
ordered parts of the earth, unencumbered by arms or armour* 
free of the fear of playful poison, whimsical barbers, or hotel 
trap-doors. Indeed, it means freedom from a thousand fears 
and precautions. Suppose there existed even the limited 
freedom to kill in vendetta, and think what would happen in 
our suburbs. Consider the inconvenience of two households 
in a modern suburb estranged and provided with modern 
weapons of precision, the inconvenience not only to each 
other, but to the neutral pedestrian, the practical loss of free¬ 
doms aU about them. The butcher, if he came at all* would 
have to come round in an armoured cart. . . . 

It follows, therefore, in a modem Utopia, which finds 
the final hope of the world in the evolving interplay of unique 
individualities, that the State will have effectually chipped 
away just all those spendthrift liberties that waste liberty, 
and not one liberty more, and so have attained the maximum 
general freedom. 
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There are two distinct and contrasting methods of limiting 
liberty ; the first is Prohibition, “ thou shalt not/' and the 
second Command, “ thou shalt.” There is, however, a sort 
of prohibition that takes the form of a conditional command, 
and this one needs to bear in mind. It says if you do so-and- 
so, you must also do so-and-so ; if, for example, you go to sea 
with men you employ, you must go in a seaworthy vessel. But 
the pure command is unconditional ; it says, whatever you 
have done or are doing or want to do, you are to do this, 
as when the social system, working through the base necessities 
of base parents and bad laws, sends a child of thirteen into a 
factory. Prohibition takes one definite thing from the in¬ 
definite liberty of a man, but it still leaves him an unbounded 
choice of actions. He remains free, and you have merely 
taken a bucketful from the sea of his freedom. But compul¬ 
sion destroys freedom altogether. In this Utopia of ours there 
may be many prohibitions, but no indirect compulsions— 
if one may so contrive it—and few or no commands. As far 
as I see it now, in this present discussion, I think, indeed, there 
should be no positive compulsions at all in Utopia, at any rate 
for the adult Utopian—unless they fall upon him as penalties 
incurred. 


§ 2 

What prohibitions should we be under, we two Uitlanders 
in this Utopian world ? We should certainly not be free to 
kill, assault, or threaten any one we met, and in that we 
earth-trained men would not be likely to offend. And until 
we knew more exactly the Utopian idea of property we should 
be very chary of touching anything that might conceivably 
be appropriated. If it was not the property of individuals it 
might be the property of the State, But beyond that we 
might have our doubts. Are we right in wearing the strange 
costumes we do, in choosing the path that pleases us athwart 
this rock and turf, in coming striding with unfumigated ruck¬ 
sacks and snow-wet hobnails into what is conceivably an 
extremely neat and orderly world ? We have passed our first 
Utopian now, with an answered vague gesture, and have noted, 
with secret satisfaction, there is no access of dismay ; we have 
rounded a bend, and down the valley in the distance we get 
a glimpse of what appears to be a singularly well-kept road. . . . 

I submit that to the modern minded man it can be no sort 
of Utopia worth desiring that does not give the utmost freedom 
of going to and fro. Free movement is to many people one 
of the greatest of life's privileges—to go wherever the spirit 
moves them, to wander and see—and though they have every 
comfort, every security, every virtuous discipline, they will 
still be unhajjpy if that is denied them. Short of damage 
to things cherished and made, the Utopians will surely have 
this right, so we may expect no unclimbable walls and fences, 
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nor the discovery of any laws we may transgress in coming 
down these mountain places. ° 

And yet, just as civil liberty itself is a compromise defended 
by prohibitions, so this particular sort of liberty must also 
have its qualifications. Carried to the absolute pitch the 
right of free movement ceases to be distinguishable from the 
right of free intrusion. We have already, in a comment on 
More s Utopia , hinted at an agreement with Anstotle^s argu¬ 
ment against communism, that it flings people into an intoler¬ 
able continuity of contact. Schopenhauer carried out Aristotle 
m the vein of his own bitterness and with the truest of images 
when he likened human society to hedgehogs clustering for 
warmth, and unhappy when either too closely packed or too 
widely separated. Empedocles found no significance in life 
whatever except as an unsteady play of love and hate, of 
attraction and repulsion, of assimilation and the assertion of 
difference. So long as we ignore difference, so long as we 
ignore individuality, and that I hold has been the common 
sin of all Utopias hitherto, we can make absolute statements, 
prescribe communisms or individualisms, and all sorts of hard 
theoretic amangements. But in the world of reality, which— 
to modernise Heraclitus and Empedocles—is nothing more 
nor less than the world of individuality, there are no absolute 
rights and wrongs, there are no qualitative questions at all, 
but only quantitative adjustments. Equally strong in the 
normal civilised man is the desire for freedom of movement 
and the desire for a certain privacy, for a comer definitely his, 
and we have to consider where the line of reconciliation comes. 

The desire for absolute personal privacy is perhaps never 
a very strong or persistent craving. In the great majority 
of human beings, the gregarious instinct is sufficiently powerful 
to render any but the most temporary isolations not simply 
disagreeable, but painful. The savage has all the privacy 
he needs within the compass of his skull; like dogs and timid 
women, he prefers ill-treatment to desertion, and it is only a 
scarce and complex modem type that finds comfort and 
refreshment in quite lonely places and quite solitary occupa¬ 
tions. Yet such there are, men who can neither sleep well nor 
think well, nor attain to a full perception of beautiful objects, 
who do not savour the best of existence until they are securely 
alone, and for the sake of these even it would be reasonable 
to draw some limits to the general right of free movement. 
But their particular need is only a special and exceptional 
aspect of an almost universal claim to privacy among modem 
people, not so much for the sake of isolation as for congenial 
companionship. We want to go apart from the great crowd, 
not so much to be alone as to be with those who appeal to us 
particularly and to whom we particularly appeal; we want 
to form households and societies with them, to give our 
individualities play in intercourse with them, and in the 
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appointments and furnishings of that intercourse. We want 
gardens and enclosures and exclusive freedoms for our like 
and our choice, just as spacious as we can get them—and it is 
only the multitudinous uncongenial, anxious also for similar 
developments in some opposite direction, that checks this 
expansive movement of personal selection and necessitates a 
compromise on privacy. 

Glancing back from our Utopian mountain side down 
which this discourse marches, to the confusions of old earth, 
we may remark that the need and desire for privacies there is 
exceptionally great at the present time, and it was less in the 
past, that in the future it may be less again, and that under 
the Utopian conditions to which we shall come when presently 
we strike yonder road, it may be reduced to quite manageable 
dimensions. But this is to be effected not by the suppression 
of individualities to some common pattern, 1 but by the 
broadening of public charity and the general amelioration of 
mind and manners. It is not by assimilation, that is to say, 
but by understanding that the modem Utopia achieves itself. 
The ideal community of man's past was one with a common 
belief, with common customs and common ceremonies, 
common manners and common formulae ; men of the same 
society dressed in the same fashion, each according to his 
defined and understood grade, behaved in the same fashion, 
loved, worshipped, and died in the same fashion. They did 
or felt little that did not find a sympathetic publicity. The 
natural disposition of ail peoples, white, black, or brown, a 
natural disposition that education seeks to destroy, is to 
insist upon uniformity, to make publicity extremely unsym¬ 
pathetic to even the most harmless departures from the code. 
To be dressed " odd," to behave 0 oddly/' to eat in a different 
manner or of different food, to commit, indeed, any breach of 
the established convention is to give offence and to incur 
hostility among unsophisticated men. But the disposition 
of the more original and enterprising minds at all times has 
been to make such innovations. 

This is particularly in evidence in this present age. The 
almost cataclysmal development of new machinery, the 
discovery of new materials, and the appearance of new social 
possibilities through the organised pursuit of material science, 
has given enormous and unprecedented facilities to the spirit 
of innovation. The old local order has been broken up or is 
now being broken up all over the earth, and everywhere 
societies deliquesce, everywhere men are afloat amidst the 
wreckage of their flooded conventions, and still tremendously 
unaware of the thing that has happened. The old local 
orthodoxies of behaviour, of precedence, the old accepted 
amusements and employments, the old ritual of conduct in 

1 Mare's Utopia, ** Whoso will may 20 in, for there is nothing within the houses 
that Is private or anie roan's own *,’ 1 
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the important small things of the daily life and the old ritual of 
thought in the things that make discussion, are smashed up 
and scattered and mixed discordantly together, one use with 
another, and no world-wide culture of toleration, no courteous 
admission of differences, no wider understanding has yet 
replaced them. And so publicity in the modem earth has 
become confusedly unsympathetic for every one. Classes are 
intolerable to classes and sets to sets, contact provokes 
aggressions, comparisons, persecutions and discomforts, and 
the subtler people are excessively tormented by a sense of 
observation, unsympathetic always and often hostile. To 
live without some sort of segregation from the general mass 
is impossible in exact proportion to one's individual distinction. 

Of course tilings null be very different in Utopia. Utopia 
will be saturated with consideration. To us, clad as we are 
in mountain-soiled tweeds and with no money but British 
bank-notes, negotiable only at a practically infinite distance, 
this must needs be a reassuring induction. And Utopian 
manners will not only be tolerant, but almost universally 
tolerable. Endless things will be understood perfectly and 
universally that on earth are understood only by a scattered 
few ; baseness of bearing, grossness of manner, will be the 
distinctive mark of no section of the community whatever. 
The coarser reasons for privacy, therefore, will not exist here. 
And that savage sort of shyness, too, that makes so many half- 
educated people on earth recluse and defensive, that too the 
Utopians will have escaped by their more liberal breeding. 
In the cultivated State we are assuming it will be ever so much 
easier for people to eat in public, rest and amuse themselves 
in public, and even work in public. Our present need for 
privacy in many things marks, indeed, a phase of transition 
from an ease in public in the past due to homogeneity, to an 
ease in public in the future due to intelligence and good 
breeding, and in Utopia that transition will be complete. We 
must bear that in mind throughout the consideration of this 
question. 

Yet, after this allowance has been made, there still remains 
a considerable claim for privacy in Utopia. The room, or 
apartments, or home, or mansion, whatever it may be a man 
or woman maintains, must be private, and under his or her 
complete dominion ; it seems harsh and intrusive to forbid 
a central garden plot or peristyle, such as one sees in Pompeii, 
within the house walls, and it is almost as difficult to deny a 
little private territory beyond the house. Yet if we concede 
that, it is clear that without some further provision we concede 
the possibility that the poorer townsman (if there are to be 
rich and poor in the world) will be forced to walk through 
endless miles of high fenced viUa gardens before he may expand 
in his little scrap of reserved open country. Such is already 
the poor Londoner’s miserable fate. . . . Our Utopia will 
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have, of course, faultless roads and beautifully arranged 
inter-urban communications, swift trains or motor services 
or what not, to diffuse its population, and without some 
anticipatory provisions, the prospect of the residential areas 
becoming a vast area of defensively walled villa Edens is ali 
too possible. 

This is a quantitive question, be it remembered, and not 
to be dismissed by any statement of principle. Our Utopians 
will meet it, I presume, by detailed regulations, very probably 
varying locally with local conditions. Privacy beyond the 
house might be made a privilege to be paid for* in proportion 
to the area occupied, and the tax on these licences of privacy 
might increase as the square of the area affected. A maximum 
fraction of private enclosure for each urban and suburban 
square mile could be fixed. A distinction could be drawn 
between an absolutely private garden and a garden private 
and closed only for a day or a couple of days a week, and at 
other times open to the well-behaved public. Who, in a 
really civilised community, would grudge that measure of 
invasion ? Walls could be taxed by height and length, and 
the enclosure of really natural beauties, of rapids, cascades, 
gorges, viewpoints, and so forth made impossible. So a 
reasonable compromise between the vital and conflicting 
claims of the freedom of movement and the freedom of 
seclusion might be attained. . . . 

And as we argue thus we draw nearer and nearer to the 
road that goes up and over the Gotthard crest and down the 
Val Tremola towards Italy, 

What sort of road would that be ? 

§ 3 

Freedom of movement in a Utopia planned under modem 
conditions must involve something more than unrestricted 
pedestrian wanderings, and the very proposition of a world- 
state speaking one common tongue carries with it the idea of a 
world population travelled and travelling to an extent quite 
beyond anything our native earth has seen. It is now our 
terrestrial experience that whenever economic and political 
developments set a class free to travel, that class at once 
begins to travel ; in England, for example, above the five or 
six hundred pounds a year level, it is hard to find any one 
who is not habitually migratory, who has not been frequently, 
as people say, *' abroad/' In the Modern Utopia travel must 
be in the common texture of life. To go into fresh climates 
and fresh scenery, to meet a different complexion of humanity 
and a different type of home and food and apparatus, to mark 
unfamiliar trees and plants and flowers and beasts, to climb 
mountains, to see the snowy night of the North and the blaze 
of the tropical midday, to follow great rivers, to taste loneliness 
in desert places, to traverse the gloom of tropical forests and 
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to cross the high seas, will be an essential part of the reward 
and adventure of life, even for the commonest people. . 
This is a bright and pleasant particular in which a modern 
Utopia must differ again, and differ diametrically, from its 
predecessors. 

We may conclude from what has been done in places upon 
our earth that the whole Utopian world will be open and 
accessible, and as safe for the wayfarer as France or England 
is to-day. The peace of the world will be established for 
ever, and everywhere, except in remote and desolate places, 
there will be convenient inns, at least as convenient and trust¬ 
worthy as those of Switzerland to-day ; the touring clubs 
and hotel associations that have tariffed that country and 
France so effectually will have had their fine Utopian equiva¬ 
lents, and the whole world will be habituated to the coming 
and going of strangers. The greater part of the world will 
be as secure and cheaply and easily accessible to every one as 
is Zermatt or Lucerne to a Western European of the middle- 
class at the present time. 

On this account alone no places will be so congested as these 
two are now on earth. With freedom to go everywhere, 
with easy access everywhere, with no dread of difficulties 
about language, coinage, custom, or law, why should every 
one continue to go to just a few special places ? Such con¬ 
gestions are merely the measure of the general inaccessibility 
and insecurity and costliness of contemporary life, an awkward 
transitory phase in the first beginnings of the travel age of 
mankind. 

No doubt the Utopian will travel in many ways. It is 
unlikely there ’will be any smoke-disgorging steam railway 
trains in Utopia, they are already doomed on earth, already 
threatened with that obsolescence that will endear them to 
the Ruskins of to-morrow, but a thin spider's web of incon¬ 
spicuous special j-outes will cover the land of the world, pierce 
the mountain masses and tunnel under the seas. These may 
be double railways or monorails or what not—we are no 
engineers to judge between such devices—but by means of 
them the Utopian will travel about the earth from one chief 
point to another at a speed of two or three hundred miles 
or more an hour. That will abolish the greater distances. . . . 
One figures these main communications as something after 
the manner of corridor trains, smooth-running and roomy, 
open from end to end, with cars in which one may sit and read 
cars in which one may take refreshment, cars into which the 
news of the day comes printing itself from the wires beside the 
track ; cars in which one may have privacy and sleep if one is 
so disposed, bath-room cars, library cars; a train as com¬ 
fortable as a good club. There will be no distinctions of class 
in such a train, because in a civilised world there would be 
no offence between one kind of man and another, and for the 
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good of the whole world such travelling will be as cheap as it 
can be, and well within the reach of any but the almost 
criminally poor. 

Such great tramways as this will be used when the Utopians 
wish to travel fast and far ; thereby you will glide all over 
the land surface of the planet ; and feeding them and distri¬ 
buting from them, innumerable minor systems, clean little 
electric tramways I picture them, will spread out over the 
land in finer reticulations, growing close and dense in the urban 
regions and thinning as the population thins. And running 
beside these lighter railways, and spreading beyond their 
range, will be the smooth minor high roads such as this one 
we now approach, upon which independent vehicles, motor¬ 
cars, cycles, and what not will go, I doubt if we shall see 
any horses upon this fine, smooth, clean road ; I doubt if 
there will be many horses on the high roads of Utopia, and, 
indeed, if they will use draught horses at all upon that planet. 
Why should they ? Where the world gives turf or sand, or 
along special tracts, the horse will perhaps be ridden for 
exercise and pleasure, but that will be all the use for him ; and 
as for the other beasts of burthen, on the remoter mountain 
tracts the mule will no doubt still be a picturesque survival, 
in the desert men will still find a use for the camel, and the 
elephant may linger to play a part in the pageant of the East. 
But the burthen of the minor traffic, if not the whole of it, 
will certainly be mechanical. This is what we shall see even 
while the road is still remote, swift and shapely motor-cars 
going past, cyclists, and in these agreeable mountain regions 
there will also be pedestrians upon their way. Cycle tracks 
will abound in Utopia, sometimes following beside the great 
high roads, but oftener taking their own more agreeable line 
amidst woods and crops and pastures ; and there will be a rich 
variety of footpaths and minor ways. There will be many 
footpaths in Utopia. There will be pleasant ways over the 
scented needles of the mountain pinewoods, primrose-strewn 
tracks amidst the budding thickets of the lower country, paths 
running beside rushing streams, paths across the wide spaces of 
the com land, and, above all, paths through the flowery 
garden spaces amidst which the houses in the towns will 
stand. And everywhere about the world, on road and path, 
by sea and land, the happy holiday Utopians will go. 

The population of Utopia will be a migratory population 
beyond any earthly precedent, not simply a travelling popula¬ 
tion, but migratory. The old Utopias were all localised, as 
localised as a parish councillor ; but it is manifest that now¬ 
adays even quite ordinary people live over areas that would 
have made a kingdom in those former days, would have filled 
the Athenian of the Laws with incredulous astonishment, 
Except for the habits of the very rich during the Roman 
Empire, there was never the slightest precedent for this 
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modem detachment from place. It is nothing to us that we 
go eighty or ninety miles from home to place of business, 
or take an hour’s spin of fifty miles to our week-end golf • 
every summer it has become a fixed custom to travel wide and 
far. Only the clumsiness of communications limit us now, 
and every facilitation of locomotion widens not only our 
potential, but our habitual range. Not only this, but we 
change our habitations with a growing frequency and facility * 
to Sir Thomas More we should seem a breed of nomads. That 
old fixity was of necessity and not of choice, it was a mere 
phase in the development of civilisation, a trick of rooting 
man learnt for a time from his new-found friends, the com 
and the vine and the hearth ; the untamed spirit of the young 
has turned for ever to wandering and the sea. The soul of 
man has never yet in any land been willingly adscript to the 
glebe. Even Mr. Belloc, who preaches the happiness of a 
peasant proprietary, is so much wiser than his thoughts that 
he sails about the seas in a little yacht or goes afoot from 
Belgium to Rome. We are winning our freedom again once 
more, a freedom renewed and enlarged, and there is now neither 
necessity nor advantage in a permanent life servitude to this 
place or that. Men may settle down in our Modem Utopia 
for love and the family at last, but first and most abundantly 
they will see the world. 

And with this loosening of the fetters of locality from the 
feet of men, necessarily there will be all sorts of fresh distri¬ 
butions of the factors of life. On our own poor haphazard 
earth, wrherever men w r ork, wherever there are things to be 
growm, minerals to be won, power to be used, there, regardless 
of all the joys and decencies of life, the households needs 
must cluster. But in Utopia there will be wide stretches of 
cheerless or unhealthy or toilsome or dangerous land with 
never a household ; there will be regions of mining and 
smelting, black with the smoke of furnaces and gashed and 
desolated by mines, with a sort of weird inhospitable grandeur 
of industrial desolation, and the men will come thither and 
work for a spell and return to civilisation again, washing and 
changing their attire in the swift gliding train. And by way of 
compensation there will be beautiful regions of the earth 
specially set apart and favoured for children ; in them the 
presence of children will remit taxation, while in other less 
wholesome places the presence of children will be taxed ; the 
lower passes and fore hills of these very Alps, for example, 
will be populous with homes, serving the vast arable levels of 
Upper Italy. 

So we shall see, as we come down by our little lake in the 
lap of Lucendro, and even before we reach the road, the first 
scattered chalets and households in which these migrant 
people live, the upper summer homes. With the coming of 
summer, as the snows on the high Alps recede, a tide of house- 
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holds and schools, teachers and doctors, and all such attendant 
services will fl ow up the mountain masses, and ebb again when 
the September snows return. It is essential to the modern 
ideal of life that the period of education and growth should 
be prolonged to as late a period as possible and puberty 
correspondingly retarded, and by wise regulation the statesmen 
of Utopia will constantly adjust and readjust regulations and 
taxation to diminish the proportion of children reared in hot 
and stimulating conditions. These high mountains will, in the 
bright sweet summer, be populous with youth. Even up 
towards this high place where the snow is scarce gone until 
July, these households will extend, and below, the whole long 
valley of Urseren will be a scattered summer town. 

One figures one of the more urban highways, one of those 
along which the light railways of the second order run, such 
as that in the valley of Urseren, into which we should presently 
come. I figure it as one would see it at night, a band a hundred 
yards perhaps in width, the footpath on either side shaded with 
high trees and lit softly with orange glowlights ; while down 
the centre the tramway of the road will go, with sometimes 
a nocturnal tram-car gliding, lit and gay but almost noiselessly, 
past, Lantem-lit cyclists wilt flit along the track like fireflies’ 
and ever and again some humming motor-car will hurry by’ 
to or from the Rhoneland or the Rhineland or Switzerland or 
Italy. Away on either side the lights of the little country 
homes up the mountain slopes will glow. 

I figure it at night, because so it is we should see it first. 

We should come out from our mountain valley into th> 
minor road that runs down the lonely rock wilderness of tli - 
San Gotthard Pass, we should descend that nine miles of 
winding route, and so arrive towards twilight among the 
clustering homes and upland unenclosed gardens of Realp 
and Hospenthal and Andermatt. Between Realp and 
Andermatt, and down the Schoellenen gorge, the greater 
road would run. By the time we reached it, we should be in 
the way of understanding our adventure a little better. We 
should know already, when we saw those two familiar clusters 
of chalets and hotels replaced by a great dispersed multitude 
of houses—we should see their window lights, but little else— 
that we were the victims of some strange transition in space 
or time, and we should come down by dimly-seen buildings 
into the part that would answer to Hospenthal, wondering 
and perhaps a little afraid. We should come out into this 
great main roadway—-this roadway like an urban avenue— 
and look up it and down, hesitating whether to go along the 
valley Furka-ward, or down by Andermatt through the gorge 
that leads to Goschenen. . . . 

People would pass us in the twilight, and then more people ; 
we should see they walked well and wore a graceful, unfamiliar 
dress, but more we should not distinguish. 
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" Good-night! " they would say to us in clear, fine voices. 
Their dim faces would turn with a passing scrutiny towards us. 

We should answer out of our perplexity : “ Good-night t ” 
—for by the conventions established in the beginning of this 
book, we are given the freedom of their tongue. 

§ 4 

Were this a story, I should tell at length how much we 
were helped by the good fortune of picking up a Utopian 
coin of gold, how at last we adventured into the Utopian inn 
and found it all marvellously easy. You see us the shyest 
and most watchful of guests ; but of the food they put before 
us and the furnishings of the house, and all our entertainment, 
it will be better to speak later. We are in a migratory world, 
we know, one greatly accustomed to foreigners ; our mountain 
clothes are not strange enough to attract acute attention, 
though ill-made and shabby, no doubt, by Utopian standards ; 
we are dealt with as we might best wish to be dealt with, 
that is to say as rather untidy, inconspicuous men. We look 
about us and watch for hints and examples, and, indeed, get 
through with the thing. And after our queer, yet not un¬ 
pleasant, dinner, in which we remark no meat figures, we go 
out of the house for a breath of air and for quiet counsel one 
with another, and there it is we discover those strange con¬ 
stellations overhead* It comes to us then, clear and full, that 
our imagination has realised itself ; we dismiss quite finally a 
Rip-Van-Winkle fancy we have entertained, all the unfamili¬ 
arities of our descent from the mountain pass gather together 
into one fullness of conviction, and we know, we know, we are 
in Utopia. 

We wander under the trees by the main road, watching 
the dim passers-by as though they were the phantoms of a 
dream. We say little to one another. We turn aside into a 
little pathway and come to a bridge over the turbulent Reuss, 
hurrying down towards the Devil's Bridge in the gorge below. 
Far away over the Furka ridge a pallid glow preludes the 
rising of the moon. 

Two lovers pass us whispering, and we follow them with our 
eyes. This Utopia has certainly preserved the fundamental 
freedom, to love. And then a sweet-voiced bell from some¬ 
where high up towards Oberalp chimes two-and-twenty times. 

I break the silence. " That might mean ten o’clock," I say. 

My companion leans upon the bridge and looks down into 
the dim river below. I become aware of the keen edge of the 
moon like a needle of incandescent silver creeping over the 
crest, and suddenly the river is alive with flashes. 

He speaks, and astonishes me with the hidden course his 
thoughts have taken. 

" We two were boy and girl lovers like that," he says, and 
jerks a head at the receding Utopians. “ I loved her first 
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and I do not think I have ever thought of loving any one 
but her.” 

It is a curiously human thing, and, upon my honour, not 
one I had designed, that when at last I stand in the twilight 
in the midst of a Utopian township, when my whole being 
should be taken up with speculative -wonder, this man should 
be standing by my side, and lugging my attention persistently 
towards himself, towards his limited futile self. This thing 
perpetually happens to me, this intrusion of something small 
and irrelevant and alive, upon my great impressions. The 
time I first saw the Matterhorn, that Queen among the Alpine 
summits, l was distracted beyond appreciation by the tale of 
a man who could not eat sardines—always sardines did this 
with him and that ■ and my first wanderings along the brown 
streets of Pompeii, an experience I had anticipated with a 
strange intensity, was shot with the most stupidly intelligent 
discourse on vehicular tariffs in the chief capitals of Europe that 
it is possible to imagine. And now this man, on my first night 
in Utopia, talks and talks and talks of his poor little love affair. 

It shapes itself as the most trite and feeble of tragedies, 
one of those stories of effortless submission to chance and 
custom in which Mr, Hardy or George Gissing might have 
found a theme. I do but half listen at first—watching the 
black figures in the moonlit roadway pacing to and fro. Yet— 

I cannot trace how he conveys the subtle conviction to my 
mind—the woman he loves is beautiful. 

They were boy and girl together, and afterwards they met 
again as fellow students in a world of comfortable discretions. 
He seems to have taken the decorums of life with a confiding 
good faith, to have been shy and innocent in a suppressed 
sort of way, and of a mental type not made for worldly suc¬ 
cesses ; but he must have dreamt about her and loved her 
well enough. How she felt for him I could never gather ; 
it seemed to be all of that fleshless friendliness into which we 
train our girls. Then abruptly happened stresses. The man 
who became her husband appeared, with a very evident 
passion. He was a year or so older than either of them, 
and he had the habit and quality of achieving his ends ; he 
was already successful, and with the promise of wealth, arid I, 
at least, perceived, from my botanist's phrasing, that his desire 
was for her beauty. 

As my botanist talked I seemed to see the whole little 
drama, rather clearer than his words gave it me, the actors all 
absurdly in Hampstead middle-class raiment, meetings of a 
Sunday after church (the men in silk hats, frock coats, and 
tightly-rolled umbrellas), rare excursions into evening dress, 
the decorously vulgar fiction read in their homes, its ambling 
sentimentalities of thought, the amiably worldly mothers, 
the respectable fathers, the aunts, the ** people "—his " people " 
and her “ people ”—the piano music and the song, and in this 
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setting our friend, " quite clever " at botany and " going in " 
for it "as a profession/' and the girl, gratuitously beautiful ; 
so I figured the arranged and orderly environment into which 
this claw of an elemental force had thrust itself to grip. 

The stranger who had come in got what he wanted ; the 
girl considered that she thought she had never loved the 
botanist, had had only friendship for him—though little she 
knew of the meaning of those fine words—they parted a little 
incoherently and in tears, and it had not occurred to the 
young man to imagine she was not going off to conventional 
life in some other of the endless Frognals he imagined as the 
cellular tissue of the world. 

But she wasn't. 

He had kept her photograph and her memory sweet, and if 
ever he had strayed from the severest constancy, it seemed 
only in the end to strengthen with the stuff of experience, to 
enhance by comparative disappointment his imagination of 
what she might have meant to him. . . . Then eight years 
afterwards they met again. 

By the time he gets to this part of his story we have, at my 
initiative, left the bridge and are walking towards the Utopian 
guest house. The Utopian guest house 1 His voice rises and 
falls, and sometimes he holds my arm. My attention comes 
and goes. " Good-night," two sweet-voiced Utopians cry to us 
in their universal tongue, and I answer them " Good-night." 

" You see," he persists, " I saw her only a week ago. It 
was in Lucerne, while I was waiting for you to come on from 
England. I talked to her three or four times altogether. 
And her face—the change in her ! I can't get it out of my 
head—night or day. The miserable waste of her. . . 

Before us, through the tall pine stems, shine the lights of 
our Utopian inn. 

He talks vainly of ill-usage. The husband is vain, boastful, 
dishonest to the very confines of the law, and a drunkard. 
There are scenes and insults-" 

" She told you ? " 

" Not much, but some one else did. He brings other 
women almost into her presence to spite her." 

“ And it's going on ? " I interrupt. 

" Yes. Now.” 

" Need it go on ? " 

u What do you mean ? 

“ Lady in trouble," I say. ** Knight at hand. Why not 
stop this dismal grizzling and carry her off ? " (You figure 
the heroic sweep of the arm that belongs to the Voice.) I posi- 
tively forget for the moment that we are in Utopia at alL 

" You mean ? " , 

** Take her away from him ! What's all this emotion of 

yours worth if it isn't equal to that! 

Positively he seems aghast at me. 
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4 4 Do you mean elope with her ? ’ ’ 

14 It seems a most suitable case.” 

For a space he is silent, and we go on through the trees. 
A Utopian tram-car passes and I see his face, poor bitted 
wretch I looking pinched and scared in its trailing glow of 

1 * "i j 

4 * That’s all very well in a novel,” he says. 44 But how 
could I go back to my laboratory, mixed classes with young 
ladies, you know, after a thing like that ? How could we 
live and where could we live ? We might have a house in 
London, but who would call upon us ? . . * Besides, you 
don’t know her. She is not the sort of woman. . . . Don t 
think I’m timid or conventional. Don’t think I don t feel. 

. . . Feel l You don’t know what it is to feel in a case of tins 

He halts and then flies out viciously: 44 Ugh ! There are 

times when I could strangle him with my hands. 

Which is nonsense. . 

He flings out his lean botanising hands m an impotent 

gesture. 

44 My dear Man 1 ” I say, and say no more. 

For a moment I forget we are in Utopia altogether. 

§ 5 

Let us come back to Utopia. We were speaking of travel. 
Besides roadways and railways and tramways, for those 
who go to and fro in the earth the Modem Utopians will have 
very many other ways of travelling. There will be nvers, for 
example, with a vast variety of boats ; canals with diverse 
sorts of haulage ; there will be lakes and lagoons; and when 
one comes at last to the borders of the land, the pleasure craft 
will be there, coming and going, and the swift great passengei 
vessels, very big and steady, doing thirty knots an hour 
more, will trace long wakes as they go dwindling out athwart 

the restless vastness of the sea. 

They will be just beginning to fly in Utopia. We owe 
much to M. Santos Dumont; the world is immeasurably 
more disposed to believe this wonder is coming, and coming 
nearly, than it was five years ago. But unless we are to 
suppose Utopian scientific knowledge far in advance of ou s 
and though that supposition was not proscribed in our ini la 
undertaking, it would be inconvenient for us and not quite in 
the vein of the rest of our premises—-they, too will only 
be in the same experimental stage as ourselves, in Utopia, 
however, they will conduct research by the army corps wni e 
we conduct it—we don't conduct it t We let it happen. 
Fools make researches and wise men exploit them that n 
our earthly way of dealing with the question, and we than 
Heaven for an assumed abundance of financially lmpoten 
and sufficiently ingenious fools. 
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In Utopia, a great multitude of selected men, chosen 
volunteers, will be collaborating upon this new step in man’s 
struggle with the elements. Bacon’s visionary House of 
Saloman 1 will be a thing realised, and it will be humming 
with this business. Every university in the world will be 
urgently working for priority in this aspect of the problem or 
that. Reports of experiments, as full and as prompt as the 
telegraphic reports of cricket in our more sportive atmosphere, 
will go about the world. AH this will be passing, as it were! 
behind the act drop of our first experience, behind this first 
picture of the urbanised Urseren valley. The literature 
of the subject will be growing and developing with the easy 
swiftness of an eagle’s swoop as we come down the hillside ; 
unseen in that twilight, unthought of by us until this moment! 
a thousand men at a thousand glowing desks, a busy specialist 
press, will be perpetually sifting, criticising, condensing, and 
clearing the ground for further speculation. Those who are 
concerned with the problems of public locomotion will be 
following these aeronautic investigations with a keen and 
enterprising interest, and so will the physiologist and the 
sociologist. That Utopian research will, I say, go like an 
eagle’s swoop in comparison with the blind-man's fumbling 
of our terrestrial way. Even before our own brief Utopian 
journey is out, we may get a glimpse of the swift ripening of 
all this activity that will be in progress at our coming. To¬ 
morrow, perhaps, or in a day or so, some silent, distant thing 
will come gliding into view over the mountains, will turn and 
soar and pass again beyond our astonished sight. . . . 

§6 

But my friend and his great trouble turn my mind from 
these questions of locomotion and the freedoms that cluster 
about them. In spite of myself I find myself framing his 
case. He is a lover, the most conventional of Anglican lovers, 
with a heart that has had its training, I should think, in the 
clean but limited schoolroom of Mrs. Henry Wood. . . . 

In Utopia I think they will fly with stronger pinions, it 
will not be in the superficialities of life merely that movement 
will be wide and free, they will mount higher and swoop more 
steeply than he in his cage can believe. What will their range 
be, their prohibitions ? what jars to our preconceptions will 
he and I receive here ? 

My mind flows with the free, thin flow that it has at the 
end of an eventful day, and as we walk along in silence towards 
our inn I rove from issue to issue, I find myself ranging amidst 
the fundamental things of the individual life and all the per¬ 
plexity of desires and passions. I turn my questionings to 
the most difficult of all sets of compromises, those mitigations 
of spontaneous freedom that constitute the marriage laws, 

1 la The Aliaittis. 
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the mystery of balancing justice against the good of the 
future, amidst these violent and elusive passions. Where 
falls the balance of freedoms here ? I pass for a time from 
Utopianising altogether, to ask the question that, after all, 
Schopenhauer failed completely to answer, why sometimes 
in the case of hurtful, pointless, and destructive things we 
want so vehemently. ... 

I come back from this unavailing glance into the deeps 
to the general question of freedoms in this new relation. I 
find myself far adrift from the case of the Frognal botanist, 
and asking how far a modem Utopia will deal with personal 

morals. . t ... 

As Plato demonstrated long ago, the principles of the relation 

of State control to personal morals may be best discussed in 
the case of intoxication, the most isolated and least compli¬ 
cated of all this group of problems. But Plato s treatment 
of this issue as a question of who may or may not have the 
use of wine, though suitable enough in considering a small 
State in which everybody was the effectual inspector of every¬ 
body, is entirely beside the mark under modern conditions, 
in which we are to have an extraordinarily higher standard of 
individual privacy and an amplitude and quantity of migra¬ 
tion inconceivable to the Academic imagination. We niay 
accept this principle and put this particular freedom (of the 
use of wine) among the distinctive privileges of maturity, 
and still find all that a modem would think of as the Drmk 

Question untouched. , 

That question in Utopia will differ perhaps in the proportion 

of its factors, but in no other respect, from what it is upon 
earth. The same desirable ends will be sought, the main¬ 
tenance of public order and decency, the reduction of induce¬ 
ments to form this bad and wasteful habit to their lowes 
possible minimum, and the complete protection of the im¬ 
mature. But the modem Utopians, having systematised then- 
sociology, will have given some attention to the psychology of 
minor officials, a matter altogether too much neglected by 
the social reformer on earth. They will not put into the hands 
of a common policeman powers direct and indirect that would 
be dangerous to the public in the hands of a judge. And they 
will have avoided the immeasurable error of making t ieir 
control of the drink traffic a source of public revenue. Privacies 
they will not invade, but they will certainly restrict the pu ic 
consumption of intoxicants to specified licensed places an 
the sale of them to unmistakable adults, and they will make 
the temptation of the young a grave offence. In so migratory 
a population as the Modem Utopian, the licensing of inns and 
bis would be under the same control as the railways and mgn 
roads. Inns exist for the stranger and not for the locality, 
and we shall meet with nothing there to correspond with our 
terrestrial absurdity of Local Option. 
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The Utopians will certainly control this trade, and as 
certainly punish personal excesses. Public drunkenness 
(as distinguished from the mere elation that follows a generous 
out controlled use of wine) will be an offence against public 
decency, and will be dealt with in some very drastic manner. 
It will, of course, be an aggravation of, and not an excuse for, 
•crime. 

But I doubt whether the State will go beyond that. Whether 
■an adult shall use wine or beer or spirits, or not, seems to me 
•entirely a matter for his doctor and his own private conscience. 
I doubt if we explorers shall meet any drunken men, and I 
doubt not we shall meet many who have never availed them¬ 
selves of their adult freedom in this respect. The conditions 
of physical happiness will be better understood in Utopia, 
it will be worth while to be well there, and the intelligent 
citizen will watch himself closely. Half and more of the 
drunkenness of earth is an attempt to lighten dull days and 
hopelessly sordid and disagreeable lives, and in Utopia they 
do not suffer these things. Assuredly Utopia will be tem¬ 
perate, not only drinking, but eating with the soundest dis¬ 
cretion. Yet I do not think wine and good ale will be alto¬ 
gether wanting there, nor good, mellow whisky, nor, upon 
occasion, the engaging various liqueur. I do not think so. 
My botanist, who abstains altogether, is of another opinion. 
We differ here and leave the question to the earnest reader. 
I have the utmost respect for all Teetotalers, Prohibitionists, 
and Haters and Persecutors of Innkeepers, their energy of 
reform awakens responsive notes in me, and to their species 
I look for a large part of the urgent repair of our earth ; yet 
for all that- 

There is Burgundy, for example, a bottle of soft and kindly 
Burgundy, taken to make a sunshine on one's lunch when four 
strenuous hours of toil have left one on the further side of 
appetite. Or ale, a foaming tankard of ale, ten miles of sturdy 
tramping in the sleet and slush as a prelude, and then good 
bread and good butter and a ripe hollow Stilton and celery 
and ale—ale with a certain quantitative freedom. Or, again, 
where is the sin in a glass of tawny port three or four times, 
or it may be five, a year, when the walnuts come round in 
their season ? If you drink no port, then what are walnuts 
for ? Such things I hold for the reward of vast intervals of 
abstinence ; they justify your wide, immaculate margin, 
which is else a mere unmeaning blankness on the page of 
palate God has given you ! I write of these things as a fleshly 
man, confessedly and knowingly fleshly, and more than usually 
aware of my liability to err ; I know myself for a gross creature 
more given to sedentary world-mending than to brisk activities, 
and not one-tenth as active as the dullest newspaper boy 
in London. Yet still I have my uses, uses that vanish in 
monotony, and still I must ask why should we bury the talent 
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of these bright sensations altogether ? Under no circumstances 
can I think of my Utopians maintaining their fine order of 
life on ginger ale and lemonade and the ale that is Kopsb 
Those terrible Temperance Drinks, solutions of qualified 
sugar mixed with vast volumes of gas, as, for example, soda, 
seltzer, lemonade, and fire-extincteurs hand grenades minerals , 
they call such stuff in England—fill a man with wind and self- 
righteousness. Indeed they do l Coffee destroys brain and 
kidney, a fact now universally recognised and advertised 
throughout America ; and tea, except for a kind of green, tea 
best used with discretion in punch, tans the entrails and turns 
honest stomachs into leather bags. Rather would I be 
Metchnikoffed 1 at once and have a clean, good stomach of 
German silver. No I If we are to have no ale in Utopia, 
give me the one clean temperance drink that is worthy to set 
beside wine, and that is simple water. Best it is when not 
quite pure and with a trace of organic matter, for then it 

tastes and sparkles. . . . 

My botanist would still argue. 

Thank Heaven this is my book, and that the ultimate 
decision rests with me. It is open to him to write his own 
Utopia and arrange that everybody shall do nothing except 
by the consent of the savants of the Republic, either in his 
eating, drinking, dressing or lodging, even as Cabet proposed. 
It is open to him to try a News from Nowhere Utopia with the 
wine left out, I iiave my short way with him here quite 
effectuallv I turn in the entrance of our inn to the civil 
but by no means obsequious landlord, and with a careful 
ambiguity of manner—for the thing may be considered an 
outrage, and I try to make it possible the idea is a jest put 
my test demand, ... 

4t You see my dear Teetotaler ?—he sets before me tiay 
and glass and . . Here follows the necessary experiment 
and a deep sigh. . . . “ Yes, a bottle of quite excellent hght 
beer 1 So there are also cakes and ale in Utopia . bet us 
in this saner and more beautiful world drink perdition to al 
earthly excesses. Let us drink more particularly to the 
coming of the day when men beyond there will learn to dis¬ 
tinguish between qualitative and quantitative questions, to 
temper good intentions with good intelligence, and righteous¬ 
ness with wisdom. One of the darkest evils of our world is 
surely the unteachable wildness of the Good. 

§7 

So presently to bed and to sleep, but not at once to sleep. 
At first my brain, like a dog in unfamiliar quarters, must turn 
itself round for a time or so before it lies down. This strange 
mystery of a world of which I have seen so little as y£t—a 
mountain slope, a twilit road, a traffic of ambiguous vehicle.'* 

1 See The Natari of Man, by Professor EUe Metchnikoff. 
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and dim shapes, the window lights of many homes— fills me 
with curiosities. Figures and incidents come and go, the 
people we have passed, our landlord, quietly attentive and yet, 
I feel, with the keenest curiosity peeping from his eyes, the 
unfamiliar forms of the house parts and furnishings, the 
unfamiliar courses of the meal. Outside this little bedroom 
is a world, a whole unimagined world. A thousand million 
things he outside in the darkness beyond this lit inn of ours, 
unthought-of possibilities, overlooked considerations, surprises] 
riddles, incommensurables, a whole monstrous intricate 
universe of consequences that I have to do my best to unravel. 
I attempt impossible recapitulations and mingle the weird 
quality of dream stuff with my thoughts. 

Athwart all this tumult of my memory goes this queer 
figure of my unanticipated companion, so obsessed by himself 
and his own egotistical love that this sudden change to another 
world seems only a change of scene for his gnawing, unin¬ 
vigorating passion. It occurs to me that she also must have 
an equivalent in Utopia, and then that idea and all ideas 
grow thin and vague, and are dissolved at last in the rising 
tide of sleep. . . , 


CHAPTER THREE 

UTOPIAN ECONOMICS * 

§ I 

T hese modern Utopians with the universally diffused 
good manners, the universal education, the fine free¬ 
doms we shall ascribe to them, their world unity, world 
language, world-wide travellings, world-wide freedom of 
sale and purchase, will remain mere dreamstuff, incredible 
even by twilight, until we have shown that at that level the 
community will still sustain itself. At any rate, the common 
liberty of the Utopians will not embrace the common liberty 
to be unserviceable, the most perfect economy of organisation 
still leaves the fact untouched that all order and security in a 
State rests on the certainty of getting work done ? How will 
the work of this planet be done ? What will be the economics 
of a modern Utopia ? 

Now in the first place, a state so vast and complex as this 
world Utopia, and with so migratory a people, will need some 
handy symbol to check the distribution of services and com¬ 
modities. Almost certainly they will need to have money. 
They wall have money, and it is not inconceivable that, for 
all his sorrowful thoughts, our botanist, with his trained 
observation, his habit of looking at little things upon the 
ground, would be the one to see and pick up the coin that has 
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fallen from some wayfarer's pocket. (This, in our first hour or 
so before we reach the inn in the Urseren Thai.) You figure 
us upon the high Gotthard road, heads together over the little 
disk that contrives to tell us so much of this strange world. 

It is, I imagine, of gold, and it will be a convenient accident 
if it is sufficient to make us solvent for a day or sc, until we 
are a little more informed of the economic system into which 
we have come. It is, moreover, of a fair round size, and the 
inscription declares it one Lion, equal to “ twaindy *' bronze 
Crosses. Unless the ratio of metals is very different here, 
this latter must be a token coin, and therefore legal tender for 
but a small amount. (That would be pain and pleasure to 
Mr. Wordsworth Donisthorpe if he were to chance to join us, 
for once he planned a Utopian coinage, 1 and the words Lion 
and Cross are his. But a token coinage and "legal tender ” 
he cannot abide. They make him argue.) And being in 
Utopia, that unfamiliar ** twaindy " suggests at once we have 
come upon that most Utopian of all things, a duodecimal 
system of counting. 

My author's privilege of details serves me here. This 
Lion is distinctly a beautiful coin, admirably made, with its 
value in fine, clear letters circling the obverse side, and a head 
thereon—of Newton, as I live i One detects American 
influence here. Each year, as we shall find, each denomination 
of coins celebrates a centenary. The reverse shows the 
universal goddess of the Utopian coinage—Peace, as a beautiful 
woman, reading with a child out of a great book, and behind 
them are stars, and an hour-glass, halfway run. Very human 
these Utopians, after all, and not by any means above the 
obvious in their symbolism I 

So for the first time we learn definitely of the World State, 
and we get our first clear hint, too, that there is an end to 
Kings. But our coin raises other issues also. It would seem 
that this Utopia has no simple community of goods, that there 
is, at any rate, a restriction upon what one may take, a need 
for evidences of equivalent value, a limitation to human credit. 

It dates—so much of this present Utopia of ours dates. 
Those former Utopists were bitterly against gold. You will 
recall the undignified use Sir Thomas More would have us 
put it to, and how there was no money at all in the Republic 
of Plato, and in that later community for which he wrote his 
Laws an iron coinage of austere appearance and doubtful 
efficacy. , . , It may be these great gentlemen were a little 
hasty with a complicated difficulty, and not a little unjust to a 
highly respectable element. 

Gold is abused and made into vessels of dishonour, and 
abolished from ideal society as though it were the cause 
instead of the instrument of human baseness ; but, indeed, 
there is nothing bad in gold. Making gold into vessels of 

1 A System of Measures, by Wordsworth Donisthorpe. 
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dishonour and banishing it from the State is punishing the 
hatchet for the murderer's crime. Money, did you but use it 
right, is a good thing in life, a necessary thing in civilised 
human life, as complicated, indeed, for its purposes, but as 
natural a growth as the bones in a man’s wrist, and I do not 
see how one can imagine anything at all worthy of being called 
a civilisation without it. It is the water of the body social, 
it distributes and receives, and renders growth and assimila¬ 
tion and movement and recovery possible. It is the recon¬ 
ciliation of human interdependence -with liberty. What 
other device will give a man so great a freedom with so strong 
an inducement to effort ? The economic history of the world, 
where it is not the history of the theory of property, is very 
largely the record of the abuse, not so much of money as of 
credit devices to supplement money, to amplify the scope of 
this most precious invention j and no device of labour credits 1 
or free demand of commodities from a central store 2 or the 
like has ever been suggested that does not give ten thousand 
times more scope for that inherent moral dross in man that 
must be reckoned with in any sane Utopia we may design and 
plan. . . . Heaven knows where progress may not end, but 
at any rate this developing State, into which we two men have 
fallen, this Twentieth Century Utopia, has still not passed 
beyond money and the use of coins. 


§2 

Now if this Utopian world is to be in some degree parallel to 
contemporary thought, it must have been concerned, it may 
be still concerned, with many unsettled problems of currency, 
and with the problems that centre about a standard of value. 
Gold is perhaps of all material substances the best adapted to 
the monetary purpose, but even at that best it falls far short of 
an imaginable ideal. It undergoes spasmodic and irregular 
cheapening through new discoveries of gold, and at any time 
it may undergo very extensive and sudden and disastrous 
depreciation through the discovery of some way of trans¬ 
muting less valuable elements. The liability to such deprecia¬ 
tions introduces an undesirable speculative element into the 
relations of debtor and creditor. When, on the one hand, 
there is for a time a check in the increase of the available 
stores of gold, or an increase in the energy applied to social 
purposes, or a checking of the public security that would 
impede the free exchange of credit and necessitate a more 
frequent production of gold in evidence, then there comes an 
undue appreciation of money as against the general com¬ 
modities of life, and an automatic improverishment of the 
citizens in general as against the creditor class. The common 
people are mortgaged into the bondage of debt. And on the 

l Edward Bellamy’s Looking Backward, ch. ix, 

s More's Utopia and Cabet's Icaruz. 
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other hand an unexpected spate of gold production, the dis¬ 
covery of a single nugget as big as St. Paul’s, let us say—a 
quite possible thing—would result in a sort of jail delivery 
of debtors and a financial earthquake. 

It has been suggested by an ingenious thinker that it is 
possible to use as a standard of monetary value no substance 
whatever, but instead, force, and that value might be measured 
m units of energy. An excellent development this, in theory, 
at any rate, of the general idea of the modern State as kinetic 
and not static ; it throws the old idea of the social order and 
the netv into the sharpest antithesis. The old order is pre¬ 
sented as a system of institutions and classes ruled by men of 

substance ; the new, of enterprises and interests led by men 
of power. 

Now I glance at this matter in the most incidental manner, 
as a man may skim through a specialist’s exposition in a 
popular magazine. You must figure me, therefore, finding 
from a casual periodical paper in our inn, with a certain 
surprise at not having anticipated as much, the Utopian self 
of that same ingenious person quite conspicuously a leader of 
thought, and engaged in organising the discussion of the 
currency changes Utopia has under consideration. The 
article, as it presents itself to me, contains a complete and 
lucid, though occasionally rather technical, explanation of 
his newest proposals. They have been published, it seems, 
for general criticism, and one gathers that in the modem 
Utopia the administration presents the most elaborately 
detailed schemes of any proposed alteration in law or custom, 
some time before any measure is taken to carry it into effect, 
and the possibilities of every detail are acutely criticised, 
flaws anticipated, side issues raised, and the whole minutely 
tested and fined down by a planetful of critics, before the 
actual process of legislation begins. 

The explanation of these proposals involves an anticipatory 
glance at the local administration of a Modern Utopia. To 
any one who has watched the development of technical science 
during the last decade or so, there will be no shock in the idea 
that a general consolidation of a great number of common 
public services over areas of considerable size is now not only 
practicable, but very desirable. In a little while heating 
and lighting and the supply of power for domestic and industrial 
purposes and for urban and inter-urban communications will 
all be managed electrically from common generating stations. 
And the trend of political and social speculation points de¬ 
cidedly to the conclusion that so soon as it passes out of the 
experimental stage, the supply of electrical energy, just like 
drainage and the supply of water, will fall to the local authority. 
Moreover, the local authority will be the universal landowner. 
Upon that point so extreme an individualist as Herbert 
Spencer was in agreement with the Socialist. In Utopia 
T.-B.—M.U. M 
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Ave conclude that, whatever other types of property may 
exist, all natural sources of force, and indeed all strictly 
natural products, coal, water power, and the like, are inalien¬ 
ably vested in the local authorities (which, in order to secure 
the maximum of convenience and administrative efficiency, 
will probably control areas as large sometimes as half England) 
they will generate electricity by water power, by combustion, 
by wind or tide or whatever other natural force is available, 
and this electricity will be devoted, some of it to the authority’s 
lighting and other public works, some of it, as a subsidy, to 
the World-State authority which controls the high roads, 
the great railways, the inns and other apparatus of world 
communication, and the rest will pass on to private individuals 
or to distributing companies at a uniform fixed rate for private 
lighting and heating, for machinery and industrial applications 
of all sorts. Such an arrangement of affairs will necessarily 
involve a vast amount of book-keeping between the various 
authorities, the World-State government and the customers, 
and this book-keeping will naturally be done most conveniently 


in units of physical energy. 

It is not incredible that the assessment of the various local 
administrations for the central world government would be 
already calculated upon the estimated total of energy, periodic¬ 
ally available in each locality, and booked and spoken of in 
these physical units. Accounts between central and local 
governments could be kept in these terms. ^ Moreover, one 
may imagine Utopian local authorities making contracts in 
which payment would be no longer in coinage upon the gold 
basis, but in notes good for so many thousand or millions of 
units*of energy at one or other of the generating stations. 

Now the problems of economic theory will have undergone 
an enormous clarification if, instead of measuring in fluctuating 
money values, the same scale of energy units can be extended 
to their discussion, if, in fact, the idea of trading could be 
entirely eliminated. In my Utopia, at any rate, this has been 
done, the production and distribution of common commodities 
have been expressed as a problem in the conversion of energy, 
and the scheme that Utopia was now discussing was the 
application of this idea of energy as the standard of value to 
the entire Utopian coinage. Every one of those giant 
authorities was to be free to issue energy notes against the 
security of its surplus of saleable available energy, and to make 
all its contracts for payment in those notes up to a certain 
maximum defined by the amount of energy produced and 
disposed of in that locality in the previous year. This power 
of issue was to be renewed just as rapidly as the notes came in 
for redemption. In a world without boundaries, with a 
population largely migratory and emancipated from locality, 
the price of the energy notes of these various local bodies would 
constantly tend to be uniform, because employment would 
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constantly shift into the areas where energy was cheap. 
Accordingly, the price of so many millions of units of energy 
at any particular moment in coins of the gold currency would 
be approximately the same throughout the world. It was 
proposed to select some particular day when the economic 
atmosphere was distinctly equable, and to declare a fixed 
ratio between the gold coinage and the energy notes ; each 
gold Lion and each Lion of credit representing exactly the 
number of energy units it could buy on that day, The old 
gold coinage was at once to cease to be legal tender beyond 
certain defined limits, except to the central government, 
which would not re-issue it as it came in. It was, in fact, to 
become a temporary token coinage, a token coinage of full 
value for the day of conversion at any rate, if not afterwards, 
under the new standard of energy, and to be replaceable by 
an ordinary token coinage as time went on. The old com¬ 
putation by Lions and the values of the small change of daily 
life were therefore to suffer no disturbance whatever. 

The economists of Utopia, as I apprehended them, had a 
different method and a very different system of theories from 
those I have read on earth, and this makes my exposition 
considerably more difficult. This article upon which I base 
my account floated before me in an unfamiliar, perplexing, 
and dream-like phraseology. Yet I brought away an im¬ 
pression that here was a rightness that earthly economists have 
railed to grasp. Few earthly economists have been able to 
disentangle themselves from patriotisms and politics, and their 
obsession has always been international trade. Here in 
Utopia the World State cuts that away from beneath their 
feet ; there are no imports but meteorites, and no exports at 
all. Trading is the earthly economists' initial notion, and 
they start from perplexing and insoluble riddles about ex- 
change value, insoluble because all trading finally involves 
individual preferences which are incalculable and unique. 
Nowhere do they seem to be handling really defined standards, 
every economic dissertation and discussion reminds one more 
strongly than the last of the game of croquet Alice played in 
Wonderland, when the mallets were flamingoes and the balls 
were hedgehogs and crawled away, and the hoops were soldiers 
and kept getting up and walking about. But economics in 
Utopia must be, it seems to me, not a theory of trading based 
on bad psychology, but physics applied to problems in the 
theory of sociology. The general problem of Utopian 
economics is to state the conditions of the most efficient 
application of the steadily increasing quantities of material 
energy the progress of science makes available for human 
service, to the general needs of mankind. Human labour and 
existing material are dealt with in relation to that. Trading 
and relative wealth are merely episodical in such a scheme. 
The trend of the article I read, as I understood it, was that a 
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monetary system based upon a relatively small amount of 
gold, upon which the business of the whole world had hitherto 
been done, fluctuated unreasonably and supplied no real 
criterion of well-being, that the nominal values of things and 
enterprises had no clear and simple relation to the real physical 
prosperity of the community, that the nominal wealth of a 
community in millions of pounds or dollars or Lions, measured 
nothing but the quantity of hope in the air, and in increase 
of confidence meant an inflation of credit and a pessimistic 
phase a collapse of this hallucination of possessions. The new 
standards, this advocate reasoned, were to alter all that, and 
it seemed to me they would. 

I have tried to indicate the drift of these remarkable pro¬ 
posals, but about them clustered an elaborate mass of keen 
and temperate discussion. Into the details of that discussion 
I will not enter now, nor am I sure I am qualified to render 
the multitudinous aspect of this complicated question at all 
precisely. I read the whole thing in the course of an hour or 
two of rest after lunch—it was either the second or third day 
of my stay in Utopia—and we -were sitting in a little inn at 
the end of the Lake of Uri. We had loitered there, and I had 
fallen reading because of a shower of rain. . . * But certainly 
as I read it the proposition struck me as a singularly simple and 
attractive one, and its exposition opened out to me for the 
first time clearly, in a comprehensive outline, the general con¬ 
ception of the economic nature of the Utopian State. 


§3 

The difference between the social and economic sciences 
as they exist in our world 1 and in this Utopia deserves 
perhaps a word or so more. I write with the utmost diffidence, 
because upon earth economic science has been raised to a very 
high level of tortuous abstraction by the industry of its pro¬ 
fessors, and I can claim neither a patient student s intimacy 
with their productions nor—what is more serious-^anything 
but the most generalised knowledge of what their Utopian 
•equivalents have achieved. The vital nature of economic 
issues to a Utopia necessitates, however, some attempt at 

interpretation between the two. . 

In Utopia there is no distinct and separate science ol 
economics. Many problems that we should regard as economic 
come within the scope of Utopian psychology. My Utopians 
make two divisions of the science of psychology, first, 
general psychology of individuals, a sort of mental physiology 
separated by no definite line from physiology proper and 
secondly, the psychology of relationship between individuals. 
This second is an exhaustive study of the reaction of people 


Economic Studies. 
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upon each other and of all possible relationships It is -i 
-science of human aggregations, of all possible family groupings‘ 
of neighbours and neighbourhood, of companies, associations’ 
unions, secret and public societies, religious groupings oi 
common ends and intercourse, and of the methods of inter¬ 
course and collective decision that hold human groups together 
and finally of government and the State, The elucidation of 
economic relationships, depending as it does on the nature of 
the hypothesis of human aggregation actually in operation 
at any time, is considered to be subordinate and subsequent 
to this general science of Sociology, Political economy and 
economics, in our world now, consist of a hopeless muddle of 
social assumptions and preposterous psychology, and a few 
geographical and physical generalisations. Its' ingredients 
will be classified out and widely separated in Utopian thought 
On the one hand there will be the study of physical economies' 
ending in the descriptive treatment of society as an organisa¬ 
tion for the conversion of all the available energy in nature to 
the material ends of mankind—a physical sociology which will 
be already at such a stage of practical development as to be 

giving the world this token coinage representing energy_ 

and on the other there will be the study of economic problems 
as problems in the division of labour, having regard to a social 
organisation whose main ends are reproduction and education 
m an atmosphere of personal freedom. Each of these in¬ 
quiries, working unencumbered by the other, will be continu¬ 
ally contributing fresh valid conclusions for the use of the 
practical administrator. 


In no region of intellectual activity will our hypothesis of 
freedom from tradition be of more value in devising a Utopia 
from here. From its beginning the earthly study of economics 
has been infertile and unhelpful, because of the mass of un¬ 
analysed and scarcely suspected assumptions upon which 
it rested. The facts were ignored that trade is a by-product 
and not an essential factor in social life, that property is a 
plastic and fluctuating convention, that value is capable 
of impersonal treatment only in the case of the most generalised 
requirements. Wealth was measured by the standards of 
exchange. Society was regarded as a practically unlimited 
number of avaricious adult units incapable of any other sub¬ 
ordinate groupings than business partnerships, and the sources 
of p>mpetition were assumed to be inexhaustible. Upon such 
quicksands rose an edifice that aped the securities of material 
science, developed a technical jargon and professed the dis 
covery of " laws.” Our liberation from these false presump- 
tlC l? S . J 5 “ rou Sb the rhetoric of Carlyle and Ruskin and the 
a fj S° c * a bsts, is more apparent than real. The 

old edifice oppresses us still, repaired and altered by indifferent 
builders underpinned in places, and with a slight change of 
name. Political Economy ” has been painted out, and 
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instead we read “ Economics—under entirely new manage¬ 
ment.” Modem Economics differs mainly from old Political 
Economy in having produced no Adam Smith, The old 
“ Political Economy ” made certain generalisations, and they 
were mostly wrong ; new Economics evades generalisations, 
and seems to lack the intellectual power to make them. The 
science hangs like a gathering fog in a valley, a fog which 
begins nowhere and goes nowhere, an incidental, unmeaning 
inconvenience to passers-by. Its most typical exponents 
display a disposition to disavow generalisations altogether, 
to claim consideration as ” experts,” and to make immediate 
political application of that conceded claim. Now Newton, 
Darwin, Dalton, Davy, Joule, and Adam Smith did not affect 
this ” expert ” hankey-pankey, becoming enough in a hair¬ 
dresser or a fashionable physician, but indecent in a philosopher 
or a man of science. In this state of impotent expertness, 
however, or in some equally unsound state, economics must 
struggle on—a science that is no science, a floundering lore 
wallowing in a mud of statistics—until either the study of the 
material organisation of production on the one hand as a 
development of physics and geography, or the study of social 
aggregation on the other, renders enduring foundations possible. 

§4 

The older Utopias were all relatively small states ; Plato’s 
Republic, for example, was to be smaller than the average 
English borough, and no distinction was made between the 
Family, the Local Government, and the State. Plato and 
Campanula—for all that the latter was a Christian priest— 
carried communism to its final point and prescribed even a 
community of husbands and wives, an idea that was brought 
at last to the test of effectual experiment in the Oneida Com¬ 
munity of New York State (1848-1879)- This latter body did 
not long survive its founder, at least as a veritable communism, 
by reason of the insurgent individualism of its vigorous sons. 
More, too, denied privacy and ruled an absolute community 
of goods, at any rate, and so, coming to the Victorian Utopias, 
did Cabet. But Cabet’s communism was one of the “ free 
store ” type, and the goods were yours only after you had 
requisitioned them. That seems the case in the ” Nowhere ” 
of Morris also. Compared with the older writers Bellamy and 
Morris have a vivid sense of individual separation, and their 
departure from the old homogeneity is sufficiently marked 
to justify a doubt whether there will be any more thoroughly 

communistic Utopias for ever. . . 

A Utopia such as this present one, written in the opening 
of the Twentieth Century, and after the most exhaustive 
discussion—nearly a century long— between Comm urns tic 
and Socialistic ideas on the one hand, and Individualism on the 
other emerges upon a sort of effectual conclusion to those 
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eac^other^ini^f ^ 7 ° pa ^ ies h ^ e so . chi PP ed and amended 
eacn other s initial propositions that, indeed, except for the 

labels still fiuttenngly adhesive to the implicated men it is 

hard to choose between them. Each side established a good 

many propositions, and we profit by them all. We of the 

SU ^ e + t, dl] u* generation can see quite clearly that for the most 
part the heat and zeal of these discussions arose in the confusion 

KlfL q V a ?^ tlV , e for a T uali tative question. To the onlooker, 
b ° t ^-4.^ ndlV1 ^ uallsm and Socialism are, in the absolute ab¬ 
surdities ; the one would make men the slaves of the violent 
or rich, the other the slaves of the State official, and the 
way of sanity runs, perhaps even sinuously, down the inter¬ 
vening valley. Happily the dead past buries its dead and it 
is not our function now to adjudicate the preponderance of 

^ 0iy *K In the ver y days when our political and economic 
order is becoming steadily more Socialistic, our ideals of inter- 

JrfhSfcE? 1 72 !* andm °c? t0 a fuUer recognition of the claims 
of individuality. The State IS to he progressive, it is no 

longer to be static, and this alters the general condition of the 

Utopjan probiem profoundly ; we have to provide not only for 

clothing, for order and health, but for initiative. 

factor that leads the World State on from one phase of 

fn V ^?w n i fc t . he 11 ne \ t , IS the interplay of individualities ; 
to speak teleologically, the world exists for the sake of and 

through initiative, and individuality is the method of initiative 
Each man and woman, to the extent that his or her individu¬ 
ality is marked, breaks the law of precedent, transgresses the 
ff rr rn i Ula ’ anc J makes a new experiment for the direction 

°*u*T. e lfe * orce ‘ ** is impossible, therefore, for the State 
which represents all and is preoccupied by the average to make 
effectual experiments and intelligent innovations, and so 
supply the essential substance of life. As against the in- 

dl f v ^ dual J? e sta ^ e represents the species, in the case of the 
Utopian World State it absolutely represents the species. The 
individual ern ^rges from the species, makes his experiment, and 
eitner tails, dies, and comes to an end, or succeeds and im- 

S!Tfni S + ^wnself 1T * offspring, in consequences and results, 
intellectual, material and moral, upon the world. 

Biologically the species is the accumulation of the experi- 
ments of all its successful individuals since the beginning and 
the World State of the Modem Utopist will, in its economic 
aspect, be a compendium of established economic experience 
about which individual enterprise will be continually experi¬ 
menting, either to fail and pass, or to succeed and at last 
become incorporated with the undying organism of the World 

Sta J5'^ Thl fu ° r ^ apisin is the universal rule, the common 
restriction, the rising level platform on which individualities 
stand. 

The World State in this ideal presents itself as the sole 
landowner of the earth, with the great local governments I 
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have adumbrated, the local municipalities, holding, as it were, 
feudally under it as landlords. The State or these subordin¬ 
ates holds all the sources of energy, and either directly or 
through its tenants, farmers and agents, develops these 
sources, and renders the energy available for the work of life. 
It or its tenants will produce food, and so human energy, and 
the exploitation of coal and electric power, and the powers 
of wind and wave and water will be within its right. It will 
pour out this energy by assignment and lease and acquiescence 
and what not upon its individual citizens. It will maintain 
order, maintain roads, maintain a cheap and efficient ad¬ 
ministration of justice, maintain cheap and rapid locomotion 
and be the common carrier of the planet, convey and distri¬ 
bute labour, control, let, or administer all natural productions, 
pay for and secure healthy births and a healthy and vigorous 
new generation, maintain the public health, coin money and 
sustain standards of measurement, subsidise research, and 
reward such commercially unprofitable undertakings as 
benefit the community as a whole ; subsidise when needful 
chairs of criticism and authors and publications, and collect 
and distribute information. The energy developed and the 
employment afforded by the State will descend like water that 
the sun has sucked out of the sea to fall upon a mountain 
range, and back to the sea again it will come at last, debouching 
in ground rent and royalty and licence fees, in the fees of 
travellers and profits upon carrying and coinage and the like, 
in death duty, transfer tax, legacy and forfeiture, returning to 
the sea. Between the clouds and the sea it will run, as a 
river system runs, down through a great region of individual 
enterprise and interplay, whose freedom it will sustain. In 
that intermediate region between the kindred heights and deeps 
those beginnings and promises will arise that are the essential 
significance, the essential substance, of life. From our human 
point of view the mountains and sea are for the habitable 
lands that lie between. So likewise the State is for In¬ 
dividualities. The State is for Individuals, the law is for 
freedoms, the world is for experiment, experience, and change : 
these are the fundamental beliefs upon which a modern Utopia 
must go. 

§ 5 

Within this scheme, which makes the State the source of 
all energy, and the final legatee, what will be the nature of 
the property a man may own P Under modern conditions— 
indeed, under any conditions —a man without some negotiable 
property is a man without freedom, and the extent of his pro¬ 
perty is very largely the measure of his freedom. Without 
any property, without even shelter or food, a man has no choice 
but to set about getting these things ; he is in servitude to 
his needs until he has secured property to satisfy them. But 
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with a certain small property a man is free to do many things,, 
to take a fortnight’s holiday when he chooses, for example, 
and to try this new departure from his work or that ; with so 
much more, he may take a year of freedom and go to the ends 
of the earth ; with so much more, he may obtain elaborate 
apparatus and try curious novelties, build himself houses and 
make gardens, establish businesses and make experiments at 
large. Very speedily, under terrestrial conditions, the pro¬ 
perty of a man may reach such proportions that his freedom 
oppresses the freedom of others. Here, again, is a quanti¬ 
tative question, an adjustment of conflicting freedoms, a 
quantitative question that too many people insist on making 
a qualitative one. 

The object sought in the code of property laws that one 
wo6Id find in operation in Utopia would be the same object that 
pervades the whole Utopian organisation, namely, a universal 
maximum of individual freedom. Whatever far-reaching 
movements the State or great rich men or private corpora¬ 
tions may make, the starvation by any complication of em¬ 
ployment, the unwilling deportation, the destruction of alterna¬ 
tives to servile submissions, must not ensue. Beyond such 
qualifications, the object of Modern Utopian statesmanship 
will be to secure to a man the freedom given by all his legiti¬ 
mate property, that is to say, by all the values his toil or skill 
or foresight and courage have brought into being. What¬ 
ever he has justly made he has a right to keep, that is obvious 
enough ; but he will also have a right to sell and exchange, 
and so this question of what may be property takes really the 
form of what may a man buy in Utopia ? 

A modern Utopian most assuredly must have a practically 
unqualified property in all those things that become, as it 
were, by possession, extensions and expressions of his per¬ 
sonality ; his clothing, his jewels, the tools of his employ¬ 
ment, his books, the objects of art he may have bought or 
made, his personal weapons (if Utopia have need of such 
things), insignia, and so forth. All such things that he has 
bought with his money or acquired—provided he is not a 
professional or habitual dealer in such property—will be in¬ 
alienably his, his to give or lend or keep, free even from taxa¬ 
tion. So intimate is this sort of property that I have no doubt 
Utopia will give a man posthumous rights over it—will permit 
him to assign it to a successor with at the utmost the payment 
of a small redemption. A horse, perhaps, in certain districts, 
or a bicycle, or any such mechanical conveyance personally 
used, the Utopians might find it well to rank with these posses¬ 
sions. No doubt, too, a house and privacy owned and occupied 
by a man, and even a man's own household furniture, might 
be held to stand as high or almost as high in the property scale, 
might be taxed as lightly and transferred under only a slightly 
heavier redemption, provided he had not let these things on 
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hire, 01 otherwise alienated them from his intimate self. A 
thoroughgoing 1 ^ Democratic Socialist will no doubt be inclined 
at first to object that if the Utopians make these things 
a specially free sort of property in this way, men would spend 
much more upon them than they would otherwise do but 
indeed that will be an excellent thing. We are too much 
affected by the needy atmosphere of our own mismanaged 
world. In Utopia no one will have to hunger because some 
love to make and have made and own and cherish beautiful 
things. To give this much property to individuals will tend to 
make clothing, ornamentation, implements, books, and all 
the arts finer and more beautiful, because by buying such 
things a man will secure something inalienable—save in the 
case of bankruptcy—for himself and for those who belong to 
him. Moreover, a man may in his lifetime set aside sums to 
ensure special advantages of education and care for the im¬ 
mature children of himself and others, and in this manner also 
exercise a posthumous right. 1 

For all other property, the Utopians will have a scantier 
respect ; even money unspent by a man, and debts to him that 
bear no interest, will at his death stand upon a lower level than 
these things. What he did not choose to gather and assimilate 
to himself, or assign for the special education of his children, 
the State will share in the lion’s proportion with heir and 
legatee. 

This applies, for example, to the property that a man 
creates and acquires in business enterprises, which are pre¬ 
sumably undertaken for gain, and as a means of living rather 
than for themselves. All new machinery, all new methods, 
all uncertain and variable and non-universal undertakings, 
are no business for the State ; they commence always as 
experiments of unascertained value, and next after the in¬ 
vention of money, there is no invention has so facilitated free¬ 
dom and progress as the invention of the limited liability com¬ 
pany to do this work of trial and adventure. The abuses, the 
necessary reforms of company law on earth are no concern of 
ours here and now, suffice it that in a Modem Utopia such 
laws must be supposed to be as perfect as mortal laws can 
possibly be made. Caveat vendor will be a sound qualifica¬ 
tion of Caveat emptor in the beautifully codified Utopian law. 
Whether the Utopian company will be allowed to prefer this 
class of share to that or to issue debentures, whether indeed 
usury, that is to say lending money at fixed rates of interest, 
will be permitted at all in Utopia, one may venture to doubt. 
But whatever the nature of the shares a ma n may hold, they 
will all be sold at his death, and whatever he has not clearly 
assigned for special educational purposes will—with possibly 


1 But a Statute of Mortmain will set a distinct time limit to the of such 

benefactions. A periodic revision of endowments is a necessary feature in any modern 
Utopia. 
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some fractional concession to near survivors—lapse to the 
State. The “ safe investment/' that permanent, undying 
claim upon the community, is just one of those things Utopia 
will discourage ; which indeed the developing security of 
civilisation quite automatically discourages through the fall 
m the rate of interest. As we shall see at a later stage, the 
State will insure the children of every citizen, and those Iegiti- 
mately dependent upon him, against the inconvenience of his 
death ; it will carry out all reasonable additional dispositions 
he may have made for them in the same event, and it will 
insure him against old age and infirmity * and the object of 
Utopian economics will be to give a man every inducement to 
spend his surplus money in intensifying the quality of his 
surroundings, either by economic adventures and experi¬ 
ments, which may yield either losses or large profits, or in in¬ 
creasing the beauty, the pleasure, the abundance and promise 
of life. 

Besides strictly personal possessions and shares in business 
adventures, Utopia will no doubt permit associations of its 
citizens to have a property in various sorts of contracts and 
concessions, in leases of agricultural and other land, for 
example ; in houses they may have built, factories and 
machinery they may have made, and the like. And if a citizen 
prefer to adventure into business single-handed, he will have 
all the freedoms of enterprise enjoyed by a company ; in 
business affairs he will be a company of one, and his single 
share will be dealt with at his death like any other shares. . . . 
So much for the second kind of property. And these two kinds 
of property will probably exhaust the sorts of property a 
Utopian may possess. 

The trend of modem thought is entirely against private 
property in land or natural objects or products, and in Utopia 
these things will be the inalienable property of the World 
State. Subject to the rights of free locomotion, land will be 
leased out to companies or individuals, but—in view of the 
unknown necessities of the future—-never for a longer period 
than, let us say, fifty years. 

The property of a parent in his children, and of a husband 
in his wife, seems to be undergoing a steadily increasing 
qualification in the world of to-day, but the discussion of the 
Utopian state of affairs in regard to such property may be 
better reserved until marriage becomes our topic. Suffice it 
here to remark, that the increasing control of a child's welfare 
and upbringing by the community, and the growing disposi¬ 
tion to limit and tax inheritance are complementary aspects 
of the general tendency to regard the welfare and free intra¬ 
play of future generations no longer as the concern of parents 
ana altruistic individuals, but as the predominant issue of 
statesmanship, and the duty and moral meaning of the world 
community as a whole. 
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§6 

From the conception of mechanical force as coming in from 
Nature to the service of man, a conception the Utopian pro¬ 
posal of a coinage based on energy units would emphasise, arise 
profound contrasts between the modern and the classical 
Utopias. Except for a meagre use of water power for milling, 
and the wind for sailing—so meagre in the latter case that the 
classical world never contrived to do without the galley slave— 
and a certain restricted help from oxen in ploughing, and from 
horses in locomotion, all the energy that sustained the old- 
fashioned State was derived from the muscular exertion of 
toiling men. They ran their world by hand. Continual 
bodily labour was a condition of social existence. It is only 
with the coming of coal burning, of abundant iron and steel, 
and of scientific knowledge that this condition has been 
changed. To-day, I suppose, if it were possible to indicate, 
in units of energy, the grand total of work upon which the 
social fabric of the United States or England rests, it would be 
found that a vastly preponderating moiety is derived from 
non-human sources, from coal and liquid fuel, and explosives 
and wind and water. There is every indication of a steady 
increase in this proportion of mechanical energy, in this eman¬ 
cipation of men from the necessity of physical labour. There 
appears no limit to the invasion of life by the machine. 

Now it is only in the last three hundred years that any 
human being seems to have anticipated this. It stimulates 
the imagination to remark how entirely it was overlooked as a 
modifying cause in human development. 1 Plato clearly had 
no ideas about machines at all as a force affecting social 
organisation. There was nothing in his world to suggest them 
to him. I suppose there arose no invention, no new mechanical 
appliance or method of the slightest social importance through 
all his length of years. He never thought of a State that did 
not rely for its force upon human muscle, just as he never 
thought of a State that was not primarily organised for warfare 
hand to hand. Political and moral inventions he saw enough 
of and to spare, and in that direction he still stimulates the 
imagination. But in regard to all material possibilities he 
deadens rather than stimulates. 2 An infinitude of nonsense 
about the Greek mind would never have been written if the 
distinctive intellectual and artistic quality of Plato’s time, 
its extraordinarily clear definition of certain material condi¬ 
tions as absolutely permanent, coupled with its politico-social 
instability, had been borne in mind. The food of the Greek 
imagination was the very antithesis of our own nourishment. 
We are educated by our circumstances to think no revolution 

1 It is in teres ting to note how little even Bacon seems to see of this in his New Atlantis. 

2 The lost Utopia of Hippo dam us provided rewards for inventors, but unless Aristotle 
misunderstood him, and it is certainly the fate of all Utopias to be more or less misread, 
the inventions contemplated were political devices. 
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in appliances and economic organisation incredible, our minds 
play freely about possibilities that would have struck the 
men of the Academy as outrageous extravagance, and it is in 
regard to politico-social expedients that our imaginations 
fail,' Sparta, for all the evidence of history, is scarcely more 
credible to us than a motor-car throbbing in the agora would 
have been to Socrates. 

By sheer inadvertence, therefore, Plato commenced the 
tradition of Utopias without machinery, a tradition we find 
Morris still loyally following, except for certain mechanical 
barges and such-like toys, in his News from Nowhere, There 
are some foreshadowings of mechanical possibilities in the 
New Atlantis , but it is only in the nineteenth century that 
Utopias appeared in which the fact is clearly recognised that the 
social fabric rests no longer upon human labour. It was, I 
believe, Cabet 1 who first in a Utopian work insisted upon the 
escape of man from irksome labours through the use of 
machinery. He is the great primitive of modem Utopias, 
and Bellamy is his American equivalent. Hitherto, either 
slave labour (Phaleas), 2 3 or at least class distinctions involving 
unavoidable labour in the lower class, have been assumed— 
as Plato does, and as Bacon in the New Atlantis probably 
intended to do (More gave his Utopians bondsmen sans phrase 
for their most disagreeable toil) ; or there is—as in Morris 
and the outright Return-to-Nature Utopians—a bold make- 
believe that all toil may be made a joy, and with that a level¬ 
ling down of all society to an equal participation in labour. 
But indeed this is against all the observed behaviour of 
mankind. It needed the Olympian unworldliness of an irre¬ 
sponsible rich man of the shareholding type, a Ruskin or a 
Morris playing at life, to imagine as much. Road-making 
under Mr, Ruskin's auspices was a joy at Oxford no doubt, 
and a distinction, and it still remains a distinction ; it proved 
the least contagious of practices. And Hawthorne did not 
find bodily toil anything more than the curse the Bible says 
it is, at Brook Farm. s 

If toil is a blessing, never was blessing so effectually dis¬ 
guised, and the very people who tell us that, hesitate to suggest 
more than a beautiful ease in the endless day of Heaven. A 
certain amotmt of bodily or mental exercise, a considerable 
amount of doing things under the direction of one*s free 
imagination is quite another matter. Artistic production, 
for example, when it is at its best, when a man is freely obeying 
himself, and not troubling to please others, is really not toil 
at alb It is quite a different thing digging potatoes, as boys 
tor a lark/’ and digging them because otherwise you 
will starve, digging them day after day as a dull, unavoidable 

1 Cabet, Voymge m I curt e, 1848. 

8 Aristotle's Politics, bk, ii, ( <ch. viii. 

3 The Blythedale Experiment^ and see also bis Notebook, 
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imperative. The essence of toil is that imperative, and the 
fact that the attention must cramp itself to the work in hand— 
that it excludes freedom, and not that it involves fatigue. 
So long as anything but a quasi-savage life depended upon 
toil, so long was it hopeless to expect mankind to do anything 
but struggle to confer just as much of this blessing as possible 
upon one another. But now that the new conditions physical 
science is bringing about, not only dispense with man as a 
source of energy but supply the hope that all routine work 
may be made automatic, it is becoming conceivable that pres¬ 
ently there may be no need for any one to toil habitually at 
all; that a labouring class—that is to say, a class of workers 
without personal initiative—will become unnecessary to the 
world of men. 

The plain message physical science has for the world at 
large is this, that were our political and social and moral 
devices only as well contrived to their ends as a linotype 
machine, an antiseptic operating plant, or an electric tram- 
car, there need now at the present moment be no appreciable 
toil in the world, and only the smallest fraction of the pain, 
the fear, and the anxiety that now makes human life so doubt¬ 
ful in its value. There is more than enough for every one 
alive. Science stands, a too competent servant, behind her 
wrangling underbred masters, holding out resources, devices, 
and remedies they are too stupid to use, 1 And on its material 
side a modem Utopia must needs present these gifts as taken, 
and show a world that is really abolishing the need of labour, 
abolishing the last base reason for any one's servitude or 
inferiority. 

§7 

The effectual abolition of a labouring and servile*, class 
will make itself felt in every detail of the inn that will shelter 
us, of the bedrooms we shall occupy. You conceive my 
awakening to all these things on the morning after our arrival. 

I shall lie for a minute or so with my nose peeping over the 
coverlet, agreeably and gently coming awake, and with some 
vague nightmare of sitting at a common table with an unavoid¬ 
able dustman in green and gold called Boffin, 2 fading out of 
my mind. Then I should start up. You figure my appre¬ 
hension, startled inspection of my chamber. <f Where am 
I ? ’* that classic phrase, recurs. Then I perceive quite clearly 
that I am in bed in Utopia, 

Utopia ! The word is enough to bring any one out of bed 
to the nearest window, but thence I see no more than the great 
mountain mass behind the inn, a very terrestrial looking moun¬ 
tain mass. I return to the contrivances about me, and make 

1 See that most suggestive little book, Twcniietk Century Inventions^ by Mr. George 
Sutherland. 

•z Vide William Morris’s News front Nowhere. 
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my examination as I dress, pausing garment in hand to hover 
over first this thing of interest and then that. 

The room is, of course, very clear and clean and simple ; 

?k t an y means cheaply equipped, but designed to economise 
the labour of redding and repair just as much as is possible. 
It is beautifully proportioned and rather lower than most 
rooms I know on earth. There is no fireplace, and I am per- 
by that until I find a thermometer beside six switches 
on the wall. Above this switch-board is a brief instruction : 
one switch warms the floor, which is not carpeted, but covered 
by a substance like soft oilcloth; one warms the mattress 
(which is of metal with resistance coils threaded to and fro in 
it); and the others warm the wall in various degrees, each 
directing current through a separate system of resistances. 

1 he casement does not open, but above, flush with the ceiling, 
a noiseless rapid fan pumps air out of the room. The air 
enters by a robin shaft. There is a recess dressing-room, 
equipped with a bath and all that is necessary to one's toilet, 
and the water, one remarks, is warmed, if one desires it warm, 
by passing it through an electrically heated spiral of tubing. 
A cake of soap drops out of a store machine on the turn of a 
handle, nnd when you have done with it, you drop that and 
your soiled towels and so forth, which also are given you by 
machines, into a little box, through the bottom of which they 
drop at once, and sail down a smooth shaft. A little notice 
tells you the price of your room, and you gather the price is 
doubled if you do not leave the toilet as you found it. Beside 
the bed, and to be lit at night by a handy switch over the 
pillow, is a little clock, its face flush with the wall. The room 
has no corners to gather dirt, wall meets floor with a gentle 
curve, and the apartment could be swept out effectually by a 
few strokes of a mechanical sweeper. The door frames and 
window frames are of metal, rounded and impervious to 
draught. You are politely requested to turn a handle at the 
foot of your bed before leaving the room, and forthwith the 
frame turns up into a vertical position, and the bedclothes 
hang airing. You stand at the doorway and realise that there 
remains not a minute's work for any one to do. Memories 
of the fcetid disorder of many an earthly bedroom after a 
night's use float across your mind. 

And you must not imagine this dustless, spotless, sweet 
apartment as anything but beautiful. Its appearance is a 
little unfamiliar of course, but all the muddle of dust-collect' 
iiig hangings and witless ornament that cover the earthly 
bedroom, the valances, the curtains to check the draught from 
the ill-fitting wood windows, the worthless irrelevant pictures, 
usually a little askew, the dusty carpets, and all the parapher- 
about the dirty, black-leaded fireplace are gone. But 
the faintly tinted walls are framed with j ust one clear coloured 
line, as finely placed as the member of a Greek capital ; the 
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door handles and the lines of the panels of the door, the two 
chairs, the framework of the bed, the writing table, have all 
that final simplicity, that exquisite finish of contour that is 
begotten of sustained artistic effort. The graciously shaped 
windows each frame a picture—since they are draughtless the 
window seats are no mere mockeries as are the window seats 
of earth—and on the sill, the sole thing to need attention in 
the room, is one little bowl of blue Alpine flowers. 

The same exquisite simplicity meets one downstairs. 

Our landlord sits down at table with us for a moment, 
and seeing we do not understand the electrically heated coffee¬ 
pot before us, shows us what to do. Coffee and milk we have, 
in the Continental fashion, and some excellent rolls and butter. 

He is a swarthy little man, our landlord, and overnight 
we saw him preoccupied with other guests. But we have 
risen either late or early by Utopian standards, we know not 
which, and this morning be has us to himself. His bearing 
is kindly and inoffensive, but he cannot conceal the curiosity 
that possesses him. His eye meets ours with a mute inquiry, 
and then as we fall to, we catch him scrutinising our cuffs, our 
garments, our boots, our faces, our table manners. He asks 
nothing at first, but says a word or so about our night’s com¬ 
fort and the day’s weather, phrases that have an air of being 
customary. Then comes a silence that is interrogative. 

“ Excellent coffee,” I say to fill the gap. 

“ And excellent rolls,” says my botanist. 

Our landlord indicates his sense of our approval. 

A momentary diversion is caused by the entry of an elfin- 
tressed little girl, who stares at us half impudently, half 
shyly, with bright black eyes, hesitates at the botanist’s 
clumsy smile and nod, and then goes and stands by her father 
and surveys us steadfastly. 

“You have come far ? ” ventures our landlord, patting 
his daughter’s shoulder. 

I glance at the botanist. “ Yes,” I say, “ we have.” 

I expand. “ We have come so far that this country of yours 
seems very strange indeed to us.” 

“ The mountains ? ” 

“Not only the mountains.” 

“ You came up out of the Ticino valley ? ” 

“ No—not that way.” 

“ By the Oberalp ? ” 

“No.” 

“ The Furka ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ Not up from the lake ? ” 

“ No.” 

He looks puzzled. 

“ We came,” I say, “ from another world,” 

He seems trying to understand. Then a thought strikes 
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him, and he sends away his little girl with a needless message 
to her mother. 

" Ah ! " he says. " Another world—eh ? Meaning-? ” 

" Another world—far in the deeps of space,’* 

Then at the expression of his face one realises that a Modern 
Utopia will probably keep its more intelligent citizens for 
better work than inn'■tending. He is evidently inaccessible 
to the idea we think of putting before him. He stares at us 
a moment, and then remarks, ** There’s the book to sign." 

We find ourselves confronted with a book, a little after the 
fashion of the familiar hotel visitors’ book of earth. He 
places this before us, and beside it puts pen and ink and a slab, 
upon which ink has been freshly smeared, 

" Thumbmarks," says my scientific friend hastily in English. 
"You show me how to do it," I say as quickly. 

He signs first, and I look over his shoulder. 

He is displaying more readiness than I should have ex¬ 
pected* The book is ruled in broad transverse lines, and has 
a space for a name, for a number, and a thumbmark. He puts 
his thumb upon the slab and makes the thumbmark first with 
the utmost deliberation. Meanwhile he studies the other two 
entries. The " numbers " of the previous guests above are 
complex muddles of letters and figures. He writes his name, 
then with a calm assurance writes down his number, 
A.M.a.l607.2.0/3© I am wrung with momentary admiration. 
I follow his example, and fabricate an equally imposing signa¬ 
ture. We think ourselves very clever. The landlord proffers 
finger bowls for our thumbs, and his eye goes, just a little 
curiously, to our entries. 

I decide it is advisable to pay and go before any conversa¬ 
tion about our formulae arises. 

As we emerge into the corridor, and the morning sunlight 
of the Utopian world, I see the landlord bending over the 
book, 

** Come on," I say. " The most tiresome thing in the world 
is explanations, and I perceive that if we do not get along, 
they will fall upon us now." 

I glance back to discover the landlord and a gracefully 
robed woman standing outside the pretty simplicity of the 
Utopian inn, watching us doubtfully as we recede. 

" Come on," I insist. 

§ 8 

We should go towards the Schoellenen gorge, and as we 
went, our fresh morning senses would gather together a 
thousand factors for our impression of this more civilised 
world. A Modem Utopia will have done with yapping about 
nationality, and so the ugly fortifications, the barracks and 
military defilements of the earthly vale of Urseren will be 
wanting. Instead there will be a great multitude of gracious 
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little houses clustering in college-like groups, no doubt about 
their common kitchens and halls, down and about the valley 
slopes. And there will be many more trees, and a great variety 
of trees—all the world will have been ransacked for winter 
conifers. Despite the height of the valley there will be a 
double avenue along the road. This high road with its tram¬ 
way would turn with us to descend the gorge, and we should 
hesitate upon the adventure of boarding the train. But now 
we should have the memory of our landlord's curious eye upon 
us, and we should decide at last to defer the risk of explana¬ 
tions such an enterprise might precipitate. 

We should go by the great road for a time, and note some¬ 
thing of the difference between Utopian and terrestrial 
engineering. 

The tramway, the train road, the culverts, and bridges, 
the Umerloch tunnel, into which the road plunges, will all 
be beautiful things. 

There is nothing in machinery, there is nothing in embank¬ 
ments and railways and iron bridges and engineering devices 
to oblige them to be ugly. Ugliness is the measure of im¬ 
perfection ; a thing of human making is for the most part ugly 
in proportion to the poverty of its constructive thought, to 
the failure of its producer fully to grasp the purpose of its 
being. Everything to which men continue to give thought and 
attention, which they make and remake in the same direction, 
and with a continuing desire to do as well as they can, grows 
beautiful inevitably. Things made by mankind under modern 
conditions are ugly, primarily because our social organisation 
is ugly, because we live in an atmosphere of snatch and un¬ 
certainty, and do everything in an underbred strenuous 
manner. This is the misfortune of machinery, and not its 
fault. Art, like some beautiful plant, lives on its atmosphere, 
and when the atmosphere is good, it win grow everywhere, 
and when it is bad nowhere. If we smashed and buried 
every machine, every furnace, every factoiy in the world, 
and 'without any further change set ourselves to home in¬ 
dustries, hand labour, spade husbandry, sheep-folding and 
pig-minding, we should still do things in the same haste, and 
achieve nothing but dirtiness, inconvenience, bad air, and 
another gaunt and gawky reflection of our intellectual and 
moral disorder. We should mend nothing. 

But in Utopia a man who designs a tram road will be a 
cultivated man, an artist craftsman ; he will strive, as a good 
writer, or a painter strives, to achieve the simplicity of per¬ 
fection. He will make his girders and rails and parts as 
gracious as that first engineer, Nature, has made the stems of 
her plants and the joints and gestures of her animals. To 
esteem him. a sort of anti-artist, to count every man who makes 
things with his unaided thumbs an artist, and every man who 
uses machinery as a brute, is merely a passing phase of human 
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stupidity- This tram road beside us will be a triumph of 
design. The idea will be so unfamiliar to us that for a time it 
will not occur to us that it is a system of beautiful objects at 
all* We shall admire its ingenious adaptation to the need of 
a district that is buried half the year in snow, the hard bed 
below, curved and guttered to do its own clearing, the great 
arched sleeper masses, raising the rails a good two yards 
above the ground, the easy, simple standards and insulators. 
Then it will creep in upon our minds, " But, by Jove ! Tkts is 
designed ! ’ * 

Indeed the whole thing will be designed. 

Later on, perhaps, we may find students in an art school 
working in competition to design an electric tram, students 
who know something of modem metallurgy, and something of 
electrical engineering, and we shall find people as keenly 
critical of a signal box ot an iron bridge as they are on earth 
of-— } Heavens ! what are they critical about on earth ? 

The quality and condition of a dress tie ! 

We should make some unpatriotic comparisons with our 
own planet, no doubt. 


CHAPTER FOUR 

THE VOICE OF NATURE 

§ I 

P resently we recognise the fellow of the earthly 
Devil's Bridge, still intact as a footway, spanning the 
gorge, and old memories turn us off the road down 
the steep ruin of an ancient mule track towards it. It is 
our first reminder that Utopia too must have a history. We 
cross it and find the Reuss, for all that it has already lit and 
warmed and ventilated and cleaned several thousands of 
houses in the dale above, and for all that it drives those easy 
trains in the gallery overhead, is. yet capable of as fine a cascade 
as ever it flung on earth. So we come to a rocky path, wild 
as one could wish, and descend, discoursing how good and fair 
an ordered world may be, but with a certain unformulated 
qualification in our minds about those thumbmarks we have 
left behind. 

“ Do you recall the Zermatt valley ? " says my friend, *' and 
how on earth it reeks and stinks with smoke ? " 

“ People make that an argument for obstructing change, 
instead of helping it forward I 

And here perforce an episode intrudes. We are invaded 
by a talkative person. 

He overtakes us and begins talking forthwith in a fiuty. 
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but not unamiable, tenor. He is a great talker, this man, and 
a fairly respectable gesticulator, and to him it is we make our 
first ineffectual tentatives at explaining who indeed we are ; 
but his flow of talk washes that all away again. He has a 
face of that rubicund, knobby type I have heard an indignant 
mineralogist speak of as botryoidal, and about it waves a 
quantity of disorderly blond hair. He is dressed in leather 
doublet and knee breeches, and he wears over these a streaming 
woollen cloak of faded crimson that give him a fine dramatic 
outline as he comes down towards us over the rocks. His 
feet, which are large and handsome, but bright pink with the 
keen morning air, are bare, except for sandals of leather. (It 
was the only time that we saw any one in Utopia with bare 
feet.) He salutes us with a scroll-like waving of his stick, 
and falls in with our slower paces. 

u Climbers, I presume ? ” he says, and you scorn these 
trams of theirs ? I like you. So do I ! Why a man should 
consent to be dealt with as a bale of goods holding an in¬ 
distinctive ticket—when God gave him legs and a face—passes 
my understanding/ 1 

As he speaks, his staff indicates the great mechanical road 
that runs across the gorge and high overhead through a gallery 
in the rock, follows it along until it turns the corner, picks it 
up as a viaduct far below, traces it until it plunges into an 
arcade through a jutting crag, and there dismisses it with a 
spiral whirl. “ No l ” he says. 

He seems sent by Providence, for just now we had been 
discussing how we should broach our remarkable situation 
to these Utopians before our money is spent. 

Our eyes meet, and I gather from the botanist that I am to 
open our case. 

I do my best. 

** You came from the other side of space ! ” says the man 
in the crimson cloak, interrupting me. “ Precisely ! I like 
that—it's exactly my note ! So do I ! And you find this 
world strange ! Exactly my case ! We are brothers ! We 
shall be in sympathy. I am amazed, I have been^ amazed 
as long as I can remember, and I shall die, most certainly, in a 
state of incredulous amazement, at this remarkable world. 
Eh ? . . . You found yourselves suddenly upon a mountain 
top ! Fortunate men ! ” He chuckled. “ For my part I 
found myself in the still stranger position of infant to two 
parents of the most intractable dispositions ! ” 

“ The fact remains/' I protest. 

“ A position, I can assure you, demanding Tact of an alto¬ 
gether superhuman quality ! 

We desist for a space from the attempt to explain our 
remarkable selves, and for the rest of the time this. picturesque 
and exceptional Utopian takes the talk entirely under his 

control. . . . 
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§ 2 

An agreeable person, though a little distracting, he was, 
and he talked, we recall, of many things. He impressed us, 
we found afterwards, as a poseur beyond question, a conscious 
Ishmaelite in the world of wit, and in some subtly inexplicable 
way as a most consummate ass. He talked first of the ex¬ 
cellent and commodious trams that came from over the passes, 
and ran down the long valley towards middle Switzerland, 
and of all the growth of pleasant homes and chalets amidst the 
heights that made the opening gorge so different from its 
earthly parallel, with a fine disrespect. ” But they are 
beautiful,” I protested. ” They are graciously proportioned, 
they are placed in well-chosen positions ; they give no offence 
to the eye.” 

” What do we know of the beauty they replace ? They are 
a mere rash. Why should we men play the part of bacteria 
upon the face of our Mother ? ” 

“ All life is that ! ” 

‘'No! not natural life, not the plants and the gentle 
creatures that live their wild shy lives in forest and jungle, 
That is a part of her. That is the natural bloom of her com¬ 
plexion. But these houses and tramways and things, all 
made from ore and stuff tom from her veins——* ! You can’t 
better my image of the rash. It’s a morbid breaking out ! 
I’d give it all for one—what is it ?—free and natural chamois.” 

” You live at times in a house P ” I asked. 

He ignored my question. For him, untroubled Nature 
was the best, he said, and, with a glance at his feet, the most 
beautiful. He professed himself a Nazarite, and shook back 
his Teutonic poet’s shock of hair. So he came to himself, 
and for the rest of our walk he kept to himself as the thread 
of his discourse, and went over himself from top to toe, and 
strung thereon ail topics under the sun by way of illustrating 
his splendours. But especially his foil was the relative folly, 
the unnaturalness and want of logic in his fellow-men. He: 
held strong views about the extreme simplicity of everything, 
only that men, in their muddle-headedness, had confounded 
it all. ” Hence, for example, these trams ! They are always 
running up and down as though they were looking for the lost 
simplicity of nature, ‘ We dropped it here ! ' ” He earned a 
living, we gathered, ” some considerable way above the mini¬ 
mum wage,” which threw a chance light on the labour prob¬ 
lem—by perforating records for automatic musical machines 
—no doubt of the Pianotist and Pianola kind—and he spent 
all the leisure he could gain in going to and fro in the earth 
lecturing on ” The Need of a Return to Nature,” and on 
44 Simple Foods and Simple Ways.” He did it for the love of 
it. It was very clear to us he had an inordinate impulse to 
lecture, and esteemed us fair game. He had been lecturing 
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on these topics in Italy, and he was now going back through the 
mountains to lecture in Saxony, lecturing on the way, to 
perforate a lot more records, lecturing the while, and so start 
out lecturing again. He was undisguisedly glad to have us 
to lecture to by the way. 

He called out attention to his costume at an early stage. 
It was the embodiment of his ideal of Nature-clothing, and 
it had been made especially for him at very great cost. 
“ Simply because naturalness has fled the earth, and has to 
be sought now, and washed out from your crushed complexities 
like gold/' 

“ I should have thought," said I, '* that any clothing what¬ 
ever was something of a slight upon the natural man." 

“ Not at all," said he, " not at all ! You forget his natural 
vanity ! " 

He was particularly severe on our artificial hoofs, as he called 
our boots, and our hats or hair destructors. " Man is the real 
King of Beasts and should wear a mane. The lion only wears 
it by consent and in captivity." He tossed his head. 

Subsequently while we lunched and he waited for the specific 
natural dishes he ordered—they taxed the culinary resources 
of the inn to the utmost—he broached a comprehensive 
generalisation. " The animal kingdom and the vegetable 
kingdom are easily distinguished, and for the life of me I see 
no reason for confusing them. It is, I hold, a sin against 
Nature. I keep them distinct in my mind and I keep them 
distinct in my person. No animal substance inside, no veget¬ 
able without;—what could be simpler or more logical ? 
Nothing upon me but leather and all-wool garments, within, 
cereals, fruit, nuts, herbs, and the like. Classification-order 
—man’s function. He is here to observe and accentuate 
Nature's simplicity. These people "—he swept an arm that 
tried not too personally to include us—" are filled and covered 
with confusion." 

He ate great quantities of grapes and finished with a 
cigarette. He demanded and drank a great horn of unfer¬ 
mented grape juice, and it seemed to suit him well. 

We three sat about the board—it was in an agreeable little 
arbour on a hill hard by the place where Y/assen stands on 
earth, and it looked down the valley to the Uri Rothstock, 
and ever and again we sought to turn his undeniable gift of 
exposition to the elucidation of our own difficulties. 

But we seemed to get little, his style was so elusive. After¬ 
wards, indeed, we found much information and many per¬ 
suasions had soaked into us, but at the time it seemed to us he 
told us nothing. He indicated things by dots and dashes, 
instead of by good hard assertive lines. He would not pause 
to see how little we knew. Sometimes his wit rose so high 
that he would lose sight of it himself, and then he would pause, 
purse his lips as if he whistled, and then till the bird came 
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back to the lure, fill his void mouth with grapes. He talked of 
the relations of the sexes, and love—a passion he held in great 
contempt as being in its essence complex and disingenuous 
—and afterwards we found we had learnt much of what the 
marriage laws of Utopia allow and forbid. 

“ A simple natural freedom/’ he said, waving a grape 
in an illustrative manner, and so we gathered the Modern Utopia 
did not at any rate go to that. He spoke, too, of the regula¬ 
tion of unions, of people who were not allowed to have 
children, of complicated rules and interventions. ” Man/’ 
he said, “ had ceased to be a natural product ! ” 

We tried to check him with questions at this most illuminat¬ 
ing point, but he drove on like a torrent, and carried his topic 
out of sight. The world, he held, was overmanaged, and that 
was the root of all evil. He talked of the over management 
of the world, and among other things of the laws that would not 
let a poor simple idiot, a ” natural,” go at large. And so we 
had our first glimpse of what Utopia did with the feeble and 
insane. ” We make all these distinctions between man and 
man, we exalt this and favour that, and degrade and seclude 
that ; we make birth artificial, life artificial, death artificial.” 

” You say We** said I, with the first glimmering of a new 
idea, ” but you don’t participate ? ” 

” Not I ! I’m not one of your samurai , your voluntary 
noblemen who have taken the world in hand. I might be, 
of course, but I’m not.” 

” Samurai / ” I repeated, ” voluntary noblemen ! ” and 
for the moment could not frame a question. 

He whirled on to an attack on science, that stirred the 
botanist to controversy, He denounced with great bitterness 
aU specialists whatever, and particularly doctors and engineers. 

** Voluntary noblemen ! ” he said, ” voluntary Gods I 
fancy they think themselves,” and I was left behind for a 
space in the perplexed examination of this parenthesis, while 
he and the botanist—who is sedulous to keep his digestion 
up to date with all the newest devices—argued about the good 
of medicine men, 

*' The natural human constitution,” said the blond-haired 
man, ” is perfectly simple, with one simple condition—you 
must leave it to Nature. But if you mix up things so distinctly 
and essentially separated as the animal and vegetable king¬ 
doms, for example, and ram that in for it to digest, what can 
you expect ? 

” Ill health 1 There isn’t such a thing—in the course of 
Nature. But you shelter from Nature in houses, you protect 
yourselves by clothes that are useful instead of being orna¬ 
mental, you wash—with such abstersive chemicals as soap, 
for example—and above all you consult doctors.” He ap¬ 
proved himself with a chuckle. ” Have you ever found any 
one seriously ill without doctors and medicine about ? Never ! 
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You say a lot of people would die without shelter and medical 
attendance 1 No doubt—but a natural death, A natural 
death is better than an artificial life, surely ? That's—to be 
frank with you—the very citadel of my position." 

That led him, and rather promptly, before the botanist 
could rally to reply, to a great tirade against the laws that 
forbade “ sleeping out/' He denounced them with great 
vigour, and alleged that for his own part he broke that law 
whenever he could, found some corner of moss, shaded from 
an excess of dew, and there sat up to sleep. He slept, he said, 
always in a sitting position, with his head on his wrists, and his 
wrists on his knees—the simple natural position for sleep in 
man. ... He said it would be far better if all the world slept 

out, and all the houses were pulled down. 

You will understand, perhaps, the subdued irritation I felt, 
as I sat and listened to the botanist entangling himself in the 
logical net of this wild nonsense.^ It impressed me as being 
irrelevant. When one comes to a Utopia one expects a Cicerone, 
one expects a person as precise and insistent and instructive 
as an American advertisement—the advertisement of one of 
those land agents, for example, who print their own engaging 
photographs to instil confidence and begin, “ You want to buy 
real estate." One expects to find all Utopians absolutely 
convinced of the perfection of their Utopia, and incapable of 
receiving a hint against its order. And here was this purveyor 

of absurdities I # . 

And yet now that I come to think it over, is not this too 

one of the necessary differences between a Modern Utopia 
and those finite compact settlements of the older school of 
dreamers ? It is not to be a unanimous world any more, it 
is to have all and more of the mental contrariety we find in the 
world of the real ; it is no longer to be perfectly explicable, 
it is just our own vast mysterious welter, with some of the 
blackest shadows gone, with a clearer illumination, and a more 
conscious and intelligent will. Irrelevance is not irrelevant 
to such a scheme, and our blond-haired friend is exactly just 
where he ought to be here. 

Still- 


§3 

I ceased to listen to the argumentation of my botanist 
with this apostle of Nature. The botanist, in his scientific 
way was, I believe, defending the learned professions. (He 
thinks and argues like drawing on squared paper.) It struck 
me as transiently remarkable that a man who could not be 
induced to forget himself and his personal troubles on coming 
into a whole new world, who could waste our first evening in 
Utopia upon a paltry egotistical love story, should pres¬ 
ently become quite heated and impersonal in the discus¬ 
sion of scientific professionalism. He was—absorbed^ I can't 



THE VOICE OF NATURE 


6 7 


attempt to explain these vivid spots and blind spots in the 
imaginations of sane men ; there they are 1 

“ You say,” said the botanist, with a prevalent index 
finger, and the resolute deliberation of a big siege gun being 
lugged into action over rough ground by a number of in¬ 
experienced men, “ you prefer a natural death to an artificial 
life. But what is your definition (stress) of artificial ? - . 

An d after lunch too ! I ceased to listen, flicked the end 
of my cigarette ash over the green trellis of the arbour, stretched 
my legs with a fine rest fulness, leant back, and gave my mind 
to the fields and houses that lay adown the valley. 

What I saw interwove with fragmentary things our garrulous 
friend had said, and with the trend of my own speculations. . . . 

The high road, with its tramways and its avenues on either 
side, ran in a bold curve, and with one great loop of descent, 
down the opposite side of the valley, and below crossed again 
on a beautiful viaduct, and dipped into an arcade in the side 
of the Bristenstock. Our inn stood out boldly, high above the 
level this took. The houses clustered in their collegiate groups 
over by the high road, and near the subordinate way that ran 
almost vertically below us and past us and up towards the 
valley of the Meien Reuss. There were one or two Utopians 
cutting and packing the flowery mountain grass in the care¬ 
fully levelled and irrigated meadows by means of swift, light 
machines that ran on things like feet and seemed to devour the 
herbage, and there were many children and a woman or so, 
going to and fro among the houses near at hand. I guessed a 
central building towards the high road must be the school from 
which these children were coming. I noted the health and 
cleanliness of these young heirs of Utopia as they passed below. 

. The pervading quality of the whole scene was a sane order, 
the deliberate solution of problems, a progressive intention 
steadily achieving itself, and the aspect that particularly 
occupied me was the incongruity of this with our blond-haired 

friend. , _ . . . .. , 

On the one hand here was a state of affairs that implied a 

power of will, an organising and controlling force, the co¬ 
operation of a/ great number of vigorous people to establish 
and sustain its progress, and on the other t his creature of pose 
and vanity, with his restless wit, his perpetual giggle at his 
own cleverness, his manifest incapacity for comprehensive 
co-operation. 

Now, had I come upon a hopeless incompatibility ? Was 
this the reductio ad absurdum of my vision, and must it even 
as I sat there fade, dissolve, and vanish before my eyes ? 

There was no denying our blond friend. If this Utopia 
is indeed to parallel our earth, man for man—and I see no 
other reasonable choice to that—there must be this sort of 
person and kindred sorts of persons in great abundance. The 
desire and gift to see life whole is not the lot of the great 
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majority of men, the service of truth is the privilege of the elect, 
and these clever fools who choke the avenues of the world of 
thought, who stick at no inconsistency, who oppose, obstruct, 
confuse, will find only the freer scope amidst Utopian freedoms, 

(They argued on, these two, as I worried my brains with 
riddles. It was like a fight between a cock sparrow and a 
tortoise ; they both went on in their own way, regardless of 
each other’s proceedings. The encounter had an air of being 
extremely lively, and the moments of contact were few. “ But 
you mistake my point,” the blond man was saying, disordering 
his hair—which had become unruffled in the preoccupation 
of dispute—with a hasty movement of his hand, “ you don’t 
appreciate the position I take up.”) 

“ Ugh 1 ” said I privately, and lighted another cigarette 
and went away into ray own thoughts with that. 

The position he takes up ! That’s the way of your intel¬ 
lectual fool, the Universe over. He takes up a position, and 
he’s going to be the most brilliant, delightful, engaging and 
invincible of gay delicious creatures defending that position 
you can possibly imagine. And even when the case is not 
so bad as that, there still remains the quality. We “take up 
our positions,” silly little contentious creatures that we are, 
we will not see the right in one another, we will not patiently 
state and restate, and honestly accommodate and plan, and 
so we remain at sixes and sevens. We’ve all a touch of 
Gladstone in us, and try to the last moment to deny we have 
made a turn. And so our poor broken-springed world jolts 
athwart its trackless destiny. Try to win into line with some 
fellow weakling, and see the little host of suspicions, aggressions, 
misrepresentations, your approach will stir—like summer flies 
on a high road—the way he will try to score a point and claim 
you as a convert to what he has always said, his fear lest the 
point should be scored to you. 

It is not only such gross and palpable cases as our blond 
and tenoring friend. I could find the thing negligible were 
it only that. But when one sees the same thread woven into 
men who are leaders, men who sway vast multitudes, who are 
indeed great and powerful men ; when one sees how unfair 
they can be, how unteachable, the great blind areas in their 
eyes also, their want of generosity, then one’s doubts gather 
like mists across this Utopian valley, its vistas pale, its people 
become unsubstantial phantoms, all its orders and its happiness 
dim and recede. . . . 

If we are to have any Utopia at all, we must have a clear 
common purpose, and a great and steadfast movement of 
will to override all these incurably egotistical dissentients. 
Something is needed wide and deep enough to float the worst 
of egotisms away. The world is not to be made right by 
acclamation and in a day, and then for ever more trusted to 
run alone. It is manifest this Utopia could not come about 
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by chance and anarchy, but by co-ordinated effort and a 
community of design, and to tell of just land laws and wise 
government, a wisely balanced economic system, and wise 
social arrangements without telling how it was brought about, 
and how it is sustained against the vanity and self-indulgence, 
the moody fluctuations and uncertain imaginations, the heat 
and aptitude for partisanship that lurk, even when they do 
not flourish, in the texture of every man alive, is to build a 
palace without either door or staircase. 

I had not this in mind when I began. 

Somewhere in the Modem Utopia there must be adequate 
men, men the very antithesis of our friend, capable of self- 
devotion, of intentional courage, of honest thought, and steady 
endeavour. There must be a literature to embody their 
common idea, of which this Modem Utopia is merely the 
material form ; there must be some organisation, however 
slight, to keep them in touch one with the other. 

Who will these men be ? Will they be a caste ? a race ? 
an organisation in the nature of a Church ? . . . And there 
came into my mind the words of our acquaintance, that he 
was not one of these ” voluntary noblemen,” 

At first that phrase struck me as being merely queer, and 
then I began to realise certain possibilities that were wrapped 
up in it. 

The animus of our chance friend, at any rate, went to 
suggest that here was his antithesis. Evidently what he is 
not, will be the class to contain what is needed here. Evidently, 

§4 

I was recalled from my meditations by the hand of the 
blond-haired man upon my arm. 

I looked up to discover the botanist had gone into the inn. 

The blond-haired man was for a moment almost stripped of 
pose. 

t4 X say,” he said. “ Weren’t you listening to me ? ” 

" No,” I said bluntly. 

His surprise was manifest. But by an effort he recalled 
what he had meant to say. 

“ Your friend,” he said, ” has been telling me, in spite of 
my sustained interruptions, a most incredible story.” 

I wondered how the botanist managed to get it in. " About 
that woman ? ” I said. 

II About a man and a woman who hate each other and can’t 
get away from each other.” 

“ I know,” I said. 

” It sounds absurd.” 

“ It is.” 

41 Why can't they get away ? What is there to keep them 
together ? It’s ridiculous. I-” 

" Quite.” 
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” He would tell it to me/ 1 
It's his way." 

v ‘ He interrupted me. And there's no point in it. Is 

he——” he hesitated, “ mad ? ” 

‘‘ There’s a whole world of people mad with him,” I answered 

■after a pause. 

The perplexed expression of the blond-haired man intensi¬ 
fied. It is vain to deny that he enlarged the scope of his 
.inquiry, visibly if not verbally. ” Dear me ! ” he said, and 
took up something he had nearly forgotten. “ And you found 
yourselves suddenly on a mountain side ? . , . I thought you 
were joking.” 

I turned round upon him with a sudden access of earnest¬ 
ness. At least I meant my manner to be earnest, but to him 
it may have seemed wild. 

“ You,” I said, ” are an original sort of man. Do not be 
alarmed. Perhaps you will understand. . . . We were not 
joking,” 

“ But, my dear fellow ! ” 

** I mean it ! We come from an inferior world! Like this, 
but out of order.” 

“ No world could be more out of order-” 

” You play at that and have your fun. But there’s no 
limit to the extent to which a world of men may get out of 

gear. In our world-” 

He nodded, but his eye had ceased to be iriendly. 

“ Men die of starvation ; people die by the hundred thousand 
needlessly and painfully ; men and women are lashed together 
to make hell for each other; children are born—abominably, 
and reared in cruelty and folly ; there is a thing called war, 
a horror of blood and vileness. The whole thing seems to me 
at times a cruel and wasteful wilderness of muddle. You 
this decent world have no means of understanding-— ” 

“ Ho ? ” he said, and would have begun, but I went on too 


^ ‘‘No ! When I see you dandering through this excellent 
and hopeful world, objecting, obstructing, and bre akin g the 
law, displaying your wit on science and order, on the men who 
toil so ingloriously to swell and use the knowledge that is 
salvation, this salvation for which out poor world cries to 

heaven—-* * 

*• You don’t mean to say,” he said, ” that you really come 
from some other world where things are different and worse ? 

“ i do.” 

“ And you want to talk to me about it instead of listening 

to me ? ” 

<* Yes.” 

<* Oh, nonsense ! ” he said abruptly. “ You can’t do it-— 
really. I can assure you this present world touches the nadir 
of imbecility. You and your friend, with his love for the 
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lady who’s so mysteriously tied—you're romancing ! People 
could not possibly do such things. It’s—if you'll excuse 
me—ridiculous. He began—he would begin. A most tire¬ 
some story—simply bore me down. We’d been talking very 
agreeably before that f or rather I had, about the absurdity of 
marriage laws, the interference with a free and natural life, 
and so on, and suddenly he burst like a dam. No ! ” He 
paused. " It’s really impossible. You behave perfectly 
well for a time, and then you begin to interrupt. . . . And 
such a childish story, too ! " 

He spun round upon his chair, got up, glanced at me over 
his shoulder, and walked out of the arbour. He stepped aside 
hastily to avoid too close an approach to the returning botanist. 
" Impossible," I heard him say. He was evidently deeply 
aggrieved by us. I saw him presently a little way off in the 
garden, talking to the landlord of our inn, and looking towards 
us as he talked—they both looked towards us—and after that, 
without the ceremony of a farewell, he disappeared, and 
we saw him no more. We waited for him a little while, and 
then I expounded the situation to the botanist. ... 

" We are going to have a very considerable amount of 
trouble explaining ourselves/’ I said in conclusion. " We 
are here by an act of the imagination, and that is just one 
of those metaphysical operations that are so difficult to make 
credible. We are, by the standard of bearing and clothing I 
remark about us, unattractive in dress and deportment. We 
have nothing to produce to explain our presence here, no bit 
of a flying machine or a space travelling sphere or any of the 
apparatus customary on these occasions. We have no means 
beyond a dwindling amount of small change out of a gold 
com, upon which I suppose in ethics and the law some native 
Utopian had a better claim. We may already have got our¬ 
selves into trouble with the authorities with that confounded 
number of yours ! " 

" You did one too I " 

" All the more bother, perhaps, when the thing is brought 
home to us. There's no need for recriminations. The thing 
of moment is that we find ourselves in the position—not to 
put too fine a point upon it—of tramps in this admirable 
world. The question of all others of importance to us at 
present is what do they do with their tramps ? Because 
sooner or later, and the balance of probability seems to incline 
to sooner, whatever they do with their tramps that they will 
do with us." 

“ Unless we can get some work." 

" Exactly—unless we can get some work." 

“ Get work I " 

The bota nis t leant forward on his arms and looked out of 
the arbour with an expression of despondent discovery, 

*' I say/' he remarked ; " this is a strange world—quite strange 
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and new. Pm only beginning to realise just what it means for 
us. The mountains there are the same, the old Bristenstock 
and all the rest of it ; but these houses, you know, and that 
roadway, and the costumes, and that machine that is licking 
up the grass there—only. . . 

He sought expression. “ Who knows what will come in 
sight round the bend of the valley there ? Who knows what 
may happen to us anywhere ? We don’t know who rules 
over us even , . . we don’t know that ! ' 7 

“ No,” I echoed, ” we don’t know that.** 


CHAPTER FIVE 

FAILURE IN A MODERN UTOPIA 

§ I 

T he old Utopias—save for the breeding schemes of 
Plato and Campanella—ignored that reproductive 
competition among individualities which is the sub¬ 
stance of life, and dealt essentially with its incidentals. The 
endless variety of men, their endless gradation of quality, 
over which the hand of selection plays, and to which we owe 
the unmanageable complication of real life, is tacitly set aside. 
The real world is a vast disorder of accidents and incalculable 
forces in which men survive or fail. A Modem Utopia, 
unlike its predecessors, dare not pretend to change the last 
condition ; it may order and humanise the conflict, but men 
must still survive or fail. 

Most Utopias present themselves as going concerns, as 
happiness in being ; they make it an essential condition that 
a happy land can have no history, and all the citizens one is 
permitted to see are well looking and upright and mentally 
and morally in tune. But we are under the dominion of a 
logic that obliges us to take over the actual population of the 
world with only such moral and mental and physical improve¬ 
ments as lie within their inherent possibilities, and it is our 
business to ask what Utopia will do with its congenital invalids, 
its idiots and madmen, its drunkards and men of vicious mind, 
its cruel and furtive souls, its stupid people, too stupid to be 
of use to the community, its lumpish, unteachable and unim¬ 
aginative people ? And what will it do with the man who is 
“ poor ” all Tound, the rather spiritless, rather incompetent 
low-grade man who on earth sits in the den of the sweater, 
tramps the streets under the banner of the unemployed, or 
trembles—in another man’s cast-off clothing, and with an 
infinity of hat-touching—on the verge of rural employment ? 

These people will have to be in the descendant phase, the 
species must be engaged in eliminating them ; there is no 



FAILURE IN A MODERN UTOPIA 


73 

escape from that, and conversely the people of exceptional 
quality must be ascendant. The better sort of people, so 
far as they can be distinguished, must have the fullest freedom 
of public service, and the fullest opportunity of parentage. 
And it must be open to every man to approve himself worthy of 
ascendancy. 

The way of Nature in this process is to kill the weaker and 
the sillier, to crush them, to starve them, to overwhelm them, 
using the stronger and more cunning as her weapon. But 
man is the unnatural animal, the rebel child of Nature, and 
more and more does he turn himself against the harsh and 
fitful hand that reared him. He sees with a growing resent¬ 
ment the multitude of suffering ineffectual lives over which his 
species tramples in its ascent. In the Modern Utopia he will 
have set himself to change the ancient law. No longer will it 
be that failures must suffer and perish lest their breed increase, 
but the breed of failure must not increase, lest they suffer 
and perish, and the race with them. 

Now we need not argue here to prove that the resources 
of the world and the energy of mankind, were they organised 
sanely, are amply sufficient to supply every material need of 
every jiving human being. And if it can be so contrived that 
every human being shall live in a state of reasonable physical 
and mental comfort, without the reproduction of inferior 
types, there is no reason whatever why that should not be 
secured. But there must be a competition in life of some sort 
to determine who are to be pushed to the edge, and who are 
to prevail and multiply. Whatever we do, man will remain 
a competitive creature, and though moral and intellectual 
training may vary and enlarge his conception of success and 
fortify him with refinements and consolations, no Utopia 
will ever save him completely from the emotional drama of 
struggle, from exultations and humiliations, from pride and 
prostration and shame. He lives in success and failure just 
as inevitably as he lives in space and time. 

But we may do much to make the margin of failure endur¬ 
able. On earth, for all the extravagance of charity, the 
struggle for the mass of men at the bottom resolves itself into 
a struggle, and often a very foul and ugly struggle, for food, 
shelter, and clothing. Deaths outright from exposure and 
starvation are now perhaps uncommon, but for the multitude 
there are only miserable houses, uncomfortable clothes, and 
bad and in sufficient food ; fractional starvation and exposure, 
that is to say. A Utopia planned upon modern lines will 
certainly have put an end to that. It will insist upon every 
citizen being properly housed, well nourished, and in good 
health, reasonably clean and clothed healthily, and upon that 
insistence its labour laws will be founded. In a phrasing 
that will be familiar to every one interested in social reform, 
it will maintain a standard of life. Any house, unless it be 
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a public monument, that does not come up to its rising standard 
of healthiness and convenience, the Utopian State will incon¬ 
tinently pull down, and pile the material and charge the owner 
for the labour ; any house unduly crowded or dirty, it must 
in some effectual manner, directly or indirectly, confiscate 
and clear and clean. And any citizen indecently dressed, or 
ragged and dirty, or publicly unhealthy, or sleeping abroad 
homeless, or in any way neglected or derelict, must come under 
its care. It will find him work if he can and will work, it will 
take him to it, it wall register him and lend him the money 
wherewith to lead a comely life until work can be found or 
made for him, and it will give him credit and shelter him and 
strengthen him if he is ill. In default of private enterprises 
it will provide inns for him and food, and it will—by itself 
acting as the reserve employer—maintain a minimum wage 
which will cover the cost of a decent life. The State will stand 
at the back of the economic struggle as the reserve employer 
of labour. This most excellent idea does, as a matter of fact, 
under he the British institution of the workhouse, but it is 
jumbled up with the relief of old age and infirmity, it is adminis¬ 
tered parochially and on the supposition that all population 
is static and localised whereas every year it becomes more 
migratory ; it is administered without any regard to the rising 
standards of comfort and self-respect in a progressive civilisa¬ 
tion, and it is administered grudgingly. The thing that is 
done is done as unwilling charity by administrators who are 
often, in the rural districts at least, competing for low-priced 
labour, and who regard want of employment as a crime. 
But if it were possible for any citizen in need of money to 
resort to a place of public employment as a right, and there 
work for a week or month without degradation upon certain 
minimum terms, it seems fairly certain that no one would 
work, except as the victim of some quite exceptional and 
temporary accident, for less. 

The work publicly provided would have to be toilsome, 
but not cruel or incapacitating. A choice of occupations 
would need to be afforded, occupations adapted to different 
types of training and capacity, with some residual employment 
of a purely laborious and mechanical sort for those who were 
incapable of doing the things that required intelligence. 
Necessarily this employment by the State would be a relief of 
economic pressure, but it would not be considered a chanty 
done to the individual, but a public service. It need not 
pay, any more than the police need pay, but it could probably 
be done at a small margin of loss. There is a number of 
durable things bound finally to be useful that could be made 
and stored whenever the tide of more highly paid employment 
ebbed and labour sank to its minimum, bricks, iron from 
inferior ores, shaped and preserved timber, pins, nails, plain 
fabrics of cotton and linen, paper, sheet glass, artificial fuel. 
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and so on ; new roads could be made and public buildings 
reconstructed, inconveniences of all sorts removed, until 
under the stimulus of accumulating material y accumulating 
investments or other circumstances, the tide of private enter¬ 
prise flowed again. 

The State would provide these things for its citizen as 
though it was his right to require them ; he would receive as 
a shareholder in the common enterprise and not with any 
insult of charity. But on the other hand it will require that 
the citizen who renders the minimum of service for these 
concessions shall not become a parent until he is established 
in work at a rate above the minimum, and free of any debt 
he may have mcuired. The State will never press for its debt, 
nor put a limit to its^ accumulation so long as a man or woman 
remains childless ; it will not even grudge them temporary 
spells of good fortune when they may lift their earnings above 
the minimum wage. It will pension the age of every one 
uho cares to take a pension, and it will maintain special guest 
homes for the very old to which they may come as paying 
guests, spending their pensions there. By such obvious 
devices it will achieve the maximum elimination of its feeble 
and spiritless folk in every generation with the minimum of 
suffering and public disorder. 


§ 2 

But the mildly incompetent, the spiritless and dulljthe 
poorer sort who are ill, do not exhaust our Utopian problem. 
There remains idiots and lunatics, there remain perverse 
and incompetent persons, there are people of weak character 
who become drunkards, drug takers, and the like. Then 
there are persons tainted with certain foul and transmissible 
diseases. All these people spoil the world for others. They 
may become parents, and with most of them there is manifestly 
nothing to be done but to seclude them from the great body 
of the population. You must resort to a kind of social surgery. 
Vm 1 * canno ^ have social freedom in your public ways your 
ciiildren cannot speak to whom they will, your girls and gentle 
women cannot go abroad while some sorts of people go free. 
And there are violent people, and those who will not respect the 
property of others, thieves and cheats, they, too. so soon 
as their nature is confirmed, must pass out of the free life of 
our ordered world. So soon as there can be no doubt of the 
disease or baseness of the individual, so soon as the insanity 

° r assured, or the crime repeated a third time 

or the drunkenness or misdemeanour past its seventh occasion 

(let us say), so soon must he or she pass out of the common 
wavs of men. 

The dreadfulness of all such proposals as this lies in the 
possibility of their execution falling into the hands of hard dull 
and cruel administrators. But in the case of a Utopia one 
t.-b.—M.U. xi 
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assumes the best possible government, a government as 
merciful and deliberate as it is powerful and decisive. You 
must not too hastily imagine these things being done—as 
they would be done on earth at present—by a number of 
zealous half-educated people in a state of panic at a quite 
imaginary “ Rapid Multiplication of the Unfit.” 

No doubt for first offenders, and for all offenders under 
five-and-twenty, the Modem Utopia will attempt cautionary 
and remedial treatment. There will be disciplinary schools 
and colleges for the young, fair and happy places, but with 
less confidence and more restraint than the schools and colleges 
of the ordinary world. In remote and solitary regions these 
enclosures will lie, they will be fenced in and forbidden to the 
common run of men, and there, remote from all temptation, 
the defective citizen will be schooled. There will be no 
masking of the lesson ; “ which do you value most, the wide 
world of humanity, or this evil trend in you ? " From that 
discipline at last the prisoners will return. 

But the others ; what would a saner world do with them ? 

Our world is still vindictive, but the all-reaching State of 
Utopia will have the strength that begets mercy. Quietly 
the outcast will go from among his fellow-men. There will 
be no drumming of him out of the ranks, no tearing off of 
epaulettes, no smiting in the face. The thing must be just 
public enough to obviate secret tyrannies, and that is all. 

There would be no killing, no lethal chambers. No doubt 
Utopia will kill all deformed and monstrous and evilly diseased 
births, but for the rest, the State will hold itself accountable 
for their being. There is no justice in Nature perhaps, but 
the idea of justice must be sacred in any good society. Lives 
that statesmanship has permitted, errors it has not foreseen 
and educated against, must not be punished by death. If the 
State does not keep faith, no one will keep faith. Crime and 
bad lives are the measure of a State's failure, all crime in the 
end is the crime of the community. Even for murder Utopia 
will not, I think, kill. 

I doubt even if there will be jails. No men are quite wise 
enough, good enough and cheap enough to staff jails as a jail 
ought to be staffed. Perhaps islands will be chosen, islands 
lying apart from the highways of the sea, and to these the 
State will send its exiles, most of them thanking Heaven, no 
doubt, to be quit of a world of prigs. The State will, of course, 
secure itself against any children from those people, that is the 
primary object in their seclusion, and perhaps it may even be 
necessary to make these island prisons a system of island 
monasteries and island nunneries. Upon that I am not 
competent to speak, but if I may believe the literature of the 
subject—unhappily a not very well criticised literature—it is 
not necessary to enforce this separation. 1 

1 See, for example, Dr. W. A, Chappie's The Fertility of the Unfit. 
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About such islands patrol boats will go there will be nn 
freedoms of boat-building f and it may be necessary to have 

|™ ed ?“ ards * the cr eeks and quays. Beyond that t£ 
State will give these segregated failures just as full a liberty 
as they can have. If it interferes any further it will be sinxpR 
to police the islands against the organisation of serious cruelty 

maintain the freedom of any of the detained who wish it to* 
transfer themselves to other islands, and so to keep a check 
upon tyranny The insane, of course, will demand P care and 
control but there is no reason why the islands of the hopeless 
drunkard, for example, should not each have a virtual 
autonomy have at the most a Resident and a guard. I 
believe'that a community of drunkards might be capable of 

€ t V h G lts \ Qwn bad habit to the pitch of tolerable 

} do not see why such an island should not build 
and order for itself and manufacture and trade " Your 
ways are not our ways/' the World State will sav * « but 
here is freedom and a company of kindred souls. Elect your 
i ob > T /uJers, brew if you will, and distil ; here are vine cuttings 

ba / +i y fi t ds 1 dl K 3 ? ? pleases y° u to do * We will take 
gJJ of the knives, but for the rest—deal yourselves with 

T . And y ?V ee th ^ bi ^ L convict steamship standing in to the 
Island of Incurable Cheats. The crew are respectfully at 

their quarters, ready to lend a hand overboard but wide 
awake, and the captain is hospitably on the bridge to bid his 
guests good-bye and keep an eye on the movables. The new 
citizens for this particular Alsatia, each no doubt with his 

Jwt° na Ji securely packed and at hand, crowd the 

deck and study the neanng coast. Bright, keen facies would be 

a ? d W6j we b y. an y chance to find ourselves beside 
the captain, might recognise the double of this great earthlv 
magnate or that, Petticoat Lane and Park Lane cheek by 
jowl. The landing part of the jetty is clear of people only a 
government man or so stands there to receive the boat and 
prevent a rush, but beyond the gates a number of engagingly 
smart-looking individuals loiter speculatively. One figure! a 
renOTlrable t b “ ldm 6 labelled Custom House, an interesting 
fiscal revival thjs population has made, and beyond, crowding 
up the hill, the painted walls of a number of comfortable inns 
clamour loudly. One or two inhabitants in reduced circum¬ 
stances would act as hotel touts, there are several hotel omni¬ 
buses and a Bureau de Change, certainly a Bureau de Change. 
And a small house with a large board, aimed point-blank 
seaward, declares itself a Gratis Information OfficeTand next 
to itnses the graceful dome of a small Casino. Beyond, erreat 
hoardings proclaim the advantages of many island specialities 
a hustling commerce, and the opening of a PublirLottery." 
There is a large cheap-looking barrack, the school of Com¬ 
mercial Science for gentlemen of inadequate training. 
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Altogether a very go-ahead looking little port it would be, 
and though this disembarkation would have none of the flow 
of hilarious good fellowship that would throw a halo of genial 
noise about the Islands of Drink, it is doubtful if the new 
arrivals would feel anything very tragic in the moment* Here 
at last was scope for adventure after their hearts. 

This sounds more fantastic than it is. But what else is 
there to do, unless you kill ? You must seclude, but why 
should you torment ? All modern prisons are places of torture 
by restraint, and the habitual criminal plays the part of a 
damaged mouse at the mercy of the cat of our law. He has 
his little painful run, and back he comes again to a state more 
horrible even than destitution. There are no Alsatias left 
in the world. For my own part I can think of no crime, unless 
it is reckless begetting or the wilful transmission of contagious 
disease, for which the bleak terrors, the solitudes and ignominies 
of the modem prison do not seem outrageously cruel. If you 
want to go so far as that then kill. Why, once you are rid of 
them, should you pester criminals to respect an uncongenial 
standard of conduct ? Into such islands of exile as this a 
modern Utopia will have to purge itself. There is no altema- 
tive that I can contrive. 


§ 3 

Will a Utopian be free to be idle ? 

Work has to be done, every day humanity is sustained 
by its collective effort, and without a constant recurrence 
of effort in the single man as in the race as a whole, there is 
neither health nor happiness. The permanent idleness of a 
human being is not only burthensome to the world, but his 
own secure misery. But unprofitable occupation is also 
intended by idleness, and it may be considered whether that 
freedom also will be open to the Utopian. Conceivably it 
will, like privacy, locomotion, and almost all the freedoms of 
life, and on the same terms—if he possess the money to pay 
for it. 

The last condition may produce a shock in minds accus¬ 
tomed to the proposition that money is the root of all evil, 
and to the idea that Utopia necessarily implies something 
rather oaken and hand-made and primitive in all these rela¬ 
tions. Of course, money is not the root of any evil in the 
world ; the root of all evil in the world, and the root of all 
good too, is the Will to Live, and money becomes harmful 
only when by bad laws and bad economic organisation it is 
more easily attained by bad men than good. It is as reason¬ 
able to say food is the root of all disease, because so many 
people suffer from excessive and unwise eating. The sane 
economic ideal is to make the possession of money the clear 
indication of public serviceabfeness, and the more nearly 
that ideal is attained, the smaller is the justification of poverty 



FAILURE IN A MODERN UTOPIA 79 

and the less the hardship of being poor. In barbaric and 
disorderly countnes it is almost honourable to be indigent 
and unquestionably virtuous to give to a beggar and even in 

cornet °r/ eS K civ ? lis ^ d societies of earth, so many children 
rJ^r i nt ° hopelessly handicapped, that austerity to the 
poor Is regarded as the meanest of mean virtues/ But in 
Utopia evepr one will have had an education and a certain 

^Mt I m 0 health tl0n H and tr t in l ng ; evef y 0ne ' viU be insured 
against ill-health and accidents ; there will be the most 

organisation for balancing the pressure of employ- 

monLwc ut P re ® ence °t disengaged labour, and so to be 
moneyless wiU be clear evidence of unworthiness. In Utopia 

^U drea^of begging. t0 * CaSU&1 beggar > °ne 

There will need to be, in the place of the British casual 
wards, simple but comfortable inns with a low tanfl-^n 
trolled to a certain extent no doubt, and even in some cases 

relation 1 /1hp w*®' This . t£ H’ ia will have such a definite 

has incurred nn H'. 1 K*r+^ m +f ermJ f Slble wa G e > that a man who 

shfn w1lT hl h e b fe r eS hr0ugh . marTia «« or the like relation- 
snip, will be able to live in comfort and decency upon that 

minimum wage, pay his small insurance premium against 

disease, death, disablement, or ripening years, and have a 

f ° r -th l0thi h S i+ and 0tI ? er P ersonal expenses. But he 
will get neither shelter nor food, except at the price of his 

freedom, unless he can produce money. ^ 

But suppose a man without money in a district where 

o?£n£r nt 1S V n * 0t J° 1x5 { 0und for him'; suppose the amount 
of empioyrnent to hav e diminished in the Strict with such 

suddenness as to have stranded him there. Or «uDDose 

doL ° nly possible employer, or that he 

hlS ? artlcuIar work - T hen no doubt the Utopian 
wh ? WantS ever y. ODe to he just as happy as the future 

r^°l the mce P ermits » come to his assistance. One 

him resorting to a neat and business-like post office 

0^1 S c? l ? g i 1S case t0 a Civil and intelligent official. In any 
S^fK Ste; if economic conditions of every quarter of the 

5^« W l 1 i,i bC j a ^ ched as constantly as its meteorological 
f d k d 5 dy i of the country within a radius of 
i^ r ^a^^° Ur 'n U K dred mi ^ s showing all the places where labour 
13 “ e ® ded w?Jl hang upon the post office wall. To this his 

V 11 . 15 ? directed. The man out of work will decide 

+ 1 ww 3 ?;/h* IS i U< ui ln ?h ls place or that, and the public servant, 
the official, will make a note of his name, verify his identity— 

the freedom oi Utopia will not be incompatible with the 
universal registration of thumb-marks—and issue passes for 

£r V ht It ^ U ?? DS l° r an ? n ^ cessai y inn accommodation 
on his way to the chosen destination. There be will seek 
a new employer. 

Such a free change of locality once or twice a year from a 


So 
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region of restricted employment to a region of labour shortage 
will be among the general privileges of the Utopian citizen. 

But suppose that in no district in the world is there work 
within the capacity of this particular man ? 

Before we suppose that, we must take into consideration 
the general assumption one is permitted to make in all Utopian 
speculations. All Utopians will be reasonably well educated 
upon Utopian lines ; there will be no illiterates unless they are 
unteachable imbeciles, no rule-of-thumb toilers as inadaptable 
as trained beasts. The Utopian worker will be as versatile 
as any well-educated man is on earth to-day, and no Trade 
Union will impose a limit to his activities. The world will 
be his Union. If the work he does best and likes best is not 
to be found, there is still the work he likes second best. Lack¬ 
ing his proper employment, he will turn to some kindred trade. 

But even with that adaptability, it may be that sometimes 
he will not find work. Such a disproportion between the 
work to be done and the people to do it may arise as to present a 
surplus of labour everywhere. This disproportion may be 
due to two causes : to an increase of population without a 
corresponding increase of enterprises, or to a diminution of 
employment throughout the world due to the completion of 
great enterprises, to economies achieved, or to the operation 
of new and more efficient labour-saving appliances. Through 
either cause, a World State may find itself doing well except 
for an excess of citizens of mediocre and lower quality. 

But the first cause may be anticipated by wise marriage 
laws. . . .The full discussion of these laws will come later, 
but here one may insist that Utopia will control the increase of 
its population. Without the determination and ability to 
limit that increase as well as to stimulate it whenever it is 
necessary, no Utopia is possible. That was clearly demon¬ 
strated by Mai thus for all time. 

The second cause is not so easily anticipated, but then, 
though its immediate result in glutting the labour market is 
similar, its final consequences are entirely different from those 
of the first. The whole trend of a scientific mechanical 
civilisation is continually to replace labour by machinery and 
to increase it in its effectiveness by organisation, and so quite 
independently of any increase in population labour must 
either fall in value until it can compete against and check the 
cheapening process, or if that is prevented, as it will be in 
Utopia, by a minimum wage, come out of employment. 
There is no apparent lim it to this process. But a surplus of 
efficient labour at the minimu m wage is exactly the condition 
that should stimulate new enterprises, and that in a State 
saturated with science and prolific in invention will stimulate 
new enterprises. An increasing surplus of available labour 
without an absolute increase of population, an increasing 
surplus of labour due to increasing economy and not to pro- 
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iteration and which, therefore, does not press on and dis- 

n™Sf«i the *°°r SUpply ' is surel y th « ideal condition for a 
progressive wyilisation. I am inclined to think that since 

l ab ?^ r regarded as a delocalised and fluid force it will 

force ar^ttatwn ,^ 04 the big “^icipalitlef^mg the 

Kus labour “ nvenien 1 t for the State to hand over tS 
S!!n J?1 fo municipal purposes, but that is another 

th^ W ° rld toe labour exchanges wiU be 

eporting the fluctuating pressure of economic demand and 

SSgfcr* T k f 3 fr °“ „ this ^ excess to that ol 

State^faii? d whenever the excess is universal, the World 
State—failing an adequate development of private ente^ 

exce e ^T^e e t working day and so absorb the 

excess, or set on foot some permanent special works of its own 

K g J he mm,n ? um wa S e “d allowing them to proiress 

d cStS y Buiwitf J apMly “ 1116 ebb “d flow Z SlC 
?f* ate * But Wlth ^ ne marriage and birth laws there is no 

t0 ^PP°$e such calls upon the resources and initiative 

of the world more than temporary and exceptional occasions 

§4 

The existence of our blond bare-footed friend was evidence 
enough that in a modern Utopia a man will be free to be 

ia^pd 3 lh le USel6Ssly husy as h P^ses him, after he has 
earned the minimum wage. He must do that, of course to 

pay for his keep, to pay his assurance tax against ill health or 

old age, and any charge or debt paternity may have brought 

upon him. The World State of the B S Utopistis no state 

UtOTian scheme S of DS ' exam P le - under the restricted 

^3“ scheme of inheritance, a man inherited sufficient 

to wL l 6 f 6 h , im fr ? m the need to toiI > h e would be free 
to go where he pleased and do what be liked A certain 

° - men l ease is g° od ^ the world; work^a 
moral obligation is the morality of slaves, and so long as no 

one is overworked there is no need to worry because some 

JL e Fr^ r T° rked ’* Uto P ia does not exist as a solace for 
F leisure, m a good moral and intellectual atmo- 

2 epaSures me expenments » 001116 philosophy and the new 

In any modem Utopia there must be many leisurely people. 
We are all too obsessed in the real world by the strenuous 
ky that the vehement incessant fool is the only 

r !f h . teOUS man ’ Nothing done in a hurry, nothing done under 
sixain, is really well done. A State where all are working hard 

s&gf- “■* ■— 

freedom wiU have to be earned, and the inducements to ment*' 
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and women to raise their personal value far above the mini¬ 
mum wage will be very great indeed. Thereby will come 
privacies, more space in which to live, liberty to go everywhere 
and do no end of things, the power and freedom to initiate 
interesting enterprises and assist and co-operate with inter¬ 
esting people, and indeed all the best things of life. The 
modern Utopia will give a universal security indeed, and 
exercise the minimum of compulsions to toil, but it will offer 
some acutely desirable prizes. The aim of all these devices, 
the minimum wage, the standard of life, provision for all the 
feeble and unemployed and so forth, is not to rob life of 
incentives but to change their nature, to make life not less 
energetic, but less panic-stricken and violent and base, to 
shift the incidence of the struggle for existence from our lower 
to our higher emotions, so to anticipate and neutralise the 
motives of the cowardly and bestial, that the ambitious and 
energetic imagination which is man’s finest quality may 
become the incentive and determining factor in survival. 

§5 

After we have paid for our lunch in the little inn that 
corresponds to Wassen, the botanist and I would no doubt 
spend the rest of the forenoon in the discussion of various 
aspects and possibilities of Utopian labour laws. We should 
examine our remaining change, copper coins of an appearance 
ornamental rather than reassuring, and we should decide that 
after what we had gathered from the man with the blond hair, 
it would, oil the whole, be advisable to come to the point 
with the labour question forthwith. At last we should draw 
the deep breath of resolution and arise and ask for the Public 
Office, We should know by this time that the labour bureau 
sheltered with the post office and other public services in one 
building. 

The public office of Utopia would of course contain a few 
surprises for two men from terrestrial England. You imagine 
us entering, the botanist lagging a little behind me, and my 
first attempts to be off-hand and commonplace in a demand 
for work. 

The office is in charge of a quick-eyed little woman of six- 
and-tkirty perhaps, and she regards us with a certain keenness 
of scrutiny. 

4< Where are your papers ? ” she asks. 

I think for a' moment of the documents in my pocket, my 
passport chequered with visas and addressed in my com¬ 
mendation and in the name of her late Majesty by We, Robert 
Arthur Talbot Gascoigne Cecil, Marquess of Salisbury, Earl of 
Salisbury, Viscount Cranborne, Baron Cecil, and so forth, 
to all whom it may concern, my Carte d* I dentttS (useful on 
minor occasions) of the Touring Club de France, my green 
ticket to the Reading Room of the British Museum, and my 
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^ Indication from the London and County Bank. A 

V rom V U ™ to unfold all these, hand them to 
her and take the consequences, but I resist. 
ti Lost, I say briefly. 

<( }? s } ? ” slie a sks, looking at my friend. 

■fcSQtn, I answer. 

" How ? ” 

I astonish myself by the readiness of my answer. 

« And erartlu ^ Came ° ut of m - v P° c ket.’’ 

.< nJT t??T y - the ame ttun e happened to both of you ? ” 

her e^i.rr.. c d #2? n me . hl f , to P ut with my own.” She raised 
h Hls P°ckft is defective/’ I add, a little hastily. 

Sh^seems to reffl^c?orTprocec/ure! *“ **“ t0 f ° U ° W that "P- 

What are your numbers ? ” she asks abruptly. 

of tha * confounded visitors’ book at the inn above 

^ T i • • Let r e see >” 1 and pat my fore- 
“ 1 ^ M CCt ’ refraimn 5 from the official eye before me. 

-Let me scff* 


" Y^at is yours ? ” she asks the botanist. 
A. B.. he savs slowlv tf « «; 


ft 


4 4 


ft 


11 We've got our 


think—’’" hC SayS S! ° wly ’ " Uttle a < nine four sever., I 
** Don't you know ? ” 

ti JJ°t exactly,” says the botanist, very agreeably ** No ” 
£0 y°n mean to say neither of you know your own 
-!?%-> ’ says the little postmistress, &th a risiiqfnote 
Xes > 1 say with an engaging smile and trying to keep 

forgotten ” S0Cial t0ne * It>s queer ’ isn,t lt ? We 've both 

X?V, ^ j okin ^” slie suggests. 

Well, I temporise. 

I suppose you've got your thumbs ? ” 

, 13 ” I say and hesitate, 

thumbs, of course. 

I „\ haU have to , ^"i 3 a thumb-print down to the 
office and get your number from that. But are you sure 
you haven t your papers or numbers ? It’s very queer ” 

“** «»“. *«> ««■»«» 

^S S H ^ h ° UghtfuUy for the thumb-marking slab, and 
l a t, d0e ?.u° J a ? lai1 enters the office. At the sight of him 

/ n0t f of vehei > " What am I to do, sir, here ? “ 

He looks from her to us gravely, and his eye lights to 

■ “ VVhat is matter ’ mada ™ ? ' he 
&3KS, m a courteous voice. 

She explains. 

So far the impression we have had of our Utopia is one of 
hmrim onearthiy sanity, of good management and compre- 

m ever y juaterial thing, and it has seemed to 
us a little incongruous that all the Utopians we have talked 
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to, our host of last night, the postmistress and our garrulous 
tramp, have been of the most commonplace type. But 
suddenly there looks out from this man’s pose and regard 
a different quality, a quality altogether nearer that of the 
beautiful tramway and of the gracious order of the mountain 
houses. Here is a well-built man of perhaps five-and-thirty, 
with the easy movement that comes with perfect physical 
condition, his face is clean shaven and shows the firm mouth 
of a disciplined man, and his grey eyes are clear and steady. 
His legs are clad in some woven stuff deep-red in colour, and 
over this he wears a white shirt fitting pretty closely, and with 
a woven purple hem. His general effect reminds me somehow 
of the Knights Templars. On his head is a cap of thin leather 
and still thinner steel, and with the vestiges of ear-guards— 
rather like an attenuated version of the caps that were worn by 
Cromwell’s Ironsides. 

He looks at us, and we interpolate a word or so as she explains, 
and feel a good deal of embarrassment at the foolish position 
we have made for ourselves. I determine to cut my way out 
of this entanglement before it complicates itself further 

“ The fact is-” I say. 

" Yes ? ” he says, with a faint smile. 

” We've perhaps been disingenuous. Our position is so 
entirely exceptional, so difficult to explain-” 

“ Wffiat have you been doing ? ” 

" No,” I say, with decision ; “ it can’t be explained like 
that.” 

He looks down at his feet. ” Go on,” he says. 

I try to give the thing a quiet, matter-of-fact air, 4t You 
see,” I say, in the tone one adopts for really lucid explanations, 
f< we come from another world. Consequently, whatever 
thumb-mark registration or numbering you have in this planet 
doesn’t apply to us, and we don’t know our numbers because 
we haven’t got any. We are really, you know, explorers, 
strangers-’ ’ 

But what world do you mean ? ” 

“ It’s a different planet—a long way away. Practically at 
an infinite distance/’ 

He looks up in my face with the patient expression of a 
man who listens to nonsense. 

” I know it sounds impossible,” I say, ” but here is the 
simple fact—we appear in your world. We appeared sud¬ 
denly upon the neck of Lucendro—the Pas so Lu cend ro— 
yesterday afternoon, and I defy you to discover the faintest 
trace of us before that time. Down we marched into the 
San Gotthard road and here we are I That’s our fact. And 

as for papers- 1 Where in your world have you seen 

papers like this ? ” 

I produce my pocket-book, extract my passport, and present 
it to him. 
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His expression has changed. He takes the document 

and examines it, turns it over, looks at me, and smiles that 
faint smile of his again. 

"Have some, more/' I say, and proffer the card of the 

I follow up that blow with my green British Museum ticket 
as as a flag in a knight's chapel. 

, • ^ found out” he says, with my documents in 

his band You've got your thumbs. You'll be measured. 
Ah ®y “ refer to the central registers, and there you'll be ! ” 
That s just it/' I say. “ we shan't be." 

. , ** a queer sort of joke for you two men 

KjB* be decides, handing me back my documents. 

book 9 n ° °^ e at * Sa ^ 1 re P^ ac ^ n S them in my pocket- 

The postmistress intervenes. "What would you advise 
me to do ? 

** No money ? ” he asks. 

" No.” 

He makes some suggestions. f< Frankly,” he says " I 
think you have escaped from some island. How you got 
so far as here I can't imagine, or what you think you’ll do. 

* • * But anyhow, there's the stuff for your thumbs.” 

He points to the thumb-marking apparatus and turns 
to attend to his own busmess. 

Presently we emerge from the office in a state between 
discomfiture and amusement, each with a tramway ticket for 
Lucerne in his hand and with sufficient money to pay our 
expenses until the morrow. We are to go to Lucerne because 
there there is a demand for comparatively unskilled labour 
in carving wood, which seems to us a sort of work within our 
range and a sort that will not compel our separation. 

5 6 

The old Utopias are sessile organisations ; the new must 
square itself to the needs of a migratory population, to an 
endless coming and going, to a people as fluid and tidal as the 

8 ® a * w f? es _ noA en * er t into tbe scheme of earthly statesman¬ 
ship, but indeed all local establishments, afl definitions of 

E”®' now , meltin s under our eyes. Presently all 

the world will be awash with anonymous stranger men 

. - *5f si f?P} e ^ws of custom, the homely methods of 

identification that served in the little communities of the past 
when every one knew every one, fail in the face of this lique¬ 
faction. If the modem Utopia is indeed to be a world of 
responsible citizens, it must have devised some scheme bv 
which every person in the world can be promptly and certainly 
recognised, and ^ wiuch any one missing can be traced and 

This IS bv DO Rlfiiins fin imrw^QoiKL /IdrnAiik#! j 1 4 



86 


A MODERN UTOPIA 


population of the world is, on the most generous estimate, 
not more than 1,500,000,000, and the effectual indexing of 
this number of people, the record of their movement hither 
and thither, the entry of various material facts, such as 
marriage, parentage, criminal convictions and the like, the 
entry of the new-born and the elimination of the dead, colossal 
task though it would be, is still not so great as to be immeasur¬ 
ably beyond comparison with the work of the post offices in 
the world of to-day, or the cataloguing of such libraries as that 
of the British Museum, or such collections as that of the 
insects in Cromwell Road. Such an index could be housed 
quite comfortably on one side of Northumberland Avenue, 
for example. It is only a reasonable tribute to the distinctive 
lucidity of the French mind to suppose the central index 
housed in a vast series of buildings at or near Paris. The 
index would be classified primarily by some unchanging 
physical characteristic, such as we are told the thumb-mark 
and finger-mark afford, and to these would be added any other 
physical traits that were of material value. The classification 
of thumb-marks and of inalterable physical characteristics 
goes on steadily, and there is every reason for assuming it 
possible that each human being could be given a distinct 
formula, a number or “ scientific name," under which he or 
she could be docketed. 1 About the buildings in which this 
great main index would be gathered, would be a system of 
other indices with cross references to the main one, arranged 
under names, under professional qualifications, under diseases, 
crimes and the like. 

These index cards might conceivably be transparent and so 
contrived as to give a photographic copy promptly whenever 
it was needed, and they could have an attachment into which 
would slip a ticket bearing the name of the locality in which 
the individual was last reported. A little army of attendants 
would be at work upon this index day and night. From sub¬ 
stations constantly engaged in checking back thumb-marks 
and numbers, an incessant stream of information would come, 
of births, of deaths, of arrivals at inns, of applications to 
post offices for letters, of tickets taken for long journeys, of 
criminal convictions, marriages, applications for public doles 
and the like. A filter of offices would sort the stream, and 
all day and all night for ever a swarm of clerks would go to 
and fro correcting this central register, and photographing 
copies of its entries for transmission to the subordinate local 
stations, in response to their inquiries. So the inventory of 
the State would watch its every man and the wide world 
write its history as the fabric of its destiny flowed on. At 
last, when the citizen died, would come the last entry of all, 

1 It is quite possible that the actual thumb mark may play only a small part In the 
work of identification, but it is an obvious convenience to our thread of story to asaumi 
that It is the one sufficient feature. 
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I perceive I shall cut a queer figure in that focus, I shall 
affect a certain spurious ease of carriage no doubt. “ The 
fact is, I shall begin, » . 


§ 7 

And now see how an initial hypothesis may pursue and 
overtake its maker. Our thumb-marks have been taken, 
they have travelled by pneumatic tube to the central office 
of the municipality hard by Lucerne, and have gone on thence 
to the headquarters of the index at Paris, There, after a 
rough preliminary classification, I imagined them photo¬ 
graphed on glass, and flung by means of a lantern in colossal 
images upon a screen, all finely squared, and the careful 
experts marking and measuring their several convolutions. 
And then off goes a brisk clerk to the long galleries of the 
index building. 

I have told them they will find no sign of us, but you see 
him going from gallery to gallery, from bay to bay, from 
drawer to drawer, and from card to card. “ Here he is l " he 
mutters to himself, and he whips out a card and reads. “ But 
that is impossible ! " he says. . . . 

You figure us returning after a day or so of such Utopian 
experiences as I must presently describe, to the central office 
in Lucerne, even as we have been told to do. 

I make my way to the desk of the man who has dealt with 
us before. " Well ? " I say, cheerfully, “ have you heard! " 

His expression dashes me a little. “ We've heard," he 
says, and adds, n it's very peculiar." 

" I told you you wouldn’t find out about us," I say trium¬ 
phantly. 

" But we have," he says ; ** but that makes your freak 
none the less remarkable." 

" You’ve heard ! You know who we are t Well—tell 
us I We had an idea, but we’re beginning to doubt." 

“ You," says the official, addressing the botanist, “ are-!" 

And he breathes his name. Then he turns to me and gives 
me mine. 

For a moment I am dumbfounded. Then I think of the 
entries we made at the inn in the Urserenthal, and then in a 
flash I have the truth. I rap the desk smartly with my 
flnger-tips and shake my index-finger in my friend's face. 

‘ ‘ By love J " I say in English. " They’ve got our doubles i ” 

The botanist snaps his fingers. " Of course J I didn't 
think of that." 

** Do you mind," I say to this official, “ telling us some more 
about ourselves ? " 

" I can’t t hin k why you keep it up," he remarks, and then 
almost wearily tells me the facts about my Utopian self. 
They are a little difficult to understand. He says I am one 
of the samurai , which sounds Japanese, but you will be 
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degraded, he says, with a gesture almost of despair. He 

describes my position in this world in phrases that convev 
very little. 7 

The queer thing/' he remarks, ” is that you were in 
Norway only three days ago,” 

I am there still. At least- I'm sorry to be so much 

trouble to you, but do you mind following up that last clue 
and inquiring if the person to whom the thumb-mark really 
belongs isn’t in Norway still ? ” 

The idea needs explanation. He says something incom¬ 
prehensible about a pilgrimage. " Sooner or later,” I say, 

you will have to believe there are two of us with the same 
thumb-mark. I won't trouble you with any apparent non¬ 
sense about other planets and so forth again. Here I am. 
If I was in Norway a few days ago, you ought to be able to 
trace my journey hither. And ray friend ? ” 

*' He was in India.” The official is beginning to look 
perplexed. 

^It seems to me,” I say, " that the difficulties in this case 
are only just beginning. How did I get from Norway hither ? 
Does my friend look like hopping from India to the Saint 
Gotthard at one hop ? The situation is a little more difficult 
than that-” 

“ But here I ” says the official, and waves what are no doubt 
photographic copies of the index cards. 

“ But we are not those individuals I ” 

“ You are those individuals.” 

“ You will see,” I say. 

He dabs his finger argumentatively upon the thumb-marks. 

I see now,” he says. 

, There is a mistake, I maintain, ** an unprecedented 
mistake. There’s the difficulty. If you inquire you will find 
it begin to unravel. What reason is there for us to remain 
casual workmen here, when you allege we are men of position 
in the world, if there isn’t something wrong ? We shall stick 
to this wood-carving work you have found us here, and mean¬ 
while I think you ought to inquire again. That’s how the 
thing shapes to me,” 

rour case will certainly have to be considered further ” 
he saya, with the faintest of threatening notes in his tone. 

But at the same time ——hand out to those copies from the 
index again-—" there you are, you know i ” 


§8 

When my botanist and I have talked over and exhausted 
eveiy possibility of our immediate position, we should turn 
I think, to more general questions. 

I should tell him the thing that was becoming more and 
more apparent in my own mind. Here, I should say, is a 
world, obviously on the face of it well organised. Compared 
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with our world, it is like a well-oiled engine beside a scrap- 
heap. It has even got this confounded visual organ swivelling 
about in the most alert and lively fashion. Rut that’s by the 
way. ... Yon have only to look at all these houses below. 
(We should be sitting on a seat on the Giitsch and looking down 
on the Lucerne of Utopia, a Lucerne that would, I insist, 
quite arbitrarily, still keep the Wasserthurm and the Kapell- 
bracke.) You have only to mark the beauty, the simple 
cleanliness and balance of this world, you have only to see the 
free carriage, the unaffected graciousness of even the common 
people, to understand how fine and complete the arrange¬ 
ments of this world must be. How are they made so ? We 

£ . .. are not going to accept the sweetish, 

faintly nasty slopes of Rousseauism that so gratified our 
great-great-grandparents in the eighteenth. We know that 
order and justice do not come by Nature —“ if only the police¬ 
man would go away.’* These things mean intention, will, 
carried to a scale that our poor vacillating, hot and cold earth 
has never known. What I am really seeing more and more 
clearly is the will beneath this visible Utopia. Convenient 
houses, admirable engineering that is no offence amidst natural 
beauties, beautiful bodies, and a universally gracious carriage, 
these are only the outward and visible signs of an inward and 
spiritual grace. Such an order means discipline. It means 
triumph over the petty egotisms and vanities that keep men 
on our earth apart ; it means devotion and a nobler hope ; 
it cannot exist without a gigantic process of inquiry, trial, 
forethought and patience in an atmosphere of mutual trust 
and concession. Such a world as this Utopia is not made 
by the chance occasional co-operations of self-indulgent men, 
by autocratic rulers or by the bawling wisdom of the demo¬ 
cratic leader. And an unrestricted competition for gain, an 
enlightened selfishness, that too fails us. . . . 

I have compared the system of indexing humanity we have 
come upon to an eye, an eye so sensitive and alert that two 
strangers cannot appear anywhere upon the planet without 
discovery. Now an eye does not see without a brain, an eye 
does not run round and look without a will and purpose. A 
Utopia that deals only with appliances and arrangements is a 
dream of superficialities ; the essential problem here, the body 
within these garments, is a moral and an intellectual problem. 
Behind all this material order, these perfected communica¬ 
tions, perfected public services and economic organisations, 
there must be men and women willing these t hin gs. There 
must be a considerable number and a succession of these 
men and women of will. No single person, no transitory 
group of people, could order and sustain this vast complexity. 
They must have a collective if not a common width of aim, 
and that involves a spoken or written literature, a living litera¬ 
ture to sustain the harmony of their general activity. In some 
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to th?s . We b ° Und ourseIves helplessly to come 

The botanist would nod an abstracted assent. 

s ould cease to talk. I should direct my mind to the 
confused mass of memories three days in Utopia will have 
given us. Besides the personalities with whom we have come 

fellow^h 1 C h? ta H tf ° Ur various hosts ^ ou r foreman and work- 
fellows, the blond man, the public officials, and so on there 

wdl be a great multitude of other impressions. There will be 

many bright snapshots of little children, for example oTirk 

and women and men, seen in shops and offices and streets on 

a wmdows and hy the wayside, people riding hither 

n ither and walking to and fro, A very human crowd it 

has seemed to me But among them were there any who might 

be thought of as having a wider interest than the others who 

seemed in any way detached from the rest by a purpose* that 
passed beyond the seen ? y P P° na.t 

Then suddenly I recall that clean-shaven man who talked 
with us for a little while in the public office at WaSen the 

T<fmr>b.r° ° f my boylsh conception of a Knight 

come momentary impressions of other 
d sc ri ° us lo °king.people dressed after the same imn.w 
wor^s and phrases we have read in such scraps of Utopian 

th^SL a t, ha tu ° Ur way ’ and ex P r essions that fell from 
the loose mouth of the man with the blond hair 
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come to a point where the problem 
of a Utopia has resolved itself very simply into the 
problem of government and direction, I find I have 

aoc ”°°« ht botanist with me. Frankly he cannot tWnk 
so steadily onward as I can. I feel to think, he thinks to feel. 
It is I and my kind that have the wider range, because we ran 
be impersonal as well as personal. We can esS£e15“ 
In general terms, at least, I understand him, but he does not 
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understand me in any way at alL He thinks me an incompre- 
hensive brute because his obsession is merely one of my in¬ 
cidental interests, and wherever my reasoning ceases to be 
explicit and full, the slightest ellipsis, the most transitory 
digression, he evades me and is back at himself again. He 
may have a personal liking for me, though I doubt it, but also 
he hates me pretty distinctly, because of this bias he cannot 
understand. My philosophical insistence that things shall be 
reasonable and hang together, that what can be explained 
shall be explained, and that what can be done by calculation 
•and certain methods shall not be left to chance, he loathes. 
He just wants adventurously to feel. He wants to feel the 
sunset, and he thinks that on the whole he would feel it better 
if ^ he had not been taught the sun was about ninety-two 
million miles away. He wants to feel free and strong, and 
he would rather feel so than be so. He does not want to 
-accomplish great things, but to have dazzling things occur to 
him. He does not know that there are feelings also up in the 
clear air of the philosophic mountains, in the long ascents of 
effort and design. He does not know that thought itself is 
only a finer sort of feeling than his—good hock to the mixed 
gin, porter, and treacle of his emotions, a perception of simili¬ 
tudes and oppositions that carries even thrills. And naturally 
he broods on the source of all his most copious feelings and 
•emotions, women, and particularly upon the woman who has 
most made him feel. He forces me also to that. 

Our position is unfortunate for me. Our return to the 
Utopian equivalent of Lucerne revives in him all the melan¬ 
choly distresses that so preoccupied him when first we were 
transferred to this better planet. One day, while we are still 
waiting there for the public office to decide about us, he 
broaches the matter. It is early evening, and we are walking 
beside the lake after our simple dinner. “ About here,” he 
says, “ the quays would run and all those big hotels would be 
along here, looking out on the lake. It’s so strange to have 
seen them so recently, and now not to see them at all. . . . 
Where have they gone ? " 

“ Vanished by hypothesis/' 

“ What ? " 

“ Oh I They're there still. It's we that have come hither.'* 

“ Of course. I forgot. But still- You know, there 

was an avenue of little trees along this quay with seats, and 
she was sitting looking out upon the lake. ... I hadn't seen 
her for ten years." 

He looks about him still a little perplexed. “Now we are 
here," he says, “it seems as though that meeting and the talk 
we had must have been a dream." 

He falls musing. 

Presently he says : “ I knew her at once. I saw her in 
profile. But, you know, I didn’t speak to her directly. I 
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mviSf ^ tLTt a ? d *Z T ^ wa ^' to control 

myseli. . . . Then I turned back and sat down beside her. 

very quietly. She looked up at me. Everything came back_ 

For a moment or so I felt I was going to cry. 

That seems to give him a sort of satisfaction even in the 
reminiscence. 

We talked for a time just like casual acquaintances— 
about the view and the weather, and things like that ” 

He muses again. 

J n Utopia everything would have been different *' I sav 
I suppose it would/' y ' 

He goes on before I can say anything more 

i II Then, youknow, there was a pause, 'i had a sort of 
intuition that the moment was coming. So I think had she. 
You may scoff, of course, at these intuitions- 

tb __ _ _ Jv jB ■ j ^ 


ai • as i matter of fact. Instead, I swear secretly. 

Always this sort of man keeps up the pretence of highly dis¬ 
tinguished and remarkable mental processes, whereas —-have 
not I in my own composition, the whole diapason of emotional 
fool ? Is not the suppression of these notes my perpetual 

effort, my undying despair ? And then, am X to be accused of 
poverty ? 

But to his story. 

“ She said, quite abruptly, ‘ I am not happy,’ and I told 
her, I knew that the instant I saw you.’ Then, you know 
she began to talk to me very quietly, very frankly, about 
everything. It was only afterwards I began to feel just what 
it meant, her talking to me like that/' 

I cannot listen to this E 

" Don't you understand,” I cry, “ that we are In Utopia, 
bhe may be bound unhappily upon earth and you may be 
twund, but not here. Here I think it will be different. Her* 
the Jaws that control all these things will be humane and just. 

So that all you said and did, over there, does not signify here— 
does not signify here I " ** j 

He looks up for a moment at my face, and then carelessly 
at my wonderful new world. J 

44 Yes/' he says, without interest, with something of the 

i? n ®it 0 £ an ,t a ^ Stra f ted eider speaking to a child, 44 1 dare say 
it waff be all very fine here/' And he lapses, thwarted from hft 
confidences, into musing. 

. . is something almost dignified in this withdrawal Into 

himself, For a moment I entertain an illusion that really I 
am unworthy to hear the impalpable inconclusiveness of what 
he said to her and of what she said to him. 

I am snubbed. I am also amazed to find myself snubbed. 

I become breathless with indignation. We walk along side 
by side, but now profoundly estranged. 

I regard the facade of the Utopian public offices of Lucerne 
— 1 had meant to call his attention to some of the architec- 
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tural features of these—with a changed eye, with all the spirit 
gone out of my vision. I wish I had never brought this intro¬ 
spective carcass, this mental in grate, with me. 

I incline to fatalistic submission. I suppose I had no 
power to leave him behind. ... I wonder and I wonder. 
The old Utopists never had to encumber themselves with this 
sort of man. 


§ 2 

How would things be " different ” in the Modem Utopia ? 
After all it is time we faced the riddle of the problems of 
marriage and motherhood. ... 

Tb® Modem Utopia is not only to be a sound and happy 
World State, but it is to be one progressing from good to 
better. But as Malthus 1 demonstrated for all time, a State 
whose population continues to increase in obedience to un¬ 
checked instinct, can progress only from bad to worse. From 
the view of human comfort and happiness, the increase of 
population that occurs at each advance in human security is 
the greatest evil of life. The way of Nature is for every 
species to increase nearly to its possible maximum of numbers, 
and then to improve through the pressure of that maximum 
against its limiting conditions by the crushing and killing of 
all the feebler individuals. The way of Nature has also been 
the way of humanity so far, and except when a temporary 
alleviation is obtained through an expansion of the general 
stock of sustenance by invention or discovery, the amount of 
starvation and of the physical misery of privation in the world, 
must vary almost exactly with the excess of the actual birth¬ 
rate over that required to sustain population at a number 
compatible with a universal contentment. Neither has 
Nature evolved, nor has man so far put into operation, any 
device by which paying this price of progress, this misery of a 
multitude of starved and unsuccessful lives can be evaded. 
A mere indiscrimmating restriction of the birth-rate—an end 
practically attained in the homely, old-fashioned civilisation 
of China by female infanticide, involves not only the cessation 
of distresses but stagnation, and the minor good of a sort of 
comfort and social stability is won at too great a sacrifice. 
Progress depends essentially on competitive selection, and 
that we may not escape. 

But it is a conceivable and possible thing that this margin 
of futile struggling, pain and discomfort and death might be 
reduced to nearly nothing without checking physical and 
mental evolution, with indeed an acceleration of physical and 
mental evolution, by preventing the birth of those who would 
in the unrestricted interplay of natural forces be bora to suffer 
and fail. The method of Nature “ red in tooth and claw ” 
is to degrade, thwart, torture, and kill the weakest and least 

Essay on the Principles of Population. 


. i 
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°* every species in existence in each genera- 
?°.. kee P the specific average rising ; the ideal of a 
-denttfic civilisation is to prevent those weaklings being bom 

sorrow 1S ■rL«+ her w y evading Nature’s punishment of 
orrow. The struggle for life among the beasts and uncivilised 

^ JT and , death for the inferior individuals 

multt^lv in ft ,n -r rd f r oi hat the >' may increase and 
maletiLV ,*•£? Clv,bi ?r d State !t is now clearly possible to 
nrovtferi* c ° ndltlons of llfe tolerable for every living creature 

multintvinv R , n0 t n- P revented from increasing and 

Wa£i f 8- But .. thls Latter condition must be respected. 

™I^ hn g to escape death and wretchedness, we 
• S* ve b, rth and we may heap every sort of 
consolation pnze upon the losers in that competition The 

r n d ^ Stat V end ? t0 H u . alify inheritance, to insist upon ‘educa- 
+ . It>+« n ^ irtl ‘ r c i° r clnldren, to come in more and more In 

the Interests of the future between father and child It Is 

over the responsibility of the general welfare of the 
children more and more, and as it does so, its ritrht to decide 
whteh children it will shelter becomes more and more reasonable 

fW Kl far Co * dltloIls be prescribed ? how far can 

they be prescribed in a Modem Utopia ? 

Let us set aside at once all nonsense of the sort one hears 

^ arters abo P t the human stud farm. 3 State 

of , the P?P ula ^ lon was a reasonable proposal for 

^ ttennr^t’ ° f ^ bi °i°S ical knowledge of his time 

and the purely tentative nature of his metaphysics • but from 

any one in the days after Darwin, it is prejiosterous. Yet we 

ht » l 8 i Ven to . US , aS , the “^ st brilliant of modem discoveries 

unabl^t^!rmco h fhi ° f ^miog'cal writers, who seem totally 
™ ab « t .° Srasp the modification of meaning "species " and 

individual have undergone in the last fifty years. They 

, seem ca P ab] ® of tbe suspicion that the boundaries oi 
fP* c ’f have vanished, and that Individuality now carries with 
IS. quality of the unique I To them individuals are still 

m^fT 68 ^ 0 a Platonic idea l of the species, and the 
' °* n ?. more than an approximation to that 

to *Vm a Individuahty is indeed a negligible difference 

hlntei impertinence, and the whole flow of modem 
ological ideas has washed over them in vain. 

4 5 U * n J odern thinker individuality is the significant 

concerned VtS d ,b he idea ° f th f State - which is 

aUtiM 1n d orfir fe ave ^ ge and , general - selecting individu- 

surtlltv «P air them and improve the race, an ab- 

XfiSi+ b ke fixing a crane on the plain in order to raise 
the hill-tops. In the initiative of the individual above the 

the reality of the future - w Wch the State, pre¬ 
senting the average, may subserve but cannot control. And 

the natural centre of the emotional life, the cardinal will, 

1 S« Mankind in th<e Making, cb. ii. 


9 ^ A MODERN UTOPIA 

the supreme and significant expression of individuality, should 
lie in the selection of a partner for procreation. 

But compulsory patting is one thing, and the maintenance 
of general limiting conditions is another, and one well within 
the scope of State activity. The State is justified in saying, 
before you may a< 3 d children to the community for the com- 
munity to educate and in part to support, you must be ahove 
a certain minimum of personal efficiency, and this you must 
show by holding a position of solvency and independence in 
the world , you must be above a certain age, and a certain 
m inim um. of physical development, and free of any trans¬ 
missible disease. You must not be a criminal unless you have 
expiated your offence. Failing these simple qualifications, 
it you and some person conspire and add to the population of 
the State, we will, for the sake of humanity, take over the 
innocent victim of your passions, but we shall insist that you 
are under a debt to the State of a peculiarly urgent sort, and 
one you will certainly pay, even if it is necessary to use re¬ 
straint to get the payment out of you j it is a debt that hag 
m the last resort your liberty as a security, and, moreover, 
** . * s ^mng happens a second time, or if it is disease or im¬ 
becility you have multiplied, we will take an absolutely 
effectual guarantee that neither you nor your partner offend 
again in this matter. 

" Harsh \ ” you say, and " Poor Humanity I ” 

You have the gentler alternative to study in your terrestrial 
slums and asylums. 

It may be urged that to permit conspicuously inferior people 
to have one or two children in this way would be to fail to 
attain the desired end, but, indeed, this is not so. A suitably 
qualified permission, as every statesman knows, may produce 
the social effects without producing the irksome pressure of an 
absolute prohibition. Amidst bright and comfortable circum¬ 
stances, and with an easy and practicable alternative, people 
will exercise foresight and self-restraint to escape even the 
possibilities of hardship and discomfort; and free life in 
Utopia is to be well worth this trouble even for inferior people. 
The growing comfort, self-respect, and intelligence of the 
English is shown, for example, in the fall in the proportion 
of illegitimate births from 2-2 per 1000 in 1846-50 to 1-2 per 
1000 in 1890—1900, and this without any positive preventive 
laws whatever. This most desirable result is pretty certainly 
not the consequence of any great exaltation of our moral tone, 
but simply of a rising standard of comfort and a livelier sense 
of consequences and responsibilities. If so marked a change 
is possible in response to such progress as England has achieved 
in the past fifty years, if discreet restraint can be so effectual 
as this, it seems reasonable to suppose that in the ampler know¬ 
ledge and the cleaner, franker atmosphere of our Utopian 
planet the birth of a child to diseased or inferior parents, and 
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disastera t0 ^ sanctions oi the state > wilt be the rarest of 

And the death of a child, too, that most tragic event, Utopia 
will rarely know. Children are not bom to die in childhood 

^?Jn^°o U L W ° rld - at pres f n *’ through the defects of our medicai 
science and cursing methods, through defects in our organisa- 

H on ’./} rolI §’’ Poverty and carelessness, and through the birth 

J?' re “ vfe 4 n ® ver ou £ ht to have been bom, one out of 

children bom dies within five years. It may be the 

haS ,T^tnessed this most distressful of all human 

tragedies. It is sheer waste of suSering. There is no reason 

why ninety-nine out of every hundred children bom should 

it °- a - 1 *? j Accordingly > in any Modern Utopia, 

it must be insisted they will, K 

§ 3 

. w ^. f°™ er Utopias have, by modern standards, erred on 
the side of over regulation in these matters. The amount of 
State interference with the marriage and birth of the citizens 
of a modem Utopia will be much less than in any terrestrial 

2 k * J ust , as m relation to property and enterprise, 

e aw will regulate only in order to secure the utmost 
freedom and initiative. 

Up to the beginning of this chapter, our Utopian speculations, 
like many Acts of Parliament, have ignored the difference of 

® ex * u r He 3 S d ? ed 1S to ^ read as “ He She " in all that 
goes before. But we may now come to the sexual aspects of 

the modern ideal of a constitution of society in which, for all 
purposes of the individual, women are to be as free as men 
This wiU certainly be realised in the Modem Utopia, if it can 
oe realised at all—not only for woman's sake, but for man’s. 

But women may be free in theory and not in practice 
and as long as they suffer from their economic inferiority! 
irom the inability to produce as much value as a man for the 
same amount of work—and there can be no doubt of this 
inferiority- so long will their legal and technical equality be 
a mockery. It is a fact that almost every point in which a 
woman diners from a man is an economic disadvantage to her 

Hahi?H^ a ?^ C Ii^Kl 0 Mi great s J resses of exertion, her frequent 
liability to slight illnesses, her weaker initiative, her inferior 

invention and resourcefulness, her relative incapacity for 
organisation and combination, and the possibilities of emo¬ 
tional complications whenever she is in economic dependence 
on men. So long as women are compared economically with 

Wh k?? 3 **}?? wi £ be inferior in precisely the measure 
in which they differ from men* All that constitutes this 
difference they are supposed not to trade upon except in one 
way, and that is by winning or luring a man to marry, selling 
themselves in an almost irrevocable bargain, and then follow¬ 
ing and sharing his fortunes for ** better or worse, 
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But do not let the proposition in its first crudity alarm 
you suppose the Modem Utopia equalises things between the 
sexes in the only possible way, by insisting that motherhood 
is a service to the State and a legitimate claim to a living • 
and that, smce the State is to exercise the right of forbidding 

motherhood, a woman who is, or is becoming a 
mother, is as much entitled to wages above the minimum 
wage, to support, to freedom, and to respect and dignity as a 
policeman, a solicitor-general, a king, a bishop in the State 
Church, a Government professor, or any one else the State 
sustains. Suppose the State secures to every woman who is, 

sanctions, becoming or likely to become a 
mother, that is to say who is duly married, a certain wage 
from her husband to secure her against the need of toil and 
anxiety, suppose it pays her a certain gratuity upon the birth 
_ a . C ^^ J an< ^ continues to pay at regular intervals sums 
Aumcient to keep her and her child in independent freedom, so 
long as the child keeps up to the minimum standard of health 
and physical and mental development. Suppose it pays more 
upon the child when it rises markedly above certain minimum 
qualifications, physical or mental, and, in fact, does its best 
p 5 ' ma . thoroughly efficient motherhood a profession worth 
following. And suppose in correlation with this it forbids the 
industrial employment of married women and of mothers who 
have children needing care, unless they are in a position to em- 
ploy qualified efficient substitutes to take care of their offspring. 
What differences from terrestrial conditions will ensue ? 

this extent of intervention will at least abolish two or three 
salient hardships and evils of the civilised life. It will abolish 
the hardship of the majority of widows, who on earth are poor 
and encumbered exactly in proportion as they have dis¬ 
charged the chief distinctive duty of a woman, and miserable, 
just in proportion as their standard of life and of education is 
high. It will abolish the hardship of those who do not now 
marry on account of poverty, or who do not dare to have 
children. The fear that often turns a woman from a beautiful 
to a mercenary marriage will vanish from life. In Utopia 
a career of wholesome motherhood would be, under such 
conditions as I have suggested, the normal and remunerative 
calling for a woman, and a capable woman who has borne, 
bred, and begun the education of eight or nine well-built, 
intelligent, and successful sons and daughters would be an 
extremely prosperous woman, quite irrespective of the econo¬ 
mic fortunes of the man she has married. She would need to 
be an exceptional woman, and she would need to have chosen 
a man at least a little above the average as her partner in life. 
But his death, or misbehaviour, or misfortunes would not 
ruin her, 

Now such an arrangement is merely the completed induction 
from the starting propositions that make some measure of 
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education free and compulsory for every child in the State 

P reve ? t . peop'e making profit out of their children— 
and every civilised State—even that compendium of old- 
fashioned Individualism, the United Stated of America—is 
now disposed to admit the necessity of that prohibition—and 

einYrir* *? ovide fo J * he aged instead of leaving them to their 

aoi d I Cn S ! CnSe ° f duty - tiie practical inducements to parent- 
ge, except among very wealthy people, are greatly reduced 

sohW^H^ 1 fa , Ct ° r in the leads’ to mLe than a 

T St V™ to a marria 8 e - and with a high 
* ta " dard of comfort and circumspection it is unlikely 
that the birth-rate will ever rise very greatly again The 

e,no?otm wdl f hoId ‘that if you keep the children from® profitable 

anv hnf the ° f I- Sak ,? ° f - l he future - then - if Ton want 
ft, \ ^ exceptionally rich, secure, pious, unselfish or 

t0 t ^ ar chlldren freel y. you must be prepared to throw 
the cost of their mamtenance upon the general community. 

In short, Utopia will hold that sound childbearing and 

13 a sen ? ce do "e, not to a particular man, but to the 

, ^] e C rK mU K mty f and a11 lts l e ?al arrangements for mother- 
hood will be based on that conception. 

§ 4 

And after these preliminaries we must proceed to ask first 
what will be the Utopian marriage law, and then what sort cf 
customs and opinions are likely to be superadded to that Jaw ? 

of our reasoning has brought us to the conclusion 
that the Utopian State will feel justified in intervening be¬ 
tween men and women on two accounts, first on account of 
paternity, and secondly on account of the clash of freedoms 

t iSL may °^ erw J se ans ^- The Utopian State will effectually 
interfere with and prescribe conditions for all sorts of contract 

and for this sort of contract in particular it will be in agreement 
witt almost every earthly State, in defining in the completest 
fashion what things a man or woman may be bound to do 
and what they cannot be bound to do. From the point of view 
of a statesman, marriage is the union of a man and woman in a 
manner so intimate as to involve the probability of offspring 
and it is of primary importance to the State, first in order to 
secure good births and secondly good home conditions, that 
these unions should not be free, nor promiscuous, nor practic- 
U JH versa ^ throughout the adult population. 

Prolific marriage must be a profitable privilege, it must 
occur only under certain obvious conditions, the contracting 

health and condition, free from specific 
transnMssible taints, above a certain minimum age, and 

sufficiently intelligent and energetic t© have acquired a mini¬ 
mum education. The man at least must be in receipt of a 
net income above the minimum wage, after any outstanding 
charges against him have been paid. All this much it is surely 



IOO 


A MODERN UTOPIA 

reasonable to insist upon before the State becomes responsible 
for the prospective children. The age at which men and 
women may contract to marry is difficult to deter mine . But 
if we are, as far as possible, to put women on an equality with 
men, if we are to insist upon a universally educated popula¬ 
tion, and if we are seeking to reduce the infantile death-rate 
to zero, it must be much higher than it is in any terreS 
state. The woman should be at least one-and -twenty * the 
mam twenty-six or twenty-seven. ’ 

One imagines the parties to a projected marriage first 
obtaining licences which will testify that these conditions 
are satisfied. From the point of view of the theoretical 
utopian State, these licences are the feature of primary im¬ 
portance. Then, no doubt, that universal register at Paris 
would come into play. As a matter of justice, there must be 
no deception between the two people, and the State will ensure 
that in certain broad essentials this is so. They would have 
to communicate their joint intention to a public office after 
their personal licences were granted, and each would be 
supplied with a copy of the index card of the projected mate, 
on which would be recorded his or her age, previous marriages, 
legally important diseases, offspring, domiciles, public appoint¬ 
ments, criminal convictions, registered assignments of pro- 
j>erty r and so forth. Possibly it might be advisable to have a 
little ceremony for each party, for each in the absence of the 
other, in which this record could be read over in the presence 
of witnesses, together with some prescribed form of address of 
counsel in the matter. There would then be a reasonable 
interval for consideration and withdrawal on the part of either 
spouse. In the event of the two people persisting in their 
resolution, they would after this minimum interval signify 
as much to the local official and the necessary entry would be 
made in the registers. These formalities would be quite 
independent of any religious ceremonial the contracting parties 
might choose, for with religious belief and procedure the 
modern State bas no concern. 

So much for the preliminary conditions of matrimony. 
For those men and women who chose to ignore these conditions 
and to achieve any sort of union they liked, the State would 
have no concern, unless offspring were bom illegitimately. 

In that case, as we have already suggested, it would be only 
reasonable to make the parents chargeable with every duty, 
with maintenance, education, and so forth, that in the normal 
course of things would fall to the State. It would be necessary 
to impose a life-assurance payment upon these parents, and 
to exact effectual guarantees against every possible evasion 
of the responsibility they had incurred. But the further 
control of private morality, beyond the protection of the im¬ 
mature from corruption and evil example, will be no concern 
of the State's, When a child comes in, the future of the species 
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* 5 ^ < ? e , Sta , te < T? mes in ^ the guardian of interests 
wider than the individual's ; but the adult's private life is 

th M^ e l y P n ya te !ife into which the State may not intrude 
matrimony 3 ? 56 the nature of conSof 

, * he b*?* <? f the two points of view named above that 

^lfbettl^hastifv of b Th° US -^ at ^ .™ a ™ d able condition 
strati * * ty f th Wlfe - Her infidelity being demon- 
Wh k' terminate the marriage and release 

suoDort r of h h Sban n a v d the State from an y Ability for the 
tevrad ron£ illegitimate offspring. That, at any rate, is 

vofve +h^+ i^ w y ’ marriage contract that does not ia- 

It will he nK ■ a + *^ ln ?P^ metaphysics over common sense 

thaT win i US that U ? der Ut ?P ,an conditions it is the State 
h.«K W j s n® er injury by a wife’s misconduct and that a. 

^: ho condones anything of the sort will participate 

account*wni° he h A WOm r- theref ° re - w b° is divorced on this 

k^of a nlrsnnal ° ced f a P ublic ^nder, and not in the 

P ers ° nal quarrel ; not as one who has inflicted a 

nnpHcations^f Carriage 08 ThiS ’ to °* lies with “ the P rima T 

in Utopia involve'? 411 cond,tions should a marriage contract 

of restrain * on the part of the husband is clearly 

mnnv whatever, so far as the first end of mat/ 

birt Z g n’JJ* protection of the community from inferior 

it a variable wrong to the State. But it does carry with 
it a variable amount of emotional offence to the wife • it ™av 

raS^v^it^ ST tar . ^“t 

han^eeai ia^f y d to her neglect, her solitude and un- 
tiapjmess, and it may even work to her physical iniurv The™ 
should be an implication that it is 

^>und herseU to the man for the good of the State and cleariv 

dow o^r 3 The ttw Sh r 0 cL d l0 « k to the State f ° r relief « «t 
Z, occur .* Til ? extent of the offence given her is the exact 

and if f injui y** s ^ e does not mind nobody minds 

tolhi ^ es K not suffer nothing whatever is lost 

nuscon<Wt d an h u b '* ^ h ? uI f rest with her to estabUsh his 

AfSture on ^thPr h «®a tlU * nk3 *° terminate the marriage. 
a xaiiure on either side to perform the eJementarv dntip-o nf 

desertion, for example, should obviously rive 
the other mate the right to relief, and clearly the deveW 

the°Bte n or‘^nt^ 3 ^ habit ’ drunkenness, or drog-taklng, 

“?* ® r a “y serious crime or acts of violence, should give 

Ple ase. Moreover, the modem Utopian 

OTmtion anrt the s®*? 8 onl y because of the coming 

geiwmttoo, and for it to sustain restrictions upon conduct 

m a continually fruitless marriage is obviously to Iawa mtn 
purdy moral intervention. It 

to set a term to a marriage that remains childless, to let ft 
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expire at the end of three or four or five unfruitful years but 

with no restriction upon the right of the husband and wife to 
marry each other again. 

These are the fairly easy primaries of this question. We 
now come to the more difficult issues of the matter. The first 
of these is the question of the economic relationships of 
husband and wife, having regard to the fact that even in 
Utopia women, at least until they become mothers are likely 
to be on the average poorer than men. The second is the 
question of the duration of a marriage* But the two inter- 
ock, and are, perhaps, best treated together in one common 
section. And they both ramify in the most complicated 

manner into the consideration of the general morale of the 
community. 


§ 5 

marriage is the most complicated and 
1 icult m the whole range of Utopian problems. But it is 
happily not the most urgent necessity that it should be abso- 

' , vec '* . The ur &ent and necessary problem is the ruler, 
.lch rulers rightly contrived and a provisional defective 
mam age law a Utopia may be conceived as existing and study- 
ing to perfect itself, but without rulers a Utopia is impossible 
. the theory of its matrimony be complete. And the 

difficulty in this question is not simply the difficulty of a 
complicated chess problem, for example, in which the whole 
tangle of considerations does at least lie in one plane, but 
a series of problems upon different levels and containing 
incommensurable factors. 

It is very easy to repeat our initial propositions, to recall 
that we are on another planet, and that all the customs and 
traditions of the earth are set aside, but the faintest realisa¬ 
tion of that demands a feat of psychological insight. We 
have all grown up into an invincible mould of suggestion about 
sexual things ; we regard this with approval, that with horror, 
and this again with contempt, very largely because the thing 
has always been put to us in this light or that. The more 
emancipated we think ourselves the more subtle are our bonds 
The disentanglement of what is inherent in these feelings 
from what is acquired is an extraordinary complex under¬ 
taking. Probably all men and women have a more or less 
powerful disposition to jealousy, but what exactly they will 
be jealous about and what exactly they will suffer seems part 
of the superposed factor. Probably all men and women are 
capable of ideal emotions and wishes beyond merely physical 
desires, but the shape these take are almost entirely a reaction 
to external images. And you really cannot strip the external 
off; you cannot get your stark natural man, jealous, but not 
jealous about anything in particular, imaginative without any 
imaginings, proud at large. Emotional dispositions can no 
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more exist without form than a man without air. Only 

observant man who had lived all over the planet Earth 

all sorts of social strata, and with every race and tongue . 

ana who was endowed with great imaginative insight, could 

hope to understand the possibilities and the limitations of 

uman plasticity in this matter, and say what any men and 

any women could be induced to do willingly, and just exactly 

wnat no man and no woman could stand, provided one h..d 

the -braining of them. Though very young men will tell vou 

readily enough. The proceedings of other races and other 

ages do not seem to carry conviction ; what our ancestors did. 

or what the Greeks or Egyptians did, though it is the direc t 

pmtsical cause of the modem young man or the modem your*- 

y, is apt to impress these remarkable consequences merely 

as an arrangement of quaint, comical, or repulsive proceedings. 

«ut there emerges to the modem inquirer certain ideki* 

and desiderata that at least go some way towards completing 

an expanding the crude primaries of a Utopian marriage law 
set out in § 4. & 

The sound birth being assured, does there exist any valid 
reason for the persistence of the Utopian marriage union > 

There are two lines of reasoning that go to establish a 
longer duration for marriage. The first of these rests upon 
the general necessity for a home and for individual attention 
n the case of children. Children are the results of a choice 
between individuals ; they grow well, as a rule, only in rela- 
, n sympathetic and kindred individualities, and no whole¬ 
sale character-ignoring method of dealing with them has ever 

Kr*4.v a s ^? d A ow °* the success of the individualised home. 
Neither Plato nor Socrates, who repudiated the home, seems 

mol to £ ave had to do with anything younger than a young 
man. Procreation is only the beginning of parentage and 
even where the mother is not the direct nurse and teacher of 
her child, even where she delegates these duties, her super- 
vision is, m the common case, essential to its welfare. More- 
over though the Utopian State will pay the mother, and the 

being and welfare of her legitimate 
rnlaren, there will be a clear advantage in fostering the natural 
disposition of the father to associate his child’s welfare with 
his individual egotism, and to dispense some of his energies 
ean l* n £? 9 ,n supplementing the common provision of the 
otate. it is an absurd disregard of a natural economy to 

th ® *p nat ® philoprogenitiveness of either sex uncult i- 
vuted. Unless the parents continue in close relationship u 

^*£ P ^ 3 ^t br ° Ugb a series of marriages, the dangers of 
conflict of nghts, and of the frittering away of emotions 

The family will lose homogeneity, and its 
individuals will have for the mother varied and perhaps in¬ 
compatible emotional associations. The balance of social 
advantage is certainly on the side of much more permanent 
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unions, on the side of an arrangement that, subject to ample 
provisions for a formal divorce without disgrace in cases of 
incompatibility, would bind, or at least enforce ideals that 
would tend to bind, a man and woman together for the whole 
term of her maternal activity, until, that is, the last bom of 
her children was no longer in need of her help. 

The second system of considerations arises out of the 
artificiality of woman’s position, It is a less conclusive series 
than the first, and it opens a number of interesting side vistas. 

A great deal of nonsense is talked about the natural equality 
or inferiority of women to men. But it is only the same 
quality that can be measured by degrees and ranged in ascend¬ 
ing and descending series, and the things that are essentially 
feminine are different qualitatively from and incommensurable 
with the distinctly masculine things. The relationship is in 
the region of ideals and conventions, and a State is perfectly 
free to determine that men and women shall come to inter¬ 
course on a footing of conventional equality, or with either 
the man or woman treated as the predominating individual. 
Aristotle’s criticism of Plato in this matter, his insistence upon 
the natural inferiority of slaves and women, is just the sort of 
confusion between inherent and imposed qualities that was his 
most characteristic weakness. The spirit of the European 
people, of almost all the peoples now in the ascendant, is 
towards a convention of equality ; the spirit of the Mahometan 
world is towards the intensification of a convention that the 
man alone is a citizen and that the woman is very largely his 
property. There can be no doubt that the latter of these two 
convenient fictions is the more primitive way of regarding this 
relationship. It is quite unfruitful to argue between these 
ideals as if there were a demonstrable conclusion, the adoption 
of either is an arbitrary act, and we shall simply follow our 
age and time if we display a certain bias for the former. 

If one looks closely into the various practical expansions of 
these ideas, we find their inherent falsity works itself out in a 
very natural way so soon as reality is touched. Those who 
insist upon equality work in effect for assimilation, for a 
similar treatment of the sexes. Plato’s women of the govern¬ 
ing class, for example, were to strip for gymnastics like men, 
to bear arms and go to war, and follow most of the masculine 
occupations of their class. They were to have the same 
education and to be assimilated to men at every doubtful 
point. The Aristotelian attitude, on the other hand, insists 
upon specialisation. The men are to rule and fight and toil; 
the women are to support motherhood in a state of natural 
inferiority. The trend of evolutionary forces through long 
centuries of human development has been on the whole in this 
second direction, has been towards differentiation. 1 An adult 
white woman differs far more from a white man than a negress 

i See Havelock Ellis's Man and Woman. 
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?he P S a r^ «° m h x er e ^? valent male. The education, 
sex ; her modiSh^ 1 r?’ °j a wblte . or Asiatic woman, reeks of 
refine and put anoint +0 jl e . cc ? njm 18 not to ignore sex but to 

distinctiveVementeof her fl ^ 18 clamorous with the 

material!v ™*Acn a *onn. The white woman m the 

than her^sister of ?kf natl ° ns * s more of a sexual specialist 

pe“us cla^mort^Zxf th aUStere pe ° pleS ’ of tbe pr - 

temporarv ~\ ai1 th ® peasant woman. The con- 

intercourse is sets the tone of occidental 

Too commonlv ^niulant rather than a companion for a man. 

man C an " nwholesome stimulant turning a 

Ld stirring S«m^= t0 A° l0Ur ’ i rom Persistent aims to belief 
“ dress^slen^ ?^' m wbat she . ca!Is distinctly 

a sexual dififerentiatimi^rofounder^+h^ 6 r? 1 * ve 5 b ^ artifice 
vertebrated anin^ C^f * * ^ tha ? tbat of an T other 

above his mate, one must srobe amn * rt peacock’s excess 

“'1 c™.^o ptaltr XS'K 

eaces between the human Ses ?s ZhrZ j - d, ?f ‘ 

converted and ft i* f so f , l 1 development that may be 

we going ^ d under a different social regimen. Are 

arraig^oiw m co ? nise a »d accentuate this difference and to 
h^ ^ -° topia r or e an 'Sation to play upon it, are we to 

and r^Tctmg m ^t 15e * ° f hunaarl . bein g< harmonising indeed 
we • . fol io^m? essentially different lives, or are 

The fomeTXmattve * ? eiy pOSsibIe ^ ? 

tion of a • -T Jeads either to a romantic organisa- 

wonderh,f vSL l %^ ch ®en will live and fight and die for 

the hweem ^Tt t w^ 1, iH Xa ®ff I ?. ted creatur es, or it leads to 
the other ‘ WnmTn Uld p fot>ably lead through one phase to 

maternal dig^S, ?L°'l kl be eni & mas and mysteries and 

^tgnitenes that one would approach in a state of 

was in hand^A^kl wou?dhl dUde p i° usi ^ when serious work 
to the ZL? S? 1 y°?J d blossom from the totally negligible 

removed ? esira ^ e adolescence, and boys would be 

the men and women met together 

ideas wovdd’tJiJi women likewise, and the intercourse of 

sexual relation wonlrf*if nSe '»v H pder tbe l at t er alternative the 
panionshio • bov^ ar^f su . b p r dmated to friendship and com- 
buvely under matemgf would be coeducated-verv 

their riistinctivT b^rir ^ ’ a ? d "P 0 ”? 1 ’ disarmed of 

lace, and trimming-^I C adornn »ents, the feathers, beads. 
dffeJiav nS^r^^ 4 “kance their clamorous claim to a 

quality^ Sj the courwe^2 n ’i ^°? 1 n ™in? le ' according to their 
M ty. m tne counsels and intellectual development of men. 
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Such women, would be fit to educate boys even up to ado¬ 
lescence. It is obvious that a marriage law embodying a 
decision between these two sets of ideas would be very different 
according to the alternative adopted. In the former case a 
man would be expected to earn and maintain in an adequate 
manner the dear delight that had favoured him. He would 
tell her beautiful lies about her wonderful moral effect upon 
him, and keep her sedulously from all responsibility and know¬ 
ledge. And, since there is an undeniably greater imaginative 
appeal to men in the first bloom of a woman's youth, she 
would have a distinct claim upon his energies for the rest of her 
life. In the latter case a man would no more pay for and 
support his wife than she would do so for him. They would 
be two friends, differing in kind no doubt but differing re¬ 
ciprocally, who had linked themselves in a matrimonial 
relationship. Our Utopian marriage, so far as we have 
discussed it, is indeterminate between these alternatives. 

We have laid it down as a general principle that the private 
morals of an adult citizen are no concern for the State. But 
that involves a decision to disregard certain types of bargain. 
A sanely contrived State will refuse to sustain bargains wherein 
there is no plausibly fair exchange, and if private morality is 
really to be outside the scope of the State then the affections 
and endearments most certainly must not be regarded as 
negotiable commodities. The State, therefore, will absolutely 
ignore the distribution of these favours unless children, or at 
least the possibility of children, is involved. It follows that it 
will refuse to recognise any debts or transfers of property that 
are based on such considerations. It will be only consistent, 
therefore, to refuse recognition in the marriage contract to any 
financial obligation between husband and wife, or any settle¬ 
ments qualifying that contract, except when they are in the 
nature of accessory provision for the prospective children.* 
So far the Utopian State will throw its weight upon the side 
of those who advocate the independence of women and their 
conventional equality with men. 

But to any further definition of the marriage relation the 
World State of Utopia will not commit itself. The wide range 
of relationships that are left possible, within and without the 
marriage code, are entirely a matter for the individual choice 
and imagination. Whether a man treat his wife in private as 
a goddess to be propitiated, as a “ mystery ” to be adored, as 
an agreeable auxiliary, as a particularly intimate friend, or as 
the wholesome mother of his children, is entirely a matter for 
their private intercourse : whether he keep her in Oriental 
idleness or active co-operation, or leave her to live her in¬ 
dependent life, rests with the couple alone, and all the possible 

i Unqualified gifts for love by solvent people will, of course, be quite possible end 
permissible, unsalaried services and the like, provided the standard of life Is m a i nt a in ed 
and the joint income of the couple between whom the services hold does not sink below 
iwicejthe minimum wage. 


WOMEN IN A MODERN UTOPIA 107 

friendship and intimacies outside marriage also Be miitp 

{2S*Sd ° f „ the niodem ag Itate 5 Slffi 

theSe custon } s , ma y arise ; 

the iustipA nf ti, 0 ®^tionship may involve social isolation • 

be urged that accordin^to 11 AtJ? ^^ , to .? r ucil . thi pS s * It may 
the control of love-ma W w^ZhP '^minabng analyata » 
community Tri • g M the ver T on g ln of the human 

concern of^tfu* c. + > °P la> nevertheless, love-making is no 

Of children covS ? "Sge Tf pto ^ ace . that th f protection 

facts in life the S ac that^f f unctlon ls °» e of the ruling 
swimrnina tliat was in our remotest ancestors a 

bladder ls now a lung, and the State which was oncp 

sto^St n mafe 01 K he a jea i OUS aDd ty rann °us will of the 
equalftv The * d> the instr “™nt of justice and 

l n h “y lndividuals-individ^aL who eSsT“J 

who may presently come into existence. 

§6 

TJ*rvr»iJJJ' 1S ^ ^ reiterated that our reasoning still leaves 

SrfSEi an 4- ^?*titution with wide ^ss* bhtLo? 

^frtual eoulhtv tned ,-l° **?• efiec t to the ideal of a 

w<Wen Sl y, / n equality of spirit between men and 
. . » , d m doing so we have overridden the accented 

K »?£“• ^Uy tb, P taJ 

tWjloaov.tl 0 „ upon no,oral tSngSS 

sXmZ^er : nsti rl that de termmed hij. fn the a too 
fndeed . spec “ la t>ons as this, Plato looms very large 

that w4 shouW we owe to him, it seems reaJonabfe 

and evil 8 atd^rlf 4 tC *^ f e dismjssm g as a thing prohibited 
feature i’r.\l ype ° f I ? a tpage that he made almost the central 

M Sto H?^ ° n °i ^ Ung Class > at least - of Ms 
familv -»«+ + i!L Was Pf ^ ua( I ec l that the narrow monogamic 

irnarnnatim? t0 5 ecome ^beral and anti-social, to withdraw the 

on and energies of the citizen from the services of 

mmS 5 ? 8 a whole, and the Roman Catholic Ckurchh^s 

fanMy £ t “1 ® u ^ tiatS f his °J> inion “ to f °rbM 

connAivAH 1 ^? 0113 *?. lts P ne pts and significant servants. He 

of which the min^of^^ristS^ 1 *°h^ G ^li b ^ C ide ?' a dev °tion 
was incapabl^^Q " his( criticisms of Plato show, 

mcapaoie, as a substitute for the warm and tender but 

* iTcamiot be^ml ^° n * Social Origins and Primal Lav. 

the State must mai&tLna aenLaf *rf th °^ gh the controJ . oi morality fs outsHe the Jaw 
movlag examples, and of ?acl2S5?nI^ST^ * systematic suppres&km of powerful and 
fttid to that extent Jt will of Mmu temptatioag of the young and Inexperienced 

this WOI be only pii of a *" ? F'F'Z a CODt ^ i «ver moS? But 

advert (semen U, and the like whea fh^l l 5 e For eaaoopJe, lyio« 

a «pedaJlv disagreeable a f i ® ,es “ nt ^Crests, will encoimter 

general dishonesty. poeitton in the law, over and above the treatment of thdr 

T.-B.—M.U. 
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illiberal emotions of the home. But while the Church made the 
alternative to family ties celibacy 1 and participation in an 
organisation, Plato was far more in accordance with modern 
ideas in perceiving the disadvantage that would result from 
precluding the nobler types of character from offspring. He 
sought a way to achieve progeny, therefore, without the narrow 
concentration of the sympathies about the home, and he found 
it in a multiple marriage in which every member of the govern¬ 
ing class was considered to be married to all the others. But 
the detailed operation of this system he put tentatively and 
very obscurely. His suggestions have the experimental 
inconsistency of an inquiring man. He left many things 
altogether open, and it is unfair to him to adopt Aristotle's 
forensic method and deal with his discussion as though it was a 
fully-worked-out project. It is clear that Plato intended 
every ^member of his governing class to be so “ changed at 
birth as to leave paternity untraceable ; mothers were not to 
know their children, nor children their parents, but there is 
nothing to forbid the supposition that he intended these people 
to select and adhere to congenial mates within the great 
family. Aristotle's assertion that the Platonic republic left 
no scope for the virtue of continence shows that he had jumped 
to just the same conclusions a contemporary London err an d 
boy, hovering a little shamefacedly over Jowett in a public 
library, might be expected to reach. 

Aristotle obscures Plato's intention, it may be accidentally, 
by speaking of his marriage institution as a community of 
wives. When reading Plato he could not or would not escape 
reading in his own conception of the natural ascendency of 
men, his idea of property in women and children* But as 
Plato intended women to be conventionally equal to men, this 
phrase belies him altogether ; community of husbands and 
wives would be truer to his proposal. Aristotle condemns 
Plato as roundly as any commercial room would condemn 
him to-day, and in much the same spirit; he asserts rather 
than proves that such a grouping is against the nature of man. 
He wanted to have women property just as he wanted to have 
slaves property, he did not care to ask why, and it distressed 
his conception of convenience extremely to imagine any other 
arrangement. It is no doubt true that the natural instinct of 
either sex is exclusive of participators in intimacy during a 
period of intimacy, but it was probably Aristotle who gave 
Plato an offensive interpretation in this matter. No one would 
freely submit to such a condition of affairs as multiple marriage 
carried out, in the spirit of the Aristotelian interpretation, to 
an obscene completeness, but that is all the more reason why 
the modem Utopia should not refuse a grouped marriage to 
three or more freely consenting persons. There is no sense 

i The warm Imagination of Camp ane 11a, that quaint Calabrian grad by 

Plato, reversed this aspect of the Church. 
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in prohibiting institutions which no sane people could ever 
want to abuse. It is claimed—though the full' facts are diffi- 
^lt to ascertain—that a group marriage of over two hundred 
Ff su ccessfully organised by John Humphrey Noyes 

tiL^ neida Cr ?, ek * ? t 1S . f atrly certain in the latter case that 
• P r °iniscuity,” and that the members mated for 

vanabie periods, and often for life, within the group. The 

are reasonabl Y cIear upon that point. Tins Oneida 
was ; , m f ac f» a league of two hundred persons to 
tJJS. *5 <r hddren as “common.” Choice and preference 

7 h£l FI* ab ? hsb ® d m . the community, though in some cases 
y re set aside* just as they are by many parents under 
present conditions. There seems to have been a pre- 
att empt at " stirpiculture,” at what Mr. Francis 
w ^ , Eugenics,” in the mating of the members, 

J£{n£ h +v e - was aIs ° a bmitation of offspring. Beyond these 
points the inner secrets of the community do not appear to be 

wry profound ; its atmosphere was almost commonplace it 

was made up of very ordinary people. There is no doubt that 

lifeHnL & fTf ° f J exce P tiona l success throughout the whole 
Utetime of its founder, and it broke down with the advent of 

gencratmn, with the onset of theological differences, and 

IP ZJ?*t ° f lt M Uldmg lnteUi g en ce. The Anglo-Saxon spirit, 

. t? 3 . f? ? aid J?y 9 ne °f tbe ablest children of the experiment, 
is too Individualistic for communism. It is possible to regard 
the temporary success of this complex family as a string© 
accident, as^ the wonderful exploit of what was certainly a 

^L exce P faonal T man. Its final disintegration into frankly 
nogamic couples—it is still a prosperous business associa- 
uon—may be taken as an expen mental verification of Aris- 
o. e ^ S common-sense psychology, and was probably merely 

established ac ^ 0Vlded £ merd: °f conditions already practically 

Of P £ to Yu cannot J 6 a ? re * hia possibility 

inultii)le mamage altogether in our Utopian theorising, 

^ we leave this possibility open we are still bound to 

unrhfrni twT* a 80 Uk ? l Y to be rare as not to come at all 

unaer our direct observation during our Utopian joumeyings. 

one sense, of course, in the sense that the State guaran- 

“ d * up P°rt for all properly bom children, our entire 
pia is to be regarded as a comprehensive marriage group. 1 

b® remembered that a modem Utopia must differ 
5. of any preceding age in being world-wide : 

nr therefore, to be the development of any special race 

type of culture, as Plato’s developed an Athenian-Spartan 


ThVbare^&^a?f* ^a^u*** 4 ?* °I Arn ^ can Socialisms and Ms writings generally 
Sent matter* ^ MwS^HmaM^Tli r£ experimenU are ifiven, together with morn 

Umits of tharder n a ^t \« W< f h , iU ( pI ‘ ncip,r ai " Fa / “ S llM ’* within the 

the fashlo^^o^n^u^! 0 ^ cit'd to % Platonic complex marriage after 
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blend, or More, Tudor England. The modem Utopia is to 
be, before all things, synthetic. Politically and socially, as 
linguistically, we must suppose it a synthesis ; politically it 
will be a synthesis at once widely different forms of govern¬ 
ment ; socially and morally, a syrthesis of a great variety 
of domestic traditions and ethical habits. Into the modern 
Utopia there must have entered the mental tendencies and 
origins that give our own world the polygamy of the Zulus and 
of Utah, the polyandry of Tibet, the latitudes of experiment 
permitted in the United States, and the divorce less wedlock of 
Comte. The tendency of all synthetic processes in matters of 
law and custom is to reduce and simplify the compulsory 
canon, to admit alternatives and freedoms ; what were laws 
before become traditions of feeling and style, and in no matter 
will this be more apparent than in questions affecting the 
relations of the sexes. * 


CHAPTER SEVEN 

A FEW UTOPIAN IMPRESSIONS 

§ I 

B ut now we are in a better position to describe the 
houses and ways of the Utopian townships about the 
Lake of Lucerne, and to glance a little more nearly 
at the people who pass. You figure us as curiously settled 
down in Utopia, as working for a low wage at wood-carving, 
until the authorities at the central registry in Paris can solve 
the perplexing problem we have set them. We stay in an inn 
looking out upon the lake, and go to and fro for our five hours' 
work a day, with a curious effect of having been bom Utopians. 
The rest of our time is our own. 

Our inn is one of those inns and lodging houses which have 
a minimum tariff, inns which are partly regulated, and, in the 
default of private enterprise, maintained and controlled by 
the World State throughout the entire world. It is one of 
several such establishments in Lucerne. It possesses many 
hundreds of practically self-cleaning little bedrooms, equipped 
very much after the fashion of the rooms we occupied in the 
similar but much smaller inn at Hospenthal, differing only a 
little in the decoration. There is the same dressing-room 
recess with its bath, the same graceful proportion in the 
succinct simplicity of its furniture. This particular inn is a 
quadrangle after the fashion of an Oxford college ; it is 
perhaps forty feet high, and with about five stories of bedrooms 
above its lower apartments ; the windows of the rooms look 
either outward or inward to the quadrangle, and the doors 
give upon artificially-lit passages with staircases passing up 
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&“* d S?^ nt ° f a - • London club, kitchens and other 
r®S’ f Crtri wnt.ng-room, smoking and assembly- 
seats runs ahn^Tf +v, sbo P> an d a library. A colonnade with 

plot. In the centre of'rh^^K 1 and *? the mi( ldle is a grass- 
re noses ahnw °k t i lls a bronze fi gu r e, a sleeping child 

^0= Th* 1C < an< ? fountain - in which water lilies 

hap^ly iref f Jm tokmSnW de , s,gned by an architect 
Slot’ r d ° f R ° man a " d Italian pakces 

with thl du?r s C u°rfa^ Ind “S’ * ftT krtificial Stdne> 
ivory • the coin,, ,- i^f .S? somet , ,lm g of the tint of yeUow 

«ne? r ifd rS m and ]d pillarS f front'll tadeSr^h 

?« £^iis;s-s ss r„ b r ss 25 *£? 

At one point only does any explicit efiort towards artistic 

mv rindoS 1 ’ t that i S in ^ great arched ? a ‘ e way opjst 

the face of theT, W -i r* three . abundant yellow roses climb over 
thft 1^2 f th bm]d \ n Z > and when 1 look out oi my window in 

mences ^ithi^an^ 01 ^ th ? usual Uto pian working day com- 

“utloTk mSn H h sunrise—I see Pilatus above this 

g r, 1 ^ 0 ^ 3 ros y m the morning sky. 

in t Qgle type . of building is the prevalent element 

town alone cortS aU H d ° De “f y go from end to end of the 

m d cover 5 d colonnades without emerging 

in 7 fhf to , the open roads at aU. Small shops are found 

S im^diMs^sp^aUvhada^ter^tn^h 8 * 01 ^ 63 T " s / a,ly h °-ed 

of the re«SJX^i ?i: adapted to their needs - Tiie majority 
ll the residential edifices are far finer and more substantial 

chanc£ U ?lhr^e^° deSt shelter i though we gather from such 

labour-sIvmlYdeaTruTs throulheverv^T 1 "/^- that the 

iess wntiH L i u r s through, every grade of this servant- 

earthlv Fn*rin 1 Wl l at 7 , e ® hou f d consider a complete house in 
earthly England is hardly known here. 

terreSti=i °?£° f ^ h “uphold has been reduced far below 

operate exSnts 8 ^nli S who d do UbS V T* ^ n° rtS » ° f C °‘ 

££~. p 

eeniaf mm 1 ”^ cases ' to one or two residential clubs of con- 
f i and women. These clubs usually possess in 

of apartmente^nd'ff bedr °° ms > f more or less 

Sea^anT^udo/r U ? iShed ac ^ di “g his personal tote. A 
plot are amons +h*.^ >nVate bbrary and study, a private garden 
S^ure roof C ? ramonest of such luxuries. Deuces to 

interest a^d* vln ? etv°te SU ni pt “ OUS ° f a P ar t m ents, give 

ana vanety to Utopian architecture. There are 
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sometimes little cooking comers in these flats—as one would 
call them on earth—but the ordinary Utopian would no mm 

of a Sf>eCIa i p ? vate kitchen for his dinners than he w ™uld 

° f * P nvate . flou , r ?r dairy farm. Business pri^te 
work, and professional practice go on sometimes in th* 

ar^rtments, but often i£ special*offces i “tlVe gmlt warren ^ 

pay rooms and a playing garden for children, are universal 
features of the club quadrangles. um versa* 

Two or three main roads, with their tramways their cyclists 
paths, and swift traffic paths, will converge on the^urban 
centre, where the public offices will stand in*a group close to 
the two or three theatres and the larger shops, afd hither too 
m the case of Lucerne the head of the swift railway to Paris 
?***&« and s< 5°tland, and to the Rhineland 7 and Ger- 

on^wilTcorre^n it? ^ < r® W ?l ks ° ut from the town <wtoe 
^ T 11 c ° I ? e *? that angling of homesteads and open country 

parti^ofthe glote C ° mm0n COndltion oi aU the more habitab^ 

i there, no doubt, will stand quite solitary bome- 

bv cable * th t nevertheIess ^ lit and warmed 
by cables from the central force station that will share the 

a'nr^cHoiTwfth S f V PpIy V w j U have their’perfected telephonic 
^ the rest , of the world - with doctor, shop, and 

f?, th > an f ™ a y ® ven have a pneumatic tube for books and 
small parcels to the nearest post ofl&ce. But the solitary 

mes ea » as a permanent residence, will be something of a 
luxury the resort of rather wealthy garden lovers : and most 
people with a bias for retirement will probably get as much 
^® ld ® n . tial solitude as they care for in the hire of a holiday 
side m a forestj ky remote lagoons or high up the mountain 

. solitary house may indeed prove to be very rare indeed 

m U topia. I he same forces, the same facilitation of com* 
mum cations that will diffuse the towns will tend to little 
concentrations of the agricultural population over the country¬ 
side. The field workers will probably take their food with 
them to their work during the day, and for the convenience 
of an interesting dinner and of civilised intercourse after the 
working day is over, they will most probably live in a college 
quadrangle with a common room and club, I doubt if there 
will be any agricultural labourers drawing wages in Utopia. 

I am inclined to imagine farming done by tenant a ssoci atio ns , 
by little democratic unlimited liability companies working 
under elected managers, and paying not a fixed rent but a 
share of the produce to the State. Such companies could 
reconstruct annually to weed out indolent members. 1 A 
minimum standard of efficiency in farming would be 


1 Schemes for the cooperative association of producers will be found in Dr. Hertska's 
Frteland, 
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and^^rhap^^^peltion* 11 Th^ the r f n ? must not fell, 

the standard of life would nf rn ^ e ? era * aws respecting 

This type of co-operation presenteiteelftolT 11 ass °ciations. 
best arrangement- of ” r f sents 1 * self to me as socially the 

but such enterprises as storlr 3 ^ 6 a §’f lcu ^ure and horticulture, 

stocking of IoTn and a^ulturfl J^lf 6d and the 

and agricultural resear!l 2 ^ ij P me ? tS are P r °bab]y, 
handled directly by?*™ expenment certainly, best 

the State. ^ ^ £ e companies or the municipality of 

But I should do little to investiVa+n +ui* „ 

are presented as quite incidental g ?m™ S q stl " n i th cse 
suppose that for the l^^ impressions. You must 

keep us within the mn TO . par ^ our walks and observations 

nX SSiHiSS? 1 of Lu «me. From a 

adorned with caricatures nf ™ a< r ards tbe streets corners, 

cover an odd little election ic ; nsi derable pungency, we dis- 

upon strictly democratic r P ro .Sf e ss> This is the selection, 
every permanent resident Jjf+u a Su;ffra £ e that includes 

fifteen. of the ueJiest 'k t -^ LuCe ™ e ward ove r the age of 

local govern? loCtl, b “ Ida ¥- Tbe old little urban and 

seded^bv great "' e , flnd ' have lon S since been super- 

serious adm^nkrtf? municipalities for all the more 

discharge aTuS nf P Urposes >. but they still survive to 
least among thpw kii.T minor functions, and not the 
year everv miTm. in 1 sort^ of aesthetic ostracism. Every 

selected bv local puds down a building 

a slight mm n a P eb “ cit «, and the greater Government pavs 

toelandToccuo^ 1 *%$* ■°7 ner - aad resumes possessing 

simply whiinsicaP h„t L h ® lde f- wo “ ld strike us at first as 

cheap and nr^tic^ ^ - pra f tlce *t appears to work as a 

builders cn Jinccto V devlce for the esthetic education of 

general bodv^f +h bus ‘° ess men. opulent persons, and the 

*ts apnlication to^ pubhc ' ,® ut when we come to consider 

most^&to^f an thin " r° rJ ? we should P crce * v e it was the 

utopian thing we had so far encountered. 

T . § 2 

from the^dLa™ * e ™P loys “»« something very different 
making littff^!& ea ™ ly * odeI - ° ur business is to finish 
lorchi&ren Th^ll? toys—bears, cattle men, and the like— 

•and then finished u lD ^u af j n ? ade m the rough by machinery, 
but intereef2d Shed by ba *Vl» because the work of unskilful 

employment^ia fm.Td ^ reaUy is an “tremely amusing 
’these oWe^To me S d t£> glve a Personality and interest to 
w J ts no ma chine can ever attain 

long sh^d ta^ Wh ° tbe oi Utopia-work in a 

job for the len»+h r A/ I *i! IUnall iy time ; we must keep at the 
certain numttf ?Jf tbe 3 pe u - but we are expected to finish a 
SSS5f"» , h2^ The rules of the 
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conference 3 ^ t^rn^" be ^“ d us ! the Y are drawn up bv a 

a*, rssii*?,' <** 

or humour is presently making his ow£ *<5 

employer more or less above that datum line. g “ ° Ur 

c .,” r e ™plover is a quiet blue-eyed man with a humorous 
„ He dresses wholly in an indigo blue, that later we 
.. . consider a sort of voluntary uniform for Utonian 
artiste. As he walks about the workshop, stopping to lau^h 

ofan a^t P schoo C l E ve^ raiSC th ^V one is reminded toevitaWy 
, er Y n °w and then he carves a little himself 

eh a sketch or departs to the machinery to order some 

ge in the rough shapes it is turning out. Our work is bv 

specialise 8 in°a^cotnical After a «me I am°tld 5 

? mical llttIe Roman-nosed pony • but several 

Utop 1 a^ s ttel Ovir c f h rvers work U P caricature images of eminent 
meditate our employer is most disposed to 

improve the type. th6m h ® darts off most fre q ue atly to 

rJVne h hlndT mer V aDd ° ur shed lies °P en at either end. 

„ m ,, ®„ aa< ? ?! a steep mountain side down which there 

Grots' a ZS mg a now a mere Haight groove 

w?ter slldf+W h’- h,dden amon g green branches, the 
w^er-shde that brmgs our trees from the purple forest over- 

<hed but bUt D f a r ly hidden, hums the machine 

th a comer of the tank into which, with a mighty 

splash, the pine trees are delivered. Every now and then 

machinist Wd ?i 111,11 ^ gU - S t of resinous smell, a white-clad 
m+i<?;^ St 11 c J ome „ m w,th a basketful of crude, unwrought 

little images, and will turn them out upon the table from which 
we carvers select them. wmen 

^ think of Utopia that faint and fluctuating 
smell of resin returns to me, and whenever I smell resin, 
comes the memory of the open end of the shed looking out 
upon the lake, the blue-green lake, the boats mirrored m the 

far and . liigh beyond floats the atmospheric fairy- 
nn. 0 ^ m ? tln ^ ams of Glarus, twenty miles away.) 

e cessation of the second and last spell of work comes 
about midday, and then we walk home, through this beautiful 
lntaicacy of a town to our cheap hotel beside the lake. 

We should go our way with a curious contentment, for all 
that we were earning scarcely more than the minimum wage. 

We should have, of course, our uneasiness about the 
decisions of that universal eye which has turned upon us, 
we should have those ridiculous sham numbers on our con¬ 
sciences ; but that general restlessness, that brooding stress 
that pursues the weekly worker on earth, that aching anxiety 
that drives him so often to stupid betting, stupid drinlriiig» 
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m^rtaU^eriencl ° ffences wili have va ™ b * d out of 

§3 

DreconrJiJ^^f 1 ' 1 , co ” trastin 8 m y position with my 

mvseS^T !r° Ut a V^P 1411 vlsit - 1 bad always imagined 
State * 5 ?“* °. uts,de the general machinery of the 

JgML“r distinguished visitors' gallery, as it were-and 

views 8 w °? d “ * senes of comprehensive perspective 

isatinn th '1 Ut0 P la - for all the sweeping floats of general¬ 

ly l±fl y ^ St to maintain, is swallowmg me up * I tod 
a Jj betw een my work and the room in which I sleep 

in* that real 06 m I T blCb 1 d *? e . ver Y much as I went to and fro 
I finH a k 4- world into which I fell five-and-forty years ago 

inftitutiMs th*t mOU . n ^ S and horizons that linu/my view,' 
the tha ^ van 'sh also without an explanation, beyonj 

undeid .nfah^f a v^ ea f c fSP fe «ty of things i doTot 
late £nte e d a ^ Ut wb,cl \ to teU tbe truth, I do not formu- 
peonle W «° SltleS i People very unrepresentative people, 
J»remn» J l rel^ casua .I as people in the real world, come into 
immerffite kticms w,th us, and little threads of private and 

Spm themselves rapidly into a thickening 
interm +• os f the general view. I lose the comprehensive 
the vraFn nt +v.° my.^mt arrival; I tod myself interested in 

in MttV ?™i thC T2? 1 work > *. n birds among the tree branches, 
fairlv h ! i4-w eV jML lt things, and it is only nowand then that I get 
. 5 ° the “ ood that takes aU Utopia for its picture. 8 

organ!^ UF fifSt s V rp . lus of Utopian money in the re- 
deSu o! • ° ur wardrobes upon more Utopian lines; we 
nf cquamtance with several of our fellow-workers and 

lntrt ar^ W ,0 * lare table at the inn. We pass insensibly 
The lpS anc * tlie beginnings of friendships, 

un sa Y> se ^s for a time to be swallowing me 

iA* tl i e thought of detail it looms too big for me. The 

°I S° vernmen t, of its sustaining ideas, of race, and 
incld^rvfiT * u ^ urc > bang like the arch of the sky over these dally 
about m*? ery mdeed > but very remote. These people 

rnimmrfm are ever y da y people, people not so very far from the 
earth aw. wa § e accustomed much as the everyday people of 

Site? a f T USt ?. med t0 teke their world as they tod ft P S ucb 

P^s outsito thei^mn^ a J« P rett y obviously a bore to them, 
onearte ra nge as completely as Utopian speculation 

or a imrWnl T\ a stevedore or a member of IVliament 
lnter<Jf +h^ Plumber. Even the little things of daily life 
and reason?^- d rSerent way. So I get on with my Tacts 
oleasa.nf slowly. I tod myself looking among the 

ssiisfss?„„ rf “*• i””” 1 ” 

bv lon . el bi ess is increased during this interlude 

oy tne better social success of the botanist. I find him 
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presently falling into conversation with two women who are 
accustomed to sit at a table near our own. They wear the 
loose, coloured robes of soft material that are the usual wear 
of common adult Utopian women ; they are both dark and 
sallow, and they affect amber and crimson in their garments. 
Their faces strike me as a little unintelligent, and there is a 
faint touch of middle-aged coquetry in their bearing that I 
do not like. Yet on earth we should consider them women of 
exceptional refinement. But the botanist evidently sees in 
this direction scope for the feelings that have wilted a little 
under my inattention, and he begins that petty intercourse of 
a word, of a slight civility, of vague inquiries and comparisons 
that leads at last to associations and confidences. Such 
superficial confidences, that is to say, as he finds satisfactory. 

This throws me back upon my private observations. 

The general effect of a Utopian population is vigour. Every 
one one meets seems to be not only in good health but in 
training ; one rarely meets fat people, bald people, or bent or 
grey. People who would be obese or bent and obviousl} 7 
aged on earth are here, in good repair, and as a consequence 
the whole effect of a crowd is livelier and more invigorating 
than on earth. The dress is varied and graceful ; that of the 
women reminds one most of the Italian fifteenth century ; 
they have an abundance of soft and beautifully-coloured stuns, 
and the clothes, even of the poorest, fit admirably. Their 
hair is very simply but very carefully and beautifully dressed, 
and, except in very sunny weather, they do not wear hats or 
bonnets, There is little difference in deportment between one 
class and another ; they all are graceful and bear themselves 
with quiet dignity, and among a group of them a European 
woman of fashion in her lace and feathers, her hat and metal 
ornaments, her mixed accumulations of ** trimmings/' would 
look like a barbarian tricked out with the miscellaneous 
plunder of a museum. Boys and girls wear much the same 
sort of costume—brown leather shoes, then a sort of combina¬ 
tion of hose and close-fitting trousers that reaches from toe to 
waist, and over this a beltless jacket fitting very well, or a 
belted tunic. Many slender women wear the same sort of 
costume. We should see them in it very often in such a place 
as Lucerne, as they returned from expeditions in the mountains. 
The older men would wear long robes very frequently, but the 
greater proportion of the men would go in variations of much 
the same costume as the children. There would certainly be 
hooded cloaks and umbrellas for rainy weather, high boots for 
mud and snow, and cloaks and coats and furry robes for the 
winter. There would be no doubt a freer use of colour than 
terrestrial Europe sees in these days, but the costume of the 
women at least would be soberer and more practical, and pn 
harmony with our discussion in the previous chapter) less 
differentiated from the men's. 
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But these, of course, are generalisations* These are the 
mere translation of the social facts we have hypothecated 
into the language of costume. There will be a great variety of 
costume and no compulsions. The doubles of people who 
are naturally foppish on earth will be foppish in Utopia and 
people who have no natural taste on earth will have inartistic 
equivalents. Every one will not be quiet in tone, or har¬ 
monious, or beautiful. Occasionally, as I go through the 
streets to ray work, I shall turn round to glance again at some 
robe shot with gold embroidery, some slashing of the sleeves 
some eccentricity of cut, or some discord or untidiness. But 
these will be but transient flashes in a general flow of har¬ 
monious graciousness ; dress will have scarcely any of that 
effect of disorderly conflict, of self-assertion qualified by the 

fear of ridicule, that it has in the crudely competitive civilisa¬ 
tions of earth. 


I shall have the seeker's attitude of mind during those few 
days at Lucerne, I shall become a student of faces* I shall' 
, ii^x ^ere, looking for some one, I shall see heavy faces 
duU faces, faces with an uncongenial animation, alien faces* 
a mong these some with an immediate quality of appeal f 
'‘ xr° Ulc L See desirable men approaching me, and I should think; 

Wow if I were to speak to you ? *’ Many of these latter I 

should note wore the same clothing as the man who spoke to 

us at Wassen ; I should begin to think of it as a sort of 
uniform, ... 

Then I should see grave-faced girls, girls of that budding, 
when their bearing becomes delusively wise, and the old 
deception of my youth will recur to me ; “ Could you and I 
but talk together ? ” I should think. Women will pass me 
lightly, women with open and inviting faces, but they will 

^attract me, and there will come beautiful women, women 
with that touch of claustral preoccupation which forbids the 
nought of any near approach. They are private and secret, 
ana I may not enter, I know, into their thoughts. . . . 

I go as often as I can to the seat by the end of old Kapel- 
urucke, and watch the people passing over. 

I shall find a quality of dissatisfaction throughout all these 
* shall come to see this period more and more dis¬ 
tinctly as a pause, as a waiting interlude, and the idea of an 

m y double, which came at first as if it were a 
as J Joinet biog verbal and surprising, begins to take 
Th< > ldea S rows in my mind that after a LI this is 
i_ j ^ ara seeking, this Utopian self of mine. I 

at “*st an.idea of a grotesque encounter, as of something 

thSP^ 1111 ^ 111 * a but presently it dawns on me 

r#- Utopian self must be a very different person from me. 

H k® different, his mental content different. 

between us there will be a strange link of essential ide T ' <_i4 '” 
a sympathy, and understanding. I find the thing 
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suddenly to a preponderance in my mind* I find the interest 
of details dwindling to the vanishing point. That I have 

come to Utopia is the lesser thing now ; the greater is that I 
have come to meet myself. 

I spend hours trying to imagine the encounter, inventing 
little dialogues. I go alone to the Bureau to find if any news 
has come to hand from the Great Index in Paris, but I am told 
to wait another twenty-four hours. I cease absolutely to be 
interested in anything else, except so far as it leads towards 
intercom se with this being who is to be at once so strangely 
alien and so totally mine. 

§ 4 

Wrapped up in these preoccupations as I am, it will certainly 
be the botanist who will notice the comparative absence of 
animals about us. 

He will put it in the form of a temperate objection to the 
Utopian planet. 

He is a professed lover of dogs and there are none. We 
have seen no horses and only one or two mules on the day of 
•our arrival, and there seems not a cat in the world. I bring 
my mind round to his suggestion. “ This follows/' I say. 

It is only reluctantly that I allow myself to be drawn from 
my secret musings into a discussion of Utopian pets, 

I try to explain that a phase in the world’s development 
is inevitable when a systematic world-wide attempt will be 
made to destroy for ever a great number of contagious and 
infectious diseases, and that this will involve, for a time at 
any rate, a stringent suppression of the free movement of 
familiar animals. Utopian bouses, streets and drains will be 
planned and built to make rats, mice, and such-like house 
parasites impossible ; the race of cats and dogs—providing, as 
it does, living fastnesses to which such diseases as plague, 
influenza, catarrhs and the like, can retreat to sally forth 
again—must pass for a time out of freedom, and the filth 
made by horses and the other brutes of the highway vanish 
from the face of the earth. These things make an old story 
to me, and perhaps explicitness suffers through my brevity. 

My botanist fails altogether to grasp what the disappearance 
of dieases means. His mind has no imaginative organ of that 
compass. As I talk his mind rests on one fixed image. This 
presents what the botanist would probably call a “ dear old 
doggie ”—which the botanist would make believe did not 
possess any sensible odour—-and it has faithful brown eyes 
and understands everything you say. The .botanist would 
make believe it understood him mystically, and X figure his 
long white hand—which seems to me, in my more jaundiced 
moments, to exist entirely for picking things and holding a 
lens—patting its head, while the brute looked things un¬ 
speakable. . . . 
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qufetfv^T^^ 3 ^ his h ^ d after ™y explanation and says 

Perhkns th^m^f yOUr Ut ? pi ?- if there are to be dogs*® 
not wt P a that . makes me a little malicious. Indeed I do 

than for aH § the hr t Care *5? thousand times more for a man 
botoni^ fi h , brUteS 0n the earth - and 1 can see, what the 

atSpLL oT^my °pet th animals e Spen V in ^ deli & htful 

price. * many P et animals may have too dear a 

and mvs“f ySe Th b ere k again a f ‘ the , comparison of the botanist 
tions and T s , a Pjolound difference in our iinagina- 

character^or V s the con sequence of innate 

cnaracter or of training, and whether he is really the human 

what fmai'i 1 . am n ?t altogether without imagination, but 

to sau^ &^tf 10 ^, 1 havebas . tfae most insistent disposition 

^ Wdlv buT on 6 rh ry “.averse. It hypothesises 

believe , be other hand it will not gravely make 

the most im ® botanist s imagination is always busy with 
all fK impossible make-believe. That is the way with 

outofifV^J*** seems to me °ue ought to pass 
it is a rj* ^ * f s tb °ugh the world was an untidy nursery • 

its wtl/' r! ° f s P‘ endours indescribable for all who will lift 
„ * “ ma y be b « I® essentially different from me, but I 

Alwws itT^i“1 E< 1 • t0 thi ° k he is si mply more childish, 
beaut^fni^ IS j. make-believe. He believes that horses are 

women’ f ° r eXample ’ d °& s 3X6 beautiful creatures, 
believ^thar ti,^ f* lnex P ressib ly lovely, and he makes 
hoiS.nrde,,^ always so. Never a word of criticism of 

im2 c ^hle l- 0r 7° m “ 1 Never a word of criticism of his 
be^v^K e * fr n n ?u Then thore is his botany. He makes 
and etemnt a 1 *5? ^getable kingdom is mystically perfect 

exqnisi^ Pl h? , '+^ t *v 11 i fl ?. wers sme11 deliciously and are 
much 81 ^ ’ tbat Drosera does not hurt flies very 

*?° nS do n . ot sme]I - Most of the universe 
am onel!f^ f st th,s “ature lover at aU. But I know, and I 
else dne!^ 0 * 8 !™ mcapable of understanding why every one 
anite know - tbat a horse is beautiful in one way and 

qoalitv^ind 1 ? a n°5 ler n everything has this shot-silk 

Cand is aU the finer for that. When people talk of a 

22 f I think of its beautiful moments, but 

think L h u a ® ow of mdiscriminate praise of its beauty I 
cart ti>. «!ui an aspect as one gets for example from a doe- 
neck *th fidcUe ' s haped back, and that distressing blade of the 
uelv’elim c ' u msy place between the ears, and the 
eive fhat P tm° -5 heek N. The r® s ’ indeed, no beauty whatever 
beautv is r^if 31 ^ ry u thlDg ^at comes and comes again ; all 

beauty of expression, is really kinetic and 

Hm 'nm.-irS.i 18 true even of those triumphs of static 

a t ed -^ by . Greece - The Greek temple, foi 

andTn acer^.^^ 1 ? a £ace that at a certain angle of vision 
a m a certain light has a great calm beauty 
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But where are we drifting ? All such things, I hold, are 
cases of more and less, and of the right moment and the right 
aspect, even the things I most esteem. There is no perfection, 
t*L ere . enduring treasure. This pet dog’s beautiful 

affection, I say, or this other sensuous or imaginative delight, 
is no doubt good, but it can be put aside if it is incompatible 

with some other and wider good. You cannot focus all good 
things together. 

All right action and all wise action is surely sound judgment 
and courageous abandonment in the matter of such incom¬ 
patibilities. If I cannot imagine thoughts and feelings in a 
dog s brain that cannot possibly be there, at least I can imagina 

things in the future of men that might be there had we the 
will to demand them. . . . 

^ don’t like this Utopia,” the botanist repeats, “ You 
don t understand about dogs. To me they’re human beings— 
and more ! There used to be such a jolly old dog at my aunt’s 
at Frognal when I was a boy-” 

But I do not heed his anecdote. Something—something 
of the nature of conscience—has suddenly jerked back the 
memory of that beer I drank at Hospenthal, and puts an 
accusing finger on the memory. 

I never have had a pet animal, I confess, though I have 
been fairly popular with kittens. But with regard to a 
certain petting of myself-? 

Perhaps I was premature about that beer. I have had no 
pet ani m als, but I perceive if the Modern Utopia is going to 
demand the sacrifice of the love of animals, which is, in its 
way, a very fine thing indeed, so much the more readily may 
it demand the sacrifice of many other indulgencies, some of 
which are not even fine in the lowest degree. 

It is curious this haunting insistence upon sacrifice and 
discipline 1 

It is slowly becoming my dominant thought that the sort 
of people whose will this Utopia embodies must be people a 
little heedless of small pleasures. You cannot focus all good 
things at the same time. That is my chief discovery in these 
meditations at Lucerne. Much of the rest of this Utopia I 
had in a sort of way anticipated, but not this. I wonder if 
I shall see my Utopian self for long and be able to talk to him 
freely. . . . 

We lie in the petal-strewn grass under some Judas trees 
beside the lake shore, as I meander among these thoughts, 
and each of us, disregardful of his companion, follows his own 
associations. 

“ Very remarkable/’ I say, discovering that the botanist 
has come to an end with his story of that Frognal dog. 

” You’d wonder how he knew/’ he says. 

“ You would.” 

I nibble a green blade. 
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■hal/face'ou/^Itopi^^l’ves^and^measure someth' 3 we f ek „ we 
we might have been ? ” Q measure something of what 

W !fSS hamis^about hK. ° Ver ’ SitS ” P abrupt,y 
«ood of^konfnf. thm ^gh°t U h a v4 ’blensY” " VVllat fs the 

°f so su^rior* a°p^et°as "thrift 211112 ^.organised wisdom 
State my Frankenstein^nT~aIt Utop , la> thls moral monster 
pitch we have confe eiI *Wh reason ^ 1 *^ has ^sde, and to that 

our Lucerne officiS he ?hJL ar ® n ® X J in the P resencG of 
mystification bevond hie- 33 ™ e h ea ^ng °^, a man who faces a 
of the order of iJatniJ S P r ower *> an Incredible disarrangement 

of Utopian 1 science 11 are *° r the first tirae in the records 

*nd these in each othw’^n raSeS ~?° t simply one but two, 
“arks. This connlfSf* s .company I—of duplicated thumb- 
faatantaneCstranJl^ th a c ock-and-bull story of an 

astronomy. That he P ]anG t unknown to Utopian 

hypothesis +>, 5 »+ his world exists only upon a 

absolutely Is scTr^lv ?it P i am . eVery one of these difficulties 

philosophic min” 7 l kely to occur to Ws obviously un- 

^Ito^stljrgentte ““Whi^rH, than the ° ffic J al U P S and 

have you ma.nl ctaH ^*hat m this immeasurable universe 
But he fa / d to - d ° *° y° ur thumbs f And why ? •• 

clerk of the r»st anrT fi 0r * °* °® c ' a ^ indeed, a mere 

thoroughly unoriginal «^You* ° f y ° ur 

I ascertained vnnma^ Jr? n ’ You are n °t the two persons 

to communW tShT?*’ he SayS ,’.Y lth the note oi ono resigned 

me —" are eviH^ti 1 UI, r eas on ; because you ’’—he indicates 

" That Snrieman ^ ^ Y T t residence in I f ndo «- I *mile. 
manner thati^n^^ a P® 11 at the botanist in a 

" will be in t „ rotended to dismiss my smile once for all — 

Friday fr^y, I- f indon next week. He Will be returning next 

parasites that a ha^ 1 !^ 1111381011 *° mvest igate the fungoid 
Ce yl oD. , » 6 been attacking the cinchona trees in 

Jh* botanist blesses his heart. 

Ponftapgfr tiTT.^ 6 sighs at the burthen of such 

you ought to be ^ aave 8° an< ^ consult with—the people 

« vJ5? y amusement. 

He w= s haV „ e ‘° l? d b y. believing in our planet," I say. 
hit position is tnr, f a ^ on .J7^h his head. He would intimate 
hi our several wi V «. eS ^ DSJ ^ fl a one ^ or and both of us 

hi meeting C ^n y tlie Pl easu f e we poor humans have 

Committee 6 of inferiority. “The Standing 

dentification, * he says, with an eye on a 
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rernj ttecl your case to the Research Pro- 
fessor of Anthropology in the University of London, and they 

t( ? go there - if y° u will, and talk to him." V 

tf W“a*t else can we do ? *’ says the botanist. 

lunrl ;J ere s ”° P°fitiye compulsion/* he remarks, " but your 

Iii^ k ^ Cre ™ l \ probably cease * Here -" be pushed the neat 

fliSi t P f Pe ffi'°' Wa f ds US —' are your tickets for London, and a 

s " fficlent supply of money,”—he indicates two piles 
of corns and paper on either hand of him—" for a day or so 

there. He proceeds in the same dry manner to inform us we 

*r^ mVlte ^ t0 £ a ^r at ° ur earbe st convenience upon ©ur doubles 
and upon the Professor, who is to investigate our case. 

And then ? ” 

_ pubs down the corners of his mouth in a wry deprecatory 

, ^ ey ^® obliquely under a crumpled brow, shrugs hia 

shou lders, and shows us the palms of his hands 6 

a r he i? the ? is nationality, this would have been 

a frenchman—the inferior sort of Frenchman—the sort 

employment PP ln8SS * S *** rou ti ne security of Government 


§6 

Ivondon will be the first Utopian city centre we shall see 
W ®, s t haU ^ ourselves there with not a little amazement. 
It will be our first experience of the swift long distance travel 

°jf i t ? pia * i anc l, ^ bave aa * dea —I know not why—that we 
should make the journey by night. Perhaps I think S o 

because the ideal of long-distance travel is surely a restful 
translation loss suitable for tbe active hours* 

r J^ e ^ sbaL1 din ® and gossip and drink coffee at the pretty 
little tables under the lantem-ljt trees, we shall visit the 
theatre, and decide to sup in the train, and so come at last to 
b j ^tiition. There we shall find pleasant roo ms with seats 
and i books—luggage all neatly elsewhere—and doors that we 
shall imagine give upon a platform. Our cloaks and hats and 
sueh-hke outdoor impedimenta will be taken in the hall and 
neatly labelled for London, we shall exchange our shoes for 
there, and we shall sit down like men in a club. An 
officious little bell will presently call our attention to a label 
.London on the doorway, and an excellent phonograph will 
enforce that notice with infinite civility. The doors will open, 
and we shall walk through into an equally comfortable gallery. 

Where is the train for London ? * we shall ask a uniformed 
fellow Utopian. 

** This is the train for London/* he will say. 

There will be a shutting of doors, and the botanist and I, 
trying not to feel too childish, will walk exploring through 
the capacious train. 

The resemblance to a club will strike us both. “ A good 
club,** the botanist will correct me. 
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but V fa«D?,* e i tra i Ve ^- be y° nd a certain speed, there is nothin* 
tr^ n f £j£e fn 10 vfe" g ,° ut of a window, and this corridof 

no need^fthat detection P Th l tem f" al brother will have 
anv h»+ - rJ naT . ai ® tractlon - The simple device of abandoning 

of the loni rnr^ °T' ?? d t those set hi S*b the wall space 

indeed , ^° ks ; the "dddle part of the train is 

couches <J 7 bbrary with abundant arm-chairs and 

mm*L^, 7 nth ^ 2 ree n-shaded light, and soft carpets 
wuth a nnicpf 1 ^ ^ 0 ^ v°° r ' farther on will be a news-room, 
messages busy tape, at one comer, printing ofif 

r 0 ^ g wi° m the '"res by the wayside, and farther still, 
car TO ^ g J P smoking, a billiard room, and the dining 

hairdre^andsofort U h COme * bedr °° mS ’ bathroo ™* ^ 

ratherhhe 7 ® uYV 7 1 ,^? k P resentI y. as we return, 
readfn bas . Wl, l yokels, to the library, and the old gentleman 

gttfnn e / ra6,a fu Ar, ^ te in the ann-chair in the comer 
e*“ces"P at me with a sudden curiosity. 

little e ii^i tanist 7° u< ? hes m y arm and n °ds towards a pretty 
sWn„ P 7 ned , window, through which we see a Ullage 
skv f^ ande r cloudy moonlight go flashing by. Then a 

leaD n( a V 111(3 t ¥ n a str * n S of swaying lights, gone with the 
^1? 01 a camera shutter. 

Two hundred miles an hour I 

hpH-K e to a Chinese steward and secure our 

read?™ Jr I® P^haps terrestri al of us that we do not think of 
train 11 * 6 ?* V to P ian literature that lines the middle part of the 

a be l of the sim P le Utopian pattern, and lie for a 
1 lSS kmg r q Ji 1 ^ t r an q uil fy-<jf this marvellous adventure, 
out d r why 1 J 1S that **> lie securely in bed, with the light 
chano 66 ? 18 ^^ 1 * t^ e same place, wherever in space one may 
I ? An ? . aslee P^ there is no space for us at all. 

re-irif t3 Jr fluctuating drone of the wheels below the car, 
nnf , ao , b y tbe flyiug track, is more perceptible now, but it is 
npleasantly loud, merely a faint tinting of the quiet. . . . 

Dravpn+ ea crossing breaks our journey ; there is nothing to 
Lmidon 3 Channe * tunnel that other planet ; and I wake in 

frJ+4? trabl heen in London some time when I awake, 

n*»<JS eSe “^cflous Utopians have discovered that it is not 

hr/~ SSa fy to bundle out passengers from a train in the small 

bvH- !' Sim Pfy because they have arrived. A Utopian train is 

Li. a peculiar kind of hotel corridor that flies about the earth 
wane one sleeps. 


pp ow will a great city of Utopia strike us ? 

an a J 9wer that question well one must needs be artist 
gmeer, and I am neither. Moreover, one must employ 
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words and phrases that do not exist, for this world still does not 
dream of the things that may be done with thought and steel 

u S suffic [ €ntI y educated to be an artist! 
and the artistic intelligence has been quickened to the accom¬ 
plishment of an engineer. How can one write of these things 
or a generation which rather admires that inconvenient and 
gawky muddle of ironwork and Flemish architecture the 
London Tower Bridge. When before this, temerarious 
anticipators have written of the mighty buildings that might 
some day be the illustrator has blended with the poor ineffecriUl 
splutter of the author's words, his powerful suggestion that it 
amounted simply to something bulbous, florid and fluent in 

JC eu ?ii omoi b an< ^ L*Art Nouveau. But here, it may 

be, the illustrator wall not intervene. 


Art has scarcely begun in the world. 

er ? £ave been a few forerunners and that is all. Leonardo 
Michael Angelo ; how they would have exulted in the liberties 
of steel 1 There are no more pathetic documents in the 
archives of art than Leonardo's memoranda. In these, one 
sees him again and again reaching out as it were, with empty 
desirous hands, towards the unborn possibilities of the engineer. 
And Durer, too, was a Modern, with the same turn towards 
creative invention. ^ In our times these men would have 
wanted to make viaducts to bridge wild and inaccessible 
places, to cut and straddle great railways athwart the mountain 
masses of the world. You can see, time after time, in Diirer's 
work, as you can see in the imaginary architectural landscape 
of the Pompeian walls, the dream of structures, lighter and 
bolder than stone or brick can yield. . . . These Utopian 
town buildings will be the realisation of such dreams. 

Here will be one of the great meeting-places of mankind. 

I speak of Utopian London—will be the traditional 
centre of one of the great races in the commonalty of the World 
State—and here will be its social and intellectual exchange. 
There will be a mighty University here, with thousands of 
professors and tens of thousands of advanced students, and 
here great journals of thought and speculation, mature and 
splendid books of philosophy and science, and a glorious fabric 
of literature will be woven and shaped, and with a teeming 
leisureliness, put forth. Here will be stupendous libraries, 
and a mighty organisation of museums. About these centres 
will cluster a great swarm of people, and close at hand will be 
another centre, for I who am an Englishman must needs 
stipulate that Westminster shall still be a seat of world Empire, 
one of several seats, if you will—where the ruling council of the 
world assembles. Then the arts will cluster round *hi« city, 
as gold gathers about wisdom, and here Englishmen will 
weave into wonderful prose and beautiful rhythms and subtly 
atmospheric forms, the intricate, austere and courageous 
imagination of our race. 
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I realise we are at the entrance of onr hotel before I can 
formulate any further remark. 

" This is the place/* I say. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


MY UTOPIAN SELF 


§ I 

I t falls to few of us to interview our better selves. My 
Utopian self is, of course, my better self—according 
to my best endeavours—and I must confess myself 
fully alive to the difficulties of the situation. When I came 
to this Utopia I had no thought of any such intimate self- 
examination. 

The whole fabric of that other universe sways for a moment 
as I come into his room, into his clear and ordered work-room. 
I am trembling. A figure rather taller than myself stands 
against the light. 

He comes towards me, and I, as I advance to meet him, 
stumble against a chair. Then, still without a word, we are 
clasping hands. 

I stand now so that the light falls upon him, and I can see 
his face better. He is a little taller than I, younger looking 
and sounder looking ; he has missed an illness or so, and 
there is no scar over his eye. His training has been subtly 
finer than mine ; he has made himself a better face than 
mine. . . . These things I might have counted upon. I can 
fancy he winces with a twinge of sympathetic understanding 
at my manifest inferiority. Indeed, I come, trailing clouds of 
earthly confusion and weakness ; I bear upon me all the 
defects of my world. He wears, I see, that white tunic with the 
purple band that I have already begun to consider the proper 
Utopian clothing for grave men, and his face is clean shaven. 
We forget to speak at first in the intensity of our mutual 
Inspection. When at last I do gain my voice it is to say 
something quite different from the fine, significant openings 
of my premeditated dialogues. 

“ You have a pleasant room,'* I remark, and look about a 
little, disconcerted because there is no fireplace for me to put 
my back against, or hearth-rug to stand upon. He pushed 
me a chair, into which I plump, and we hang over an i mmens ity 
of conversational possibilities. 

** I say/* I plunge, ** what do you think of me ? You don't 
think I’m an impostor ? ** 

44 Not now that I have seen you. No/' 

11 Am I so like you ? ** 

“ Like me and your story—exactly.” 
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41 You haven't any doubt left ? 

" Not in the least since I saw you enter. You come from 
the world beyond Sirius, twin to this. Eh ? " 

And you don't want to know how I got here ? 1 ' 

I’ve ceased even to wonder how I got here/’ he says, with 
a laugh that echoes mine. 

He leans back in his chair, and I in mine, and the absurd 
parody of our attitude strikes us both. 

" Well ? " we say, simultaneously, and laugh together. 

I will confess this meeting is more difficult even than I 
anticipated. 


§ 2 

Our conversation at that first encounter would do very little 
to develop the Modem Utopia in my mind. Inevitably, it 
would be personal and emotional. He would tell roe how he 
stood in his world, and I how I stood in mine, I should have 
to tell him things, I should have to explain things- 

No, the conversation would contribute nothing to a modem 
Utopia. 

And so I leave it out. 


§3 

But I should go back to my botanist in a state of emotional 
relaxation. At first I should not heed the fact that he, too, 
had been in some manner stirred. <r I have seen him," I 
should say, needlessly, and seem to be on the verge of telling the 
untenable. Then I should fade off into : " It’s the strangest 
thing." 

He would interrupt me with his own preoccupation. You 
know," he would say, " I’ve seen some one." 

I should pause and look at him. 

“ She is in this world," he says. 

“ Who is in this world ? " 

44 Mary J " 

I have not heard her name before, but I understand, of 
course, at once. 

** I saw her," he explains, 

" Saw her ? " 

14 I'm certain it was her. Certain, She was far away 
across those gardens near here—and before I had recovered 
from my amazement she had gone t But it was Mary/' 

He takes my arm. 44 You know I did not understand 
this," he says. 41 1 did not really understand that when you 
said Utopia, you meant I was to meet her—in happiness." 

I didn't. 

44 It works out at that." 

** You haven't met her yet." 

" I shall. It makes everything different. To tell you the 
truth I've rather hated this Utopia of yours at times. You 
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mustn’t mind my saying it, but there’s something of the 
Grad grind-” 

Probably I should swear at that. 

“ What ? ” he says, 

“ Nothing.” 

“ But you spoke ? ” 

” I was purring. I’m a Grad grind—it's quite right— 
anything you can say about Herbert Spencer, vivisectors, 
materialistic Science or Atheists, applies without correction 
to me. Begbie away I But now you think better of a modern 
Utopia ? Was the lady looking well ? ” 

” It was her real self. Yes. Not the broken woman I 
met—in the real world.” 

” And as though she was pining for you.” 

He looks puzzled. 

“ Look there ! ” I say. 

He looks. 

We are standing high above the ground in the loggia into 
which our apartments open, and I point across the soft haze 
of the public gardens to a tall white mass of University build¬ 
ings that rises with a free and fearless gesture, to lift saluting 
pinnacles against the clear evening sky. " Don’t you think 
that rather more beautiful than—say—our National Gallery ? ” 

He looks at it critically. " There’s a lot of metal in it,” he 
objects. " What ? ” 

I purred. ” But, anyhow, whatever you can’t see is that, 
you can, I suppose, see that it is different from anything in 
your "world—it lacks the kindly humanity of a red-brick 
Queen Anne villa residence, with its gables and bulges and 
bow windows, and its stained glass fanlight, and so forth. It 
lacks the self-complacent unreasonableness of Board of Works 
classicism. There’s something in its proportions—as though 
some one with brains had taken a lot of care to get it quite 
right, some one who not only knew what metal can do, but 
what a University ought to be, somebody who had found the 
Gothic spirit enchanted, petrified, in a cathedral, and had 

20^“ ^ free * * 

<f But what has this,” he asks, “ to do with her ? ” 

“ Very much,” I say. “ This is not the same world. If 
she is here, she will be younger in spirit and wiser. She will 
be in many ways more refined-” 

** No one-” he begins, with a note of indignation. 

“ No, no 1 She couldn’t be. I was wrong there. But 
she will be different. Grant that at any rate. When you go 
forward to speak to her, she may not remember—very many 
things you may remember. Things that happened at Frognal 
—dear romantic walks through the Sunday summer evenings, 
practically you two alone, you in your adolescent silk hat 
and your nice gentlemanly gloves. . . . Perhaps that did not 
happen here 1 And she may have other memories—of things 
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—that down there haven’t happened. You noted her costume. 
She wasn’t by any chance one of the samurai ? ” 

He answers, with a note of satisfaction, “ No I She wore 
a womanly dress of greyish green.” 

“ Probably under the Lesser Rule.” 

“ I don’t know what you mean by the Lesser Rule. She 
wasn’t one of the samurai 

“ And, after all, you know—I keep on reminding you, 
and you keep on losing touch with the fact, that this world 
contains your double.” 

He pales, and his countenance is disturbed. Thank Heaven, 
I’ve touched him at last ! 

" This world contains your double. But, conceivably, 
everything may be different here. The whole romantic story 
may have run a different course. It was as it was in ovir 
world, by the accidents of custom and proximity. Adolescence 
is a defenceless plastic period. You are a man to form great 
affections—noble, great affections. You might have met any 
one almost at that season and formed the same attachment.” 

For a time he is perplexed and troubled by this suggestion, 

u No,” he says, a little doubtfully. ” No. It was her¬ 
self. . . Then, emphatically, <f No / ” 

§4 

For a time we say no more, and I fall musing about my 
strange encounter with my Utopian double. I think of the 
confessions I have just made to him, the strange admissions 
both to him and myself. I have stirred up the stagnations 
of my own emotional life, the pride that has slumbered, the 
hopes and disappointments that have not troubled me for 
years. There are things that happened to me in my adolescence 
that no discipline of reason will ever bring to a just proportion 
for me, the first humiliations I was made to suffer, the waste 
of all the fine irrecoverable loyalties and passions of my youth. 
The dull base caste of my little personal tragi-comedy—I have 
ostensibly forgiven, I have for the most part forgotten—-and 
yet when I recall them I hate each actor still.. Whenever it 
comes into my mind—I do my best to prevent it—there it is, 
and these detestable people blot out the stars for me, 

I have told all that story to my double, and he has listened 
with understanding eyes. But for a little while those squalid 
memories will not sink back into the deeps. We lean, side 
by side, over our balcony, lost in such egotistical absorptions, 
quite heedless of the great palace of noble dreams to which our 
first enterprise has brought us. 

§ 5 

I f-ati understand the botanist this afternoon ; for once we 
are in the same key. My own mental temper has gone for 
the day, and I know what it means to be untempered. Here 
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is a world and a glorious world, and it is for me to take hold of 
it, to have to do with it, here and now, and behold J I can 
only think that I am burnt and scarred, and there rankles 
that wretched piece of business, the mean unimaginative 
triumph of my antagonist—— 

I wonder how many men have any real freedom of mind, 
are, in truth, unhampered by such associations, to whom 
all that is great and noble in life does not, at times at least, 
if not always, seem secondary to obscure rivalries and con¬ 
siderations, to the petty hates that are like germs in the blood, 
to the lust for self-assertion, to dwarfish pride, to affections 
they gave in pledge even before they were men. 

The botanist beside me dreams, I know, of vindication# 
for that woman. 

All this world before us, and its order and liberty, axe no 
more than a painted scene before which he is to meet Her at 
last freed from " that scoundrel.” 

He expects “ that scoundrel ” really to be present and, as 
it were, writhing under their feet. . . . 

I wonder if that man was a scoundrel. He has gone wrong 
on earth, no doubt, has failed and degenerated, but what was 
it sent him wrong ? Was his failure inherent, or did some 
net of cross purposes tangle about his feet ? Suppose he Is 
not a failure in Utopia f . , . 

I wonder that this has never entered the botanist’s head. 

He, with his vaguer mind, can overlook—spite of my 
ruthless reminders—all that would mar his vague anticipations. 
That, too, if I suggested it, he would overcome and disregard. 
He has the most amazing power of resistance to uncongenial 
ideas ; amazing that is, to me. He bates the idea of meeting 
his double, and, consequently, so soon as I cease to speak of 
that, with scarcely an effort of his will it fades again from his 
mind. 

Down below in the gardens two children pursue one another, 
and one, near caught, screams aloud and rouses me from my 
reverie. 

I follow their little butterfly antics until they vanish beyond 
a thicket of flowering rhododendra, and then my eyes go 
back to the great facade of the University buildings. 

But I am in no mood to criticise architecture. 

Why should a modem Utopia insist upon slipping out 
of the hands of its creator and becoming the background of a 
personal drama—of such a silly little drama ? 

The botanist will not see Utopia in any other way. He 
tests it entirely by its reaction upon the individual persons 
and things he knows ; he dislikes it because he suspects it 
of wanting to lethal chamber his aunt's li dear old (toggle/' 
and now he is reconciled to it because a certain “ Mary ,J looks 
much younger and better here than she did on earth. And 
here am I, near fallen into the same way of dealing ( 
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We agree to purge this State and all the people in it of 
traditions, associations, bias, laws, and artificial entangle¬ 
ments, and begin anew ; but we have no power to liberate 
ourselves. Our past, even its accidents, its accidents above 
all, and ourselves, are one. 


CHAPTER NINE 

THE SAMURAI 



N either my Utopian double nor I love emotion suffi¬ 
ciently to cultivate it, and my feelings are in a state of 
seemly subordination when we meet again. He is now 
in possession of some clear, general ideas about my own world, 
and I can broach almost at once the thoughts that have been 
gratfmg and accumulating since my arrival in this planet of 
my dreams, We find our interest in a humanised state-craft 
makes us, in spite of our vast difference in training and habits, 
curiously akin. 

I put it to him that I came to Utopia with but very vague 
ideas of the method of government, biased, perhaps, a little 
in favour of certain electoral devices, but for the rest indeter¬ 
minate, and that I have come to perceive more and more 
clearly that the large intricacy of Utopian organisation 
demands more powerful and efficient method of control than 
electoral methods can give, I have come to distinguish among 
the varied costumes and the innumerable types of personality 
Utopia presents, certain men and women of a distinctive 
costume and bearing, and I know now that these people 
constitute an order, the samurai, the " voluntary nobility," 
which is essential in the scheme of the Utopian State. I know 
that this order is open to every physically and mentally 
healthy adult in the Utopian State who will observe its pre¬ 
scribed austere rule of living, that much of the responsible 
work of the State is reserved for it, and I am inclined now 
at the first onset of realisation to regard it as far more signi¬ 
ficant than it really is in the Utopian scheme, as being, indeed, 
in itself and completely the Utopian scheme. My predominant 
curiosity concerns the organisation of this order. As it has 
developed in my mind, it has reminded me more and more 
closely of that strange class of guardians which constitutes the 
essential substance of Plato's Republic , and it is with an implicit 
reference to Plato’s profound intuitions that I and my double 
discuss this question. 

To clarify our comparison he tells me something of the 
history of Utopia, ana incidentally it becomes necessary to 
make a correction in the assumptions upon which I have based 
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my enterprise. We are assuming a world identical in every 
respect with the real planet Earth, except for the profoundest 
differences in the mental content of life. This implies a 
different literature, a different philosophy, and a different 
history, and so soon as I come to talk to him I find that though 
it remains unavoidable that we should assume the corre¬ 
spondence of the two populations, man for man—unless we 
would face unthinkable complications—we must assume also 
that a great succession of persons of extraordinary character 
and mental gifts, who on earth died in childhood or at birth, 
or who never learnt to read, or who lived and died amidst 
savage or brutalising surroundings that gave their gifts no 
scope, did in Utopia encounter happier chances, and take up 
the development and application of social theory—from 
the time of the first Utopists in a steady onward progress, 
down to the present hour . 1 The differences of conditions, 
therefore, had widened with each successive year. Jesus 
Christ had been bom into a liberal and progressive Roman 
Empire that spread from the Arctic Ocean to the Bight of 
Benin, and was to^ know no Decline and Fall, and Mahomet, 
instead of embodying the dense prejudices of Arab ignorance, 
opened his eyes upon an intellectual horizon already nearly 
as wide as the world. 

Ana through this empire the flow of thought, the flow of 
intention, poured always more abundantly. There were 
wars, but they were conclusive wars that established new and 
more permanent relations, that swept aside obstructions, and 
abolished centres of decay ; there were prejudices tempered 
to an ordered criticism, and hatreds that merged at last in 
tolerant reactions. It was several hundred years ago that the 
great organisation of the samurai came into its present form. 
And it was this organisation’s widely sustained activities that 
had shaped and established the World State in Utopia. 

This organisation of the samurai was a quite deliberate 
invention. It arose in the course of social and political 
troubles and complications, analogous to those of our own 
time on earth, and was, indeed, the last of a number of political 
and religious experiments dating back to the first dawn of 
philosophical state-craft in Greece. That hasty despair of 
specialisation for government that gave our poor world 
individualism, democratic liberalism, and anarchism, and 
that curious disregard of the fund of enthusiasm and self- 
sacrifice in men, which is the fundamental weakness of worldly 
economics, do not appear in the history of Utopian thought. 
All that history is pervaded with the recognition of the fact 
that self-seeking is no more the whole of human life than the 
satisfaction of hunger ; that it is an essential of a man’s 

l One might assume as an alternative to this that amidst the four-fifths of the Greek 
literature now lost to the world, there perished, neglected, some book of elementary 
significance, some earlier Novum Organum , that in Utopia survived to achieve the 
profoundest consequences. 
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existence no doubt, and that under stress of evil circumstances 
it may as entirely obsess him as would the food hunt during 
famine, but that life may pass beyond to an illimitable world 
of emotions and effort. Every sane person consists of possi¬ 
bilities beyond the unavoidable needs, is capable oi dis¬ 
interested feeling, even if it amounts only to enthusiasm for 
a sport or an industrial employment well done, for an art, 
or for a locality or class. In our world now, as in the Utopian 
past, this impersonal energy of a man goes out into religious 
emotion and work, into patriotic effort, into artistic enthusi¬ 
asms, into games and amateur employments, and an enormous 
proportion of the whole world’s fund of effort wastes itself 
in religious and political misunderstandings and conflicts, and 
in unsatisfying amusements and unproductive occupations. 
In a modem Utopia there will, indeed, be no perfection ; in 
Utopia there must also be friction, conflicts, and waste, but 
the waste will be enormously less than in our world. And the 
co-ordination of activities this relatively smaller waste will 
measure, will be the achieved end for which the order of the 
samurai was first devised. 

Inevitably such an order must have first arisen among a 
clash of social forces and political systems as a revolutionary 
organisation. It must have set before itself the attainment 
of some such Utopian ideal as this modem Utopia does, in 
the key of mortal imperfection, realise. At first it may have 
directed itself to research and discussion, to the elaboration of 
its ideal, to the discussion of a plan of campaign, but at some 
stage it must have assumed a more militant organisation, and 
have prevailed against and assimilated the pre-existing political 
organisations, and to all intents and purposes have become 
this present synthesised World State. Traces of that militancy 
would, therefore, pervade it still, and a campaigning quality— 
no longer against specific disorders, but against universal 
human weaknesses, and the inanimate forces that trouble 
man—still remain as its essential quality. 

14 Something of this kind/* I should tell my double, “ had 
arisen in our thought "—I jerk my head back to indicate an 
infinitely distant planet — u just before I came upon these 
explorations. The idea had reached me, for example, of 
something to be called a New Republic, which was to be in 
fact an organisation for revolution something after the fashion 
of your samurai, as I understand them—only most of the 
organisation and the rule of life still remained to be invented. 
All sorts of people were thinking^of something in that way 
about the time of my coining. The idea, as it reached me, 
was pretty crude in several respects* It ignored the high 
possibility of a synthesis of languages in the future ; it came 
from a literary man, who wrote only English, and, as I read 
him—he was a little vague in his proposals—it was to be a 
purely English-speaking movement* And his ideas were 
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coloured too much by the peculiar opportunism of his time ; 
he seemed to have more than half an eye for a prince or a 
millionaire of genius ; he seemed looking here and there for 
support and the structural elements of a party. Still, the 
idea of a comprehensive movement of disillusioned and 
illuminated men behind the shams and patriotisms, the spites 
and personalities of the ostensible world, was there.” 

I added some particulars. 

Our movement had something of that spirit in the be¬ 
ginning, said my Utopian double. ” But while your men 
seem to be thinking disconnectedly, and upon a very narrow 
and fragmentary basis of accumulated conclusions, ours had 
a fairly comprehensive science of human association, and a 
very careful analysis of the failures of preceding beginnings 
to draw upon. After all, your world must be as full as ours 
was of the wreckage and decay of previous attempts ; churches, 
aristocracies, orders, cults. ...” 

f< Only at present we seem to have lost heart altogether 
and now there are no new religions, no new orders, no new 
cults—no beginnings any more.” 

But that's only a resting phase, perhaps. You were 
saying-” 

° Oli I—let that distressful planet alone for a time 1 Tell 
me how you manage in Utopia.” 

§2 

The social theorists of Utopia, my double explained, did 
not base their schemes upon the classification of men into 
labour and capital, the landed interest, the liquor trade, and 
the like. They esteemed these as accidental categories, 
indefinitely amenable to statesmanship, and they looked for 
some practical and real classification upon which to base 
organisation A But, on the other hand, the assumption that 
men are unclassifiable, because practically homogeneous, 
which underlies modem democratic methods and all the 
fallacies of our equal justice, is even more alien to the Utopian 
mind. Throughout Utopia there is, of course, no other than 
provisional classifications, since every being is regarded as 
finally unique, but for political and social purposes things 
have long rested upon a classification of temperaments, which 
attends mainly to differences in the range and Quality and 
character of the individual imagination. 

This Utopian classification was a rough one, but it served 
its purpose to determine the broad lines of political organisa¬ 
tion ; it was so far unscientific that many individuals fall 
between or within two or even three of its classes. But that 

i In that they seem to have profited by a more searching criticism ol early social 
«tnd political speculations than our earth has yet undertaken. The social speculations 
of the Greeks, tor example, bad just the same primary defect as the economic speculations 
of the eighteenth century—they began with the assumption that the general conditions 
of,the prevalent state of affairs were permanent. 
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was met by giving the correlated organisation a compensatory 
looseness of play. Four main classes of mind were distin¬ 
guished , called J respectively, the Poietic, the Kinetic, the Dull, 
and the Base. The former two are supposed to constitute 
the living tissue of the State ; the latter are the fulcra and 
resistances, the bone and cover of its body. They are not 
hereditary classes, nor is there any attempt to develop any 
class by special breeding, simply because the intricate inter¬ 
play of heredity is untraceable and incalculable. They are 
classes to which people drift of their own accord. Education 
is uniform until differentiation becomes unmistakable, and 
each man (and woman) must establish his position with regard 
to the lines of this abstract classification by his own quality, 
choice, and development. ... 

The Poietic or creative class of mental individuality 
embraces a wide range of types, but they agree in possessing 
imaginations that range beyond the known and accepted, and 
that involve the desire to bring the discoveries made in such 
excursions, into knowledge and recognition. The scope and 
direction of the imaginative excursion may vary very greatly. 
It may be the invention of something new or the discovery 
of something hitherto unperceived. When the invention or 
discovery is primarily beauty then we have the artistic type 
of Poietic mind ; when it is not so, we have the true scientific 
man. The range of discovery may be narrowed as it is in the 
art of Whistler or the science of a cytologist, or it may embrace 
a wide extent of relevance, until at last both artist or scientific 
inquirer merge in the universal reference of the true philo¬ 
sopher. To the accumulated activities of the Poietic type, 
reacted upon by circumstances, are due almost all the forms 
ass umed by human thought and feeling. All religious ideas, 
all ideas of what is good or beautiful, entered life through 
the Poietic inspirations of man. Except for processes of 
decay, the forms of the human future must come also through 
men of this same type, and it is a primary essential to our 
modem idea of an abundant secular progress that these 
activities should be unhampered and stimulated. 

The Kinetic class consists of types, various, of course, and 
merging insensibly along the boundary into the less repre¬ 
sentative constituents of the Poietic group, but distinguished 
by a more restricted range of imagination. Their imagina¬ 
tions do not range beyond the Known, experienced, and 
accepted, though within these limits they may imagine 
as vividly or more vividly than members of the former group. 
They are often very clever and capable people, but they do 
not do, and they do not desire to do, new things. The more 
vigorous individual s of this class are the most teachable 
people in the world, and they are generally more moral and 
more trustworthy than the Poietic types. They live—while 
the Poietics are always something of experimentalists with 
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life. iTbe characteristics of either of these two classes may be 
assodfSfSd with a good or bad physique, with excessive or 
defective energy, with exceptional keenness of the senses in 
some determinate direction or such-like “ bent/* and the 
Kinetic type, just as the Poietic type, may display an imagina¬ 
tion of restricted or of the most universal range. But a fairly 
energetic Kinetic is probably the nearest thing to that ideal 
our earthly anthropologists have in mind when they speak 
of the “ Normal " human being. The vei^Wlefinition of the 
Pcietic class involves a certain abnormalit y. 8 

The Utopians distinguished two extrerrif^of this Kinetic 
class according to the quality of their imaginative preferences, 
the Dan and Beersheba, as it were, of this division. At one 
end is the mainly intellectual, unoriginal type, which, with 
energy of personality, makes an admirable judge or adminis¬ 
trator and without it an uninventive, laborious, common 
mathematician, or common scholar, or common scientific 
man ; while at the other end is the mainly emotional, un¬ 
original man, the type to which—at a low level of personal 
energy—my botanist inclines. The second type includes, 
amidst its energetic forms, great actors, and popular politi¬ 
cians and preachers. Between these extremes is a long and 
wide region of varieties, into which one would put most of the 
people who form the reputable workmen, the men of substance, 
the trustworthy men and women, the pillars of society on earth. 
Below these two classes in the Utopian scheme of things, 
and merging insensibly into them, come the Dull. The Dull 
are persons of altogether inadequate imagination, the people 
who never seem to learn thoroughly, or hear distinctly, 
or think clearly. (I believe if every one is to be carefully 
educated they would be considerably in the minority in the 
world, but it is quite possible that will not be the reader's 
opinion. It is clearly a matter of an arbitrary line.) They 
are the stupid people, the incompetent people, the formal, 
imitative people, the people who, in any properly organised 
State, should, as a class, gravitate towards and below the mini¬ 
mum wage that qualifies for marriage. The laws of heredity 
are far too mysterious for such offspring as they do produce 
to be excluded from a fair chance in the world, but for them¬ 
selves, they count neither for work nor direction in the State. 

Finally, with a bold disregard of the logician's classificatoiy 
rules, these Utopian statesmen who devised the World State, 
hewed out in theory a class of the Base. The Base may, 
indeed, be either poietic, kinetic, or dull, though most com¬ 
monly they are the last, and their definition concerns not 
so much the quality of their imagination as a certain bias in 
it, that to a statesman makes it a matter for special attention. 
The Base have a narrower and more persistent egoistic refer¬ 
ence than the common run of humanity ; they may boast, 
but they have no frankness ; they have relatively great powers 
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of concealment, and they are capable of, and sometimes have 
an aptitude and inclination towards, cruelty. In the queer 
phrasing of earthly psychology with its clumsy avoidance of 
analysis, they have no “ moral sense.” They count as an 
antagonism to the State organisation. 

Obviously, this is the rudest of classifications, and no 
Utopian has ever supposed it to be a classification for in- 
dividual application, a classification so precise that one can 
say, this man is “ poietic,” and that man is "base,” In 
actual experience these qualities mingle and vary in everv 
possible way. It is not a classification for Truth, but a 
classification to an end. Taking humanity as a multitude, 
of unique individuals in mass, one may, for practical purposes, 
deal with it far more conveniently by disregarding its unique¬ 
ness and its mixed cases altogether, and supposing it to be an 
assembly of poietic, kinetic, dull, and base people. In many 
respects it behaves as if it were that. The State, dealing as ft 
does only with non-individualised affairs, is not only justified 
in disregarding, but is bound to disregard, a man's special 
distinction, and to provide for him on the strength of his 
prevalent aspect as being on the whole poietic, kinetic, or what 
not. In a world of hasty judgments and carping criticism, it 
cannot be repeated too often that the fundamental ideas of a 
modemUtopia imply everywhere and in everything, margins and 
elasticities, a certain universal compensatory looseness of play 

§3 

Now these Utopian statesmen who founded the World 
State put the problem of social organisation in the following 
fashion :—To contrive a revolutionary movement that shall 
absorb all existing governments and fuse them with itself, 
and that must be rapidly progressive and adaptable, and yet 
coherent, persistent, powerful, and efficient. 

The problem of combining progress with political stability 
had never been accomplished in Utopia before that time, 
any more than it has been accomplished on earth. Just as on 
earth, Utopian history was a succession of powers rising and 
falling in an alternation of efficient conservative with unstable 
liberal States. Just as on earth, so in Utopia, the kinetic 
type of men had displayed a more or less unintentional 
antagonism to the poietic. The general life-history of a State 
had been the same on either planet. First, through poietic 
activities, the idea of a community has developed, and the 
State has shaped itself ; poietic men have arisen first in this 
department 01 national liie, and then that, and have given 
place to kinetic men of a high type—for it seems to be in their 
nature that poietic men should be mutually repulsive, and not 
succeed and develop one another consecutively—and a period 
of expansion and vigour has set in. The general poietic 
activity has declined with the development of an efficient 
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aa a settled social and political organisation ; the statesman 
has given way to the politician who has incorporated the 
wisdom of the statesman with his own energy, the original 
genius in arts, letters, science, and every department of activity 
to the cultivated and scholarly man. The kinetic man of wide 
range, who has assimilated his poietic predecessor, succeeds 
with far more readiness than his poietic contemporary in 
almost every human activity. The latter is by his very 
nature undisciplined and experimental, and is positively 
hampered by precedents and good order. With this substitu¬ 
tion of the efficient for the creative type, the State ceases to 
grow, first in this department of activity, and then in that, and 
so long as its conditions remain the same it remains orderly 
and efficient. But it has lost its power of initiative and change; 
its power of adaptation is gone, and with that secular change of 
conditions which is the law of life, stresses must arise wi thin 
and without, and bring at last either through revolution or 
through defeat the release of fresh poietic power. The pro¬ 
cess, of course, is not in its entirety simple ; it may be masked 
by the fact that one department of activity may be in its 
poietic stage, while another is in a phase of realisation. In 
the United States of America, for example, during the nine¬ 
teenth century, there was great poietic activity in industrial 
organisation, and none whatever in political philosophy; but a 
careful analysis of the history of any period will show the rhythm 
almost invariably present, and the initial problem before the 
Utopian philosopher, therefore, was whether this was an in¬ 
evitable alternation, whether human progress was necessarily a 
series of developments, collapses, and fresh beginnings, after 
an interval of disorder, unrest, and often great unhappiness, 
or whether it was possible to maintain a secure, happy, and 
progressive State beside an unbroken flow of poietic activity. 

Clearly they decided upon the second alternative. If, 
indeed, I am listening to my Utopian self,then they not only 
decided the problem could be solved, but they solved it. 

He tells me how they solved it. 

A modern Utopia differs from all the older Utopias in Its 
recognition of the need of poietic activities—one sees this new 
consideration creeping into thought for the first time in the 
phrasing of Comte's insistence that " spiritual ” must precede 
political reconstruction, and in his admission of the necessity 
of recurrent books and poems about Utopias—and at first this 
recognition appears to admit only an added complication to a 
problem already unmanageably complex. Comte’s separation 
of the activities of a State into the spiritual and material does, 
to a certain extent, anticipate this opposition of poietic and 
kinetic, but the intimate texture of his mind was dull and 
hard, the conception slipped from him again, and his sup¬ 
pression of literary activities, and his imposition of a rule of 
life upon the poietic types, who are least able to sustain It, 
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mark how deeply he went under. To a large extent he followed 
the older Utopista in assuming that the philosophical and con¬ 
structive problem could be done once for all, and he worked 
the results out simply under an organised kinetic government. 
But what seems to be merely an addition to the difficulty nxay 
in the end turn out to be a simplification, just as the introduc¬ 
tion of a fresh term to an intricate irreducible mathematical 
expression will at times bring it to unity. 

Now philosophers after my Utopian pattern, who find the 
ultimate significance in life in individuality, novelty, and the 
undefined, would not only regard the poietic element as the 
most important in human society, but would perceive quite 
clearly the impossibility of its organisation. This, indeed, 
is simply the application to the moral and intellectual fabric 
of the principles already applied in discussing the State control 
of reproduction (in Chapter Six, § 2). But just as in the case of 
births it was possible for the State to frame limiting condi¬ 
tions within which individuality plays more freely than in the 
void, so the founders of this modem Utopia believed it possible 
to define conditions under which every individual bom with 
poietic gifts should he enabled and encouraged to give them 
a full development, in art, philosophy, invention, or discovery. 
Certain general conditions presented themselves as obviously 
reasonable :—to give every citizen as good an education as he 
or she could acquire, for example ; to so frame it that the 
directed educational process would never at any period occupy 
the whole available time of the learner, but would provide 
throughout a marginal free leisure with opportunities for 
developing idiosyncrasies, and to ensure by the expedient of 
a minimum wage for a specified amount of work, that leisure 
and opportunity did not cease throughout life. 

But, in addition to thus making poietic activities universally 
possible, the founders of this modem Utopia sought to supply 
incentives, wliich was an altogether more difficult research, a 
problem in its nature irresolvably complex, and admitting of 
no systematic solution. But my double told me of a great 
variety of devices by which poetic men and women were given 
honour and enlarged freedoms, so soon as they produced 
an earnest of their quality, and lie explained to me how great 
an ambition they might entertain. 

There were great systems of laboratories attached to every 
municipal force station at which research could be conducted 
under the most favourable conditions, and every mine, and, 
indeed, almost every great industrial establishment, was 
saddled under its lease with similar obligations. So much for 
poietic ability and research in physical science. The World 
State tried the claims of every living contributor to any 
materially valuable invention, and paid or charged a royalty 
on its use that went partly to him personally, and partly to 
the research institution that had produced him. In the matter 
T.B.—M.U. p 
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of literature and the philosophical and sociological sciences, 
every higher educational establishment carried its studentships , 
its fellowships, its occasional lectureships, and to produce a 
pcem, a novel, a speculative work of force or merit, was to 
become the object of a generous competition between rival 
Universities. In Utopia, any author has the option either of 
publishing his works through the public bookseller as a private 
■peculation, or, if he is of sufficient merit, of accepting a 
University endowment and conceding his copyright to the 
University press. All sorts of grants in the hands of com¬ 
mittees of the most varied constitution, supplemented these 
academic resources, and ensured that no possible contributor 
to the wide flow of the Utopian mind slipped into neglect. 
Apart from those who engaged mainly in teaching and ad¬ 
ministration, my double told me that the world-wide House of 
Saloman 1 thus created sustained over a million men. For all 
the rarity of large fortunes, therefore, no original man with 
the desire and capacity for material or mental experiments 
went long without resources and the stimulus of attention, 
criticism, and rivalry. 

'* And finally/’ said my double, f# our Rules ensure a con¬ 
siderable understanding of the importance of poietic activities 
in the majority of the samurai , in whose hands as a class all 
the real power of the world resides.” 

“ Ah l ” said I, " and now we come to the thing that in¬ 
terests me most. For it is quite clear, in my mind, that these 
samurai form the real body of the State. All this time that 
I have spent going to and fro in this planet, it has been growing 
upon me that this order of men and women, wearing such a 
uniform as you wear, and with faces strengthened by discipline 
and touched with devotion, is the Utopian reality ; but that 
for them, the whole fabric of these fair appearances would 
crumble and tarnish, shrink and shrivel, until at last, back I 
should be amidst the grime and disorders of the life of earth. 
Tell me about these samurai , who remind me of Plato’s 
guardians, who look like Knights Templars, who bear a name 
that recalls the swordsmen of Japan . . . and whose uniform 
you yourself are wearing. What are they ? Are they an 
hereditary caste, a specially educated order, an elected class ? 
For, certainly, this world turns upon them as a door upon its 
hinges.” 

§ 4 

“ I follow the Common Rule, as many men do/* said my 
double, answering my allusion to his uniform almost apolo¬ 
getically. “ But my own work is, in its nature, poietic ; 
there is much dissatisfaction with our isolation of criminals 
upon islands, and I am analysing the psychology of prison 
officials and criminals in general with a view to some better 

1 The New Atlantis. 
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scheme, I am supposed to be ingenious with expedients in 
this direction. Typically, the samurai are engaged in ad¬ 
ministrative work. Practically the whole of the responsible 
rule of the world is in their hands ; all our head teachers 
and disciplinary heads of colleges, our judges, barristers, 
employers of labour beyond a certain limit, practising medical 
men, legislators, must be samurai , and all the executive com¬ 
mittees, and so forth, that play so large a part in our affairs 
are drawn by lot exclusively from them. The order is not 
hereditary—-we know just enough of biology and the uncer¬ 
tainties of inheritance to know how silly that would be—and it 
does not require an early consecration or novitiate or ceremonies 
and initiations of that sort. The samurai are, in fact, volunteers. 
Any intelligent adult in a reasonably healthy and efficient state 
may, at any age after five-and-twenty, become one of the 
samurai, and take a hand in the universal control.'* 

“ Provided he follows the Rule.'* 


Precisely—provided he follows the Rule." 

" I have heard the phrase, * voluntary nobility.' " 

" That was the idea of our Founders. They made a noble 
and privileged order—open to the whole world. No one could 
complain of an unjust exclusion, for the only thing that could 
exclude from the order was unwillingness or inability to follow 
the Rule." 

" But the Rule might easily have been made exclusive of 
special lineages and races." 

44 That wasn't their intention. The Rule was planned 
to exclude the dull, to be unattractive to the base, and to 
direct and co-ordinate all sound citizens of good intent." 

** And it has succeeded ? " 

"As well as anything finite can. Life is still imperfect, 
still a thick felt of dissatisfactions and perplexing problems, 
but most certainly the quality of all its problems has been 
raised, and there has been no war, no grinding poverty, not 
half the disease, and an enormous increase of the order, beauty, 
and resources of life since the samurai , who began as a private 
aggressive cult, won their way to the rule of the world." 

r * I would like to have that history," I said. “ I expect 
there was fighting ? " He nodded. 41 But first—tell me 
about the Rule." 

“ The Rule aims to exclude the dull and base altogether, 
to discipline the impulses and emotions, to develop a moral 
habit and sustain a man in periods of stress, fatigue and 
temptation, to produce the maximum co-operation of all men 
of good intent, and, in fact, to keep all the samurai in a state 
of moral and bodily health and efficiency. It does as much of 
this as well as it can, but, of course, like all general proposi¬ 
tions, it does not do it in any case with absolute precision. 
On the whole, it is so good that most men who, like myself, 
are doing poietic work, and who would be just as well off 
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without obedience, find a satisfaction in adhesion. At first, 
in the militant days, it was a trifle hard and uncompromising ; 
it had rather too strong an appeal to the moral prig and harshly 
righteous man, but it has undergone, and still undergoes, re¬ 
vision and expansion, and every year it becomes a little better 
adapted to the need of a general rule of life that all men may 
try to follow. We have now a whole literature, with many 
very fine things in it, written about the Rule.” 

He glanced at a little book on his desk, took it up as if to 
show it me, then put it down again* ^ * 

“ The Rule consists of three parts ; there is the list of things 
that qualify, the list of things that must not be done, and the 
list of things that must be done. Qualification exacts a little 
exertion, as evidence of good faith, and it is designed to weed 
out the duller dull and many of the base. Our schooling period 
ends now about fourteen, and a small number of boys and girls— 
about three per cent.—are set aside then as unteachable, as, in 
fact, nearly idiotic ; the rest go on to a college or upper school.” 

“ All your population ? 

“With that exception.” 

" Free ? ” 

** Of course. And they pass out of college at eighteen. 
There are several different college courses, but one or other 
7nust be followed and a satisfactory examination passed at the 
end—perhaps ten per cent, fail—and the Rule requires that 
the candidate for the samurai must have passed.” 

“ But a very good man is sometimes an idle schoolboy.” 

“ We admit that. And so any one who has failed to pass 
the college leaving examination may at any time in later 
life sit for it again and again and again. Certain carefully 
specified things excuse it altogether.*’ 

“ That makes it fair. But aren’t there people who cannot 
pass examinations ? ” 

** People of nervous instability-” 

** But they may be people of great though irregular poietic 

“ Exactly. That is quite possible. But we don’t want 
that sort of people among our samurai . Passing an examina¬ 
tion is a proof of a certain steadiness of purpose, a certain 
self-control and submission-” 

“ Of a certain * ordinariness.’ ” 

" Exactly what is wanted.” 

“ Of course, those others can follow other careers. 

“ Yes. That’s what we want them to do. And, besides 
these two educational qualifications, there are two others of 
a similar kind of more debatable value. One is practically 
not in operation now. Our Founders put it that a candidate 
for the samurai must possess what they called a Techmque, 
and, as it operated in the beginning, he had to hold the 
qualification for a doctor, for a lawyer, for a military officer 
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or a a engineer, or teacher, or have painted acceptable pictures, 
or written a book, or something of the sort* He had, in fact, 
as people say, to * be something/ or to have ‘ done something.' 
It was a regulation of vague intention even in the beginning, 
and it became catholic to the pitch of absurdity. To play a 
violin skilfully has been accepted as sufficient for this qualifica¬ 
tion. There may have been a reason in the past for this pro¬ 
vision j in those days there were many daughters of prosperous 
parents—and even some sons—-who did nothing whatever but 
idle uninterestingly in the world, and the organisation might 
have suffered by their invasion, but that reason has gone 
now, and the requirement remains a merely ceremonial re¬ 
quirement. But, on the other hand, another has developed. 
Our Founders made a collection of several volumes, which 
they called, collectively, the Book of the Samurai, a compila¬ 
tion of articles and extracts, poems and prose pieces, which 
were supposed to embody the idea of the order. It was to 

S lay the part for the samurai that the Bible did for the ancient 
febrews. To tell you the truth, the stuff was of very un¬ 
equal merit ; there was a lot of very second-rate rhetoric, 
and some nearly namby-pamby verse. There was also 
included some very obscure verse and prose that had the trick 
of seeming wise. But for all such defects, much of the Book, 
from the very beginning, was splendid and inspiring matter. 
From that time to this, the Book of the Samurai has been 
under revision, much has been added, much rejected, and some 
deliberately rewritten. Now, there is hardly anything in it 
that is not beautiful and perfect in form. The whole range 
of noble emotions finds expression there, and all the guiding 
ideas of our Modern State. We have recently admitted some 
terse criticism of its contents by a man named Henley." 

Old Henley ! " 

A man who died a little tim e ago." 

I knew that man on earth. And he was in Utopia, too t 
He was a great red-faced man, with fiery hair, a noisy, in¬ 
tolerant maker of enemies, with a tender heart—-and he was 
one of the samurai ? " 

“ He defied the Rules." 

** He was a great man with wine. He wrote like wine; in our 
world he wrote wine; red wine with the light shining through." 

u He was on the Committee that revised our Canon. For 
the revising and bracing of our Canon is work for poietic 
as well as kinetic men. You knew him in your world ? " 

** I wish I had. But I have seen him. On earth be wrote 
a thing ... it would run— 
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“ Out of the night that covers me. 

Black as the pit from pole to pole, 
I thank whatever Gods may be. 

For my unconquerable soul. . . 
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44 We have that here. All good earthly things are in Utopia 
also. We put that in the Canon almost as soon as he died/* 
said my double. 



“We have now a double Canon, a very fine First Canon, 
and a Second Canon of work by living men and work of 
inferior quality, and a satisfactory knowledge of both of these 
is the fourth intellectual qualification for the samurai /* 

“ It must keep a sort of uniformity in your tone of thought/* 
“ The Canon pervades our whole world. As a matter of 
fact, very much of it is read and learnt in the schools. . . . 
Next to the intellectual qualification comes the physical, the 
man must be in sound health, free from certain foul, avoidable, 
and demoralising diseases, and in good training. We reject 
men who are fat, or thin and flabby, or whose nerves are shaky 
—we refer them back to training. And finally the man or 
woman must be fully adult/ > 

“ Twenty-one ? But you said twenty-five I " 

“ The age has varied. At first it was twenty-five or over ; 
then the minimum became twenty-five for men and twenty-one 
for women. , Now there is a feeling that it ought to be raised. 
We don't want to take advantage of mere boy and girl 
emotions—men of my way of thinking, at any rate, don't— 
we want to get our samurai with experiences, with a settled 
mature conviction. Our hygiene and regimen are rapidly 
pushing back old age and death, and keeping men hale and 
hearty to eighty and more. There's no need to hurry the 
young. Let them have a chance of wine, love, and song ; let 
them feel the bite of full-bodied desire, and know what devils 


they have to reckon with." 

“ But there is a certain fine sort of youth that knows the 
desirability of the better things at nineteen/* 

“ They may keep the Rule at any time—without its privi¬ 
leges. But a man who breaks the Rule after his adult ad¬ 
hesion at five-and-twenty is no more in the samurai for ever. 
Before that age he is free to break it and repent/’ 

And now, what is forbidden ? " 

We forbid a good deal. Many small pleasures do no great 
harm, but we think it well to forbid them, none the less, 
so that we can weed out the self-indulgent. We think that a 
constant resistance to little seductions is good for a man's 
quality. At any rate, its show that a man is prepared to pay 
something for his honour and privileges. We prescribe a 
regimen of food, forbid tobacco, wine, or any alcoholic drink, 
all narcotic drugs-” 


4 f 


If 


Meat ? * f 

“ In all the round world of Utopia there is no meat. There 
used to be. But now we cannot stand the thought of slaughter¬ 
houses. And, in a population that is all educated, and at 
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aboiit the same level of physical refinement, it is practically 
impossible to find any one who will hew a dead ox or pig. 
We never settled the hygienic question of meat-eating at all. 
inis other aspect decided us. I can still remember, as a boy 

the rejoicings over the closing of the last slaughter-house ” ’ 

You eat fish.” 

It isn t a matter of logic. In our barbaric past horrible 
payed carcasses of brutes dripping blood were hung for sale 
111 streets,” He shrugged his shoulders. 

They do that still in London—in my world,” I said. 

He looked again at my laxer, coarser face, and did not say 
whatever thought had passed across his mind. 

Originally the samurai were forbidden usury, that is to 
say the lending of money at fixed rates of interest. They are 
still under that interdiction, but since our commercial code 
practically prevents usury altogether, and our law will not 
recognise contracts for interest upon private acccommodation 
unprosperous borrowers, it is now scarcely necessary, 
lhe idea of a man growing richer by mere inaction and at the 
expense of an impoverishing debtor, is profoundly distasteful 
to Utopian ideas, and our State insists pretty effectually 
now upon the participation of the lender in the borrower’s 
risks. This, however, is only one part of a series of limitations 
of the same character. It is felt that to buy simply in order 
to sell again brings out many unsocial human qualities ; it 
makes a man seek to enhance profits and falsify values, and so 
he samurai are forbidden to buy to sell on their own account 
or for any employer save the State, unless some process of 
manufacture changes the nature of the commodity (a mere 
f i?§ e * Q kulk or packing does not suffice), and they are 
forbidden salesmanship and all its arts. Consequently they 
'p a ?? 0 t he hotel-keepers, or hotel proprietors, or hotel share¬ 
holders, and a doctor—all practising doctors must be samufai — 
cannot sell drugs except a9 a public servant of the munici¬ 
pality or the State.” 

., That, of course, runs counter to all our current terrestrial 
I said, ” We are obsessed by the power of money, 
.•these ntles will work out as a vow of moderate poverty, and 
if your samurai are an order of poor men—— 

* .They need not be. Samurai who have invented, organ- 
an d developed new industries, have become rich men, 
jod many men who have grown rich by brilliant and original 
have subsequently become samurai 
But these are exceptional cases. The bulk of your money¬ 
making business must be confined to men who are not samurai , 

You must have a class of rich, powerful outsiders-” 

Have we ? ** 

** I don't see the evidences of them.” 

As a matter of fact, we have such people 1 There are rich 
waders, men who have made discoveries in the economy of dis- 
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tribution, or who have called attention by intelligent, truthful 
advertisement to the possibilities of neglected commodities, 
for example.” 

“ But aren't they a power ? ” 

“ Why should they be ? ” 

" Wealth is power.” 

I had to explain that phrase. 

He protested. ” Wealth,” he said, “is no sort of power at 
all unless you make it one. If it is so in your world it is so by 
inadvertency. Wealth is a State-made thing, a convention, 
the most artificial of powers. Yon can, by subtle statesman¬ 
ship, contrive what it shall buy and what it shall not. In your 
world it would seem you have made leisure, movement, any 
sort of freedom, life itself, purchasable . The more fools you f 
A poor working man with you is a man in discomfort and fear. 
No wonder your rich have power. But here a reasonable 
leisure, a decent life, is to be had by every man on easier terms 
than by selling himself to the rich. And rich as men axe here, 
there is no private fortune in the whole world that is more than a 
little thing beside the wealth of the State. The samurai control 
the State and the wealth of the State, and by their vows they 
may not avail themselves of any of the coarser pleasures wealth 
can still buy. Where, then, is the power of your wealthy man? ” 
“ But, then—where is the incentive—■— ? ” 

*' Oh ! a man gets things for himself with wealth—no end 
of things. But little or no power over his fellows—unless they 
are exceptionally weak or self-indulgent persons.” 

I reflected. “ What else may not the samurai do ? ” 

” Acting, singing, or reciting are forbidden them, though 
they may lecture authoritatively or debate. But professional 
mimicry is not only held to be undignified in a man or woman, 
but to weaken and corrupt the soul; the mind becomes 
foolishly dependent on applause, over-skilful in producing 
tawdry and momentary illusions of excellence ; it is our experi¬ 
ence that actors and actresses as a class are loud, ignoble, and 
insincere. If they have not such flamboyant qualities then 
they are tepid and ineffectual players. Nor may the samurai 
do personal services, except m the matter of medicine or 
surgery ; they may not be barbers, for example, nor inn 
waiters, nor boot cleaners. But, nowadays, we have scarcely 
any barbers or boot cleaners j men do these things for them¬ 
selves. Nor may a man under the Rule be any man's servant, 
pledged to do whatever he is told. He may neither be a ser¬ 
vant nor keep one ; he must shave and dress and serve himself, 
carry his own food from the helper's place to the table, redd 
his sleeping room, and leave it clean. . , 

44 That is all easy enough in a world as ordered as yours. 

t suppose no samurai may bet ? ” 

14 Absolutely not. He may insure his life and his old age 
for the better equipment of his children, or for certain other 
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specified ends, but that is all his dealings with chance. And he 
is also forbidden to play games in public or to watch them being 
played. Certain dangerous and hardy sports and exercises 
are prescribed for him, but not competitive sports between 
man and man or side and side. That lesson was learnt long 
ago before the coming of the samurai . Gentlemen of honour, 
according to the old standards, rode horses, raced chariots, 
fought, and played competitive games of skill, and the dull, 
cowardly and base came in thousands to admire, and howl, and 
bet. The gentlemen of honour degenerated fast enough into a 
sort of athletic prostitute, with all the defects, all the vanity, 
trickery, and self-assertion of the common actor, and with even 
less intelligence. Our Founders made no peace with this 
organisation of public sports. They did not spend their lives 
to secure for all men and women on the earth freedom, health, 
and leisure, in order that they might waste lives in such folly.” 

“ We have those abuses,” I said, " but some of our earthly 
games have a fine side. There is a game called cricket. It is 
a fine, generous game.” 

” Our boys play that, and men too. But it is thought 
rather puerile to give very much time to it ; men should have 
graver mterests. It was undignified and unpleasant for the 
samurai to play conspicuously ill, and impossible for them to 
play so constantly as to keep hand and eye in training against 
the man who was fool enough and cheap enough to become an 

expert. Cricket, tennis, fives, billiards- You will find 

clubs and a class of men to play all these things in Utopia, but 
not the samurai . And they must play their games as games, 
not as displays ; the price of a privacy for playing cricket, so 
that they could charge for admission, would be overwhelmingly 
high. . . , Negroes are often very clever at cricket. For a 
time, most of the samurai had their sword-play, but few do 
those exercises now, and until about fifty years ago they went 
out for military training, a fortnight in every year, marching 
long distances, sleeping in the open, carrying provisions, and 
sham fighting over unfamiliar ground dotted with disappearing 
targets. There was a curious inability in our world to realise 
that war was really over for good and all.” 

“ And now,” I said, “ haven't we got very nearly to the end 
of your prohibitions ? You have forbidden alcohol, drugs, 
smoking, betting, and usury, games, trade, servants. But 
isn't there a vow of Chastity ? ” 

” That is the Rule for your earthly orders ? ” 

” Yes—except, if I remember rightly, for Plato's Guardians.” 

* There is a Rule of Chastity here—but not of Celibacy. We 
know quite clearly that civilisation is an artificial arrangement, 
and that all the physical and emotional instincts of man are too 
strong, and his natural instinct of restraint too weak, for him 
to live easily in the civilised State. Civilisation has developed 
far more rapidly than man has modified. Under the unnatural 
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perfection of security, liberty, and abundance our civilisation 
has attained, the normal untrained human being is disposed to 
excess in almost every direction ; he tends to eat too much and 
too elaborately, to drink too much, to become lazy faster than 
his work can be reduced, to waste his interest upon displays, 
and to make love too much and too elaborately. He gets out 
of training, and concentrates upon egoistic or erotic broodings. 
The past history of our race is very largely a history of social 
collapses due to demoralisation by indulgences following 
security and abundance. In the time of our Founders the signs 
of a world-wide epoch of prosperity and relaxation were plenti¬ 
ful. Both sexes drifted towards sexual excesses, the men to¬ 
wards sentimental extravagances, imbecile devotions, and the 
complication and refinement of physical indulgences ; the 
women towards those expansions and differentiations of feeling 
that find expression in music and costly and distinguished 
dress. Both sexes became unstable and" promiscuous. The 
whole world seemed disposed to do exactly the same thing with 
its sexual interest as it bad done with its appetite for food and 
drink—make the most of it.” 

He paused. 

“ Satiety came to help you,” I said. 

“ Destruction may come before satiety. Our Founders 
organised motives from all sorts of sources, but I think the chief 
force to give men self-control is Pride. Pride may not be the 
noblest thing in the soul, but it is the best King there, for all 
that. They looked to it to keep a man clean and sound and 
sane. In this matter, as in all matters of natural desire, they 
held no appetite must be glutted, no appetite must have 
artificial whets, and also and equally that no appetite should be 
starved. A man must come from the table satisfied, but not 
replete. And, in the matter of love, a straight and clean desire 
for a clean and straight fellow-creature was our Founders’ 
ideal. They enjoined marriage between equals as the 
samurai's duty to the race, and they framed directions of the 
precisest sort to prevent that uxorious inseparableness, that 
connubiality which will reduce a couple of people to something 
jointly less than either. That Canon is too long to tell you 
now. A man under the Rule who loves a woman who does not 
follow it, must either leave the samurai to marry her, or induce 
her to accept what is called the Woman’s Rule, which, while it 
excepts her from the severer qualifications and disciplines, 
brings her regimen of life into a working harmony with his.” 

“ Suppose she breaks the Rule afterwards ? ” 

** He must leave either her or the order. 1 * 

“ There is matter for a novel or so in that.” 

4 * There has been matter for hundreds.** 

” Is the Woman's Rule a sumptuary law as well as a regi¬ 
men ? I mean—may she dress as she pleases ? ** 

** Not a bit of it,” said my double. ** Hvery woman who 
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could command money used it, we found, to make underbred 
aggressions on other women. As men emerged to civilisation, 
women seemed going back to savagery—-to paint and feathers! 
But the samurai, both men and women, and the women under 
the Lesser Rule also, all have a particular dress. jNq difference 
is made between women under either the Great or the Lesser 
Rule. You have seen the men’s dress—always like this I wear. 
The women may wear the same, either with the hair cut short 
or plaited behind them, or they may have a high-waisted dreas of 
veryfme »soft woollen material, with their hair coiled up behind/ 6 
I have seen it,’* I said. Indeed, nearly all the women 
had seemed to be wearing variants of that simple formula. 

It seems to me a very beautiful dress. The other—I’m not 
used to. But I like it on girls and slender woman/* 

I had a thought, and added, u Don't they sometimes, well— 
take a good deal of care, dressing their hair ? ’* 

My double laughed in my eyes. “ They do/* he said. 

" And the Rule ? " 

“ The Rule is never fussy/* said my double, still smiling. 

“ We don't want women to cease to be beautiful, and con¬ 
sciously beautiful, if you like,'* he added. 44 The more real 
beauty of form and face we have, the hner our world. But 
costly sexualised trappings-'* 

u 1 should have thought," I said, 41 a class of women who 
traded on their sex would have arisen, women, I mean, who 
found an interest and an advantage in emphasising their In¬ 
dividual womanly beauty. There is no law to prevent it. 
Surely they would tend to counteract the severity of costume 
the Rule dictates." 

** There are such women. But for all that the Rule sets the 
key of everyday dress. If a woman is possessed by the passion 
gorgeous raiment she usually satisfies it in her own private 
or with rare occasional onslaughts upon the public eye. 
Her everyday mood and the disposition of most people is 
against being conspicuous abroad. And I should say there are 
httle liberties under the Lesser Rule ; a discreet use of fine 
needlework and embroidery, a wider choice of materials." 

** You have no changing fashions ? " 

None. For all that, are not our dresses as beautiful as 
yours ? " 

** Our women's dresses are not beautiful at all," I said, 
forced for a time towards the mysterious philosophy of dress. 

4t Beauty ? That isn't their concern." 

** Then what are they after ? " 

" My dear man I What is all ray world after ? " 

56 

I should come to our third talk with a great curiosity to hear 
of the last portion of the Rule, of the things that the samurai 
are obliged to do. 
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There would be many precise directions regarding Ms health, 
and rules that would aim at once at health and that constant 
exercise of will that makes life good. Save in specified excep- 
tional circumstances, the samurai must bathe in cold water, 
and the men must shave every day; they have the precisest 
directions in such matters ; the body must be In health, the 
skin and muscles and nerves in perfect tone, or the samurai 
must go to the doctors of the order, and give implicit obedience 
to the regimen prescribed. They must sleep alone at least four 
nights in five ; and they must eat with and talk to any one in 
their fellowship who cares for their conversation for an hour, 
at least, at the nearest clubhouse of the samurai once on three 
chosen days in every week. Moreover, they must read aloud 
from the Book of the Samurai for at least ten minutes every 
day. Every month they must buy and read faithfully through 
at least one book that has been published during the past five 
years, and the only intervention with private choice in that 
matter is the prescription of a certain minimum of length for 
the monthly book or books. But the full Rule in these minor 
compulsory matters is voluminous and detailed, and it abounds 
with alternatives. Its aim is rather to keep before the samurai 
by a number of sample duties, as it were, the need of, and some 
of the chief methods towards health of body and mind, rather 
than to provide a comprehensive rule, and to ensure the main' 
tenance of a community of feeling and interests among the 
samurai through habit, intercourse, and a living contemporary 
literature. These minor obligations do not earmark more than 
an hour in the day. Yet they serve to break down isolations 
of sympathy, all sorts of physical and intellectual sluggishness 
and the development of unsocial preoccupations of many sorts. 

Women samurai who are married, my double told me, must 
bear children—if they are to remain married as well as in the 
order—before the second period for terminating a childless 
marriage is exhausted. I failed to ask for the precise figures 
from my double at the time, but I think it is beyond doubt that 
it is from samurai mothers of the Greater or Lesser Rule that a 
very large proportion of the future population of Utopia will 
be derived. There is one liberty accorded to women samurai 
which is refused to men, and that is to marry outside the Rule, 
and women married to men not under the Rule are also free to 
become samurai . Here, too, it will be manifest there is scope 
for novels and the drama of life. In practice, it seems that it is 
only men of great poietic distinction outside the Rule, or great 
commercial leaders, who have wives under it. The tendency 
of such unions is either to bring the husband under the Rule, 
or take the wife out of it. There can be no doubt that these 
marriage limitations tend to make the samurai something of an 
hereditary class. Their children, as a rule, become samurai . 
But it is not an exclusive caste; subject to the most reasonable 
qualifications, any one who sees fit can enter it at any time. 
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and so, unlike all other privileged castes the world has seen, it 
increases relatively to the total population, and may indeed 
at last assimilate almost the whole population of the earth, 

§7 

So much my double told me readily. 

now he came to the heart of all his explanations, to the 
will and motives at the centre that made men and women ready 
to undergo discipline, to renounce the richness and elaboration 
01 the sensuous life, to master emotions and control impulses, 
to keep in the key of effort while they had abundance about 

them to rouse and satisfy all desires, and his exposition was 
more difficult. 

He tried to make his religion dear to me. 

The leading principle of the Utopian religion is the repudia¬ 
tion of the doctrine of original sin ; the Utopians hold that 
man, on the whole, is good. That is their cardinal belief. 
Man has pride and conscience, they hold, that you may refine 
by training as you refine his eye and ear ; he has remorse and 
sorrow in his being, coming on the heels of all inconsequent 
enjoyments. How can one think of him as bad ? He is re¬ 
ligious • religion is as natural to him as lust and anger, less 
intense, indeed, but coming with a wide-sweeping inevitable¬ 
ness as peace comes after all tumults and noises. And in 
Utopia they understand this, or, at least, the samurai do, 
clearly. They accept Religion as they accept Thirst, as some¬ 
thing inseparably in the mysterious rhythms of life. And 
just as thirst ana pride and all desires may be perverted in an 
Age of abundant opportunities, and men may be degraded and 
wasted by intemperance in drin kin g, by display, or by ambi- 
tion, so, too, the nobler complex of desires that constitutes 
religion may be turned to evil by the dull, the base, and the 
careless. Slovenly indulgence in religious inclinations, a 
failure to think hard and discriminate as fairly as possible in 
religious matters, is just as alien to the men under the Rule 
as it would be to drink deeply because they were thirsty, eat 
j* nti l glutted, evade a bath because the day was chilly, or make 
*pve to any bright-eyed girl who chanced to look pretty in the 
dusk. Utopia, which is to have every type of character that 
one finds on earth, will have its temples and its priests, just 
as it will have its actresses and wine, but the samurai> will be 
forbidden the religion of dramatically lit altars, organ music, 
and incense, as distinctly as they are forbidden the love of 
painted women, or the consolations of brandy. And to all the 
things that are less than religion and that seek to comprehend 
it, to cosmogonies and philosophies, to creeds and formulae, 
to catechisms and easy explanations, the attitude of the 

the note of the Book of Samurai, will be distrust. 
These things, the samurai will say, are part of the indulgences 
that should come before a man submits himself to the Kule 
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they are like the early gratifications of young men, experiences 
to establish renunciation. The samurai will have ©merged 
above these things. 

The theology of the Utopian rulers will be saturated with 
tbat same philosophy of uniqueness, that repudiation of any¬ 
thing beyond similarities and practical parallelisms, that 
saturates all their institutions. They will have analysed ex¬ 
haustively those fallacies and assumptions that arise between 
the One and the Many, that have troubled philosophy since 
philosophy began. Just as they will have escaped that de¬ 
lusive unification of every species under its specific definition 
that has dominated earthly reasoning, so they will have escaped 
the delusive simplification of God that vitiates all terrestrial 
theology. They will hold God to be complex and of an endless 
variety of aspects, to be expressed by no universal formula nor 
a PP r 9 v ^ ( ^. any uniform manner. Just as the language of 
Utopia will be a synthesis, even so will its God be. The aspect 
of God is different in the measure of every man's individuality, 
and the intimate thing of religion must, therefore, exist in 
human solitude, between man and God alone. Religion in its 
quintessence is a relation between God and man ; it is per¬ 
version to make it a relation between man and man, and a 
may no more reach God through a priest than love wife 
through a priest. But just as a man in love may refine the 
interpretation of his feelings and borrow expression from the 

S >ems and music of poietic men, so an individual man may at 
s discretion read books of devotion and hear music that is in 
harmony with bis inchoate feelings. Many of the samurai , 
therefore, will set themselves private regimens that will help 
their secret religious life, will pray habitually, and read books 
of devotion, but with these things the Rule of the order will 
have nothing to do. 

Clearly the God of the samurai is a transcendental and 
mystical God. So far as the samurai have a purpose in 
common in maintaining the State, and the order and progress 
of the world, so far, by their discipline and denial, by their 
public work and effort, they worship God together. But the 
fount of motive lies in the individual life, it lues in silent an d 
deliberate reflections, and at this, the most striking of all the 
rules of the samurai aims. For seven consecutive days in the 
year, at least, each man or woman under the Rule must go 
right out of all the life of man into some wild and solitary place, 
must speak to no man or woman, and have no sort of intercourse 
with mankind. They must go bookless and weaponless, 
without pen or paper, or money. Provisions must be taken for 
the period of the journey, a rug or sleeping sack—for they 
must sleep under the open sky—but no means of making a 
fire. They may study maps beforehand to guide them, show¬ 
ing any difficulties and dangers in the journey, but they may 
not carry such helps. They must not go by beaten ways or 
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wherever there are inhabited houses, but into the bare, quiet 
places of the globe—the regions set apart for them. 

This discipline, my double said, was invented to secure a 
certain stoutness of heart and body in the members of the 
order, which otherwise might have lain open to too many 
timorous, merely abstemious, men and women. Many things 
had been suggested, swordplay and tests that verged on 
torture, climbing in giddy places and the like, before this was 
chosen. Partly, it is to ensure good training and sturdmess of 
body and mind, but partly, also, it is to draw their minds foj 
a space from the insistent details of life, from the intricate 
arguments and the fretting effort to work, from person;'1 
quarrels and personal affections, and the things of the heated 
room* Out they must go, clean out of the world. 

Certain great areas are set apart for these yearly pilgrimages 
beyond the securities of the State. There are thousands of 
square miles of sandy desert in Africa and Asia set apart ; 
much of the Arctic and Antarctic circles ; vast areas of moun¬ 
tain land and frozen marsh ; secluded reserves of forest, and 
innumerable unfrequented lines upon the sea. Some are 
dangerous and laborious routes ; some merely desolate ; and 
there are even some sea journeys that one may take in the 
halcyon days as one drifts through a dream. Upon the seas 
one must go in a little undecked sailing boat, that may be 
rowed in a calm ; all the other journeys one must do afoot, 
none aiding. There are, about all these desert regions and 
along most coasts, little offices at which the samurai says good¬ 
bye to the world of men, and at which they arrive after their 
minimum time of silence is overpast. For the intervening 
days they must be alone with Nature, necessity, and their own 
thoughts. 

It is good ? ” I said. 

It is good/’ my double answered. u We civilised men go 
back to the stark Mother that so many of us would have for¬ 
gotten were it not for this Rule. And one thinks. . . . Only 
two weeks ago I did my journey for the year. I went with my 
gear by sea to Tromso, and then inland to a starting-place, and 
took my ice-axe and rucksack, and said good-bye to the world, 

I crossed over four glaciers ; I climbed three high mountain 
passes, and slept on moss in desolate valleys. I saw no human 
being for seven days. Then I came down through pine woods 
to the head of a road that runs to the Baltic shore. Alto¬ 
gether it was thirteen days before I reported myself again, and 
had speech with fellow creatures.” 

** And the women do this ? ” 

* r The women who are truly samurai —yes. Equally with 
the men. Unless the coming of children intervenes.” 

I asked him how it had Seemed to him, and what he thought 
about during the journey. 

II There is always a sense of effort for me,” he said, ” when I 
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leave the world, at the outset of the journey I turn hack 

again and again, and look at the little office as I go up mv 

mountain side The first day and night I’m a little disposed 

to shirk the job—every year it's the same—a little disposed, 

for example > to slrng my pack from my back, and sit down 

and go through its contents, and make sure I’ve got all my 
equipment/’ & y 

** There’s no chance of any one overtaking you ? *' 

“Two men mustn’t start from the same office on the same 
wrtmn hours of each other. If they come within 
sight of each other, they must shun an encounter, and make no 

^ l ®?? rT un ^ e ^ j ls i n ^ an £ er • AH that is arranged beforehand, ” 

i( ^t would be, of course. Go on telling me of your journey . 99 

, the night, I dread discomfort and bad weather, 

i only begm to brace up after the second day.” 

“ Don’t you worry about losing your way P ” 

"No. There are cairns and skyline signs. If it wasn’t for 

that, of course, we should be worrying with maps the whole 
time But I m only sure of being a man after the second 
night, and sure of my power to go through.” 

“ And then ? ” 

on f begins to get into it. The first two days one is 
*P*; to have the events of one’s journey, little incidents of travel, 
and thoughts of one s work and affairs, rising and. fading and 
coming again, but then the perspectives begin. I don't 
sleep much at nights on these journeys; I lie awake and stare 
at the stars. About dawn, perhaps, and in the morning sun- 
shine* I sleep I The nights this last time were very short 
never more than twilight, and I saw the glow of the sun 
always just over the edge of the world. But I had chosen the 
days of the new moon, so that I could have a glimpse of the 
stars. . . . Years ago, I went from the Nile across the Libyan 
Desert east, and then the stars—the stars in the later days of 
that journey—brought me near weeping. . . . You begin to 
feel alone on the third day, when you find yourself out on some 
shiny snowfield, and nothing of mankind visible in the whole 
world save one landmark, one remote thin red triangle of iron, 
perhaps, in the saddle of the ridge against the sky. All this 
busy world that has done so much and so marvellously, and is 
still so little—you see it little as it is—and far off. All day long 
you go and the night comes, and it might be another planet. 
Then, in the quiet, waking hours, one thinks of one's self and 

the great external things, of space and eternity, and what one 
means by God.” 

He mused. 

“ You think of death ? " 

Not of my own. But when I go among snows and desola¬ 
tions and usually I take my pilgrimage in mountains or the 
north—I think very much of the Night of this World—the time 
when our sun will be red and dull, and air and water will lie 
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frozen together in a common snowfield where now the forests 
of the tropics are steaming. ... I think very much of that, 
and whether it is indeed God's purpose that our kind should 
end, and the cities we have built, the books we have written, 
all that we have given substance and a form, should lie dead 
beneath the snows.'’ 

“ You don't believe that ? " 

No. But if it is not so-. I went threading my way 

among gorges and precipices, with my poor brain dreaming of 
what the alternative should be, with my imagination straining 
failing. Yet, in those high airs and in such solitude, a kind 
of exaltation comes to men. ... I remember that one night I 
sat up and told the rascal stars very earnestly how they should 
not escape us in the end. ” 

He glanced at me for a moment as though he doubted I 
should understand. 

'* One becomes a personification up there," he said. “On© 
becomes the ambassador of mankind to the outer world. 

“ There is time to think over a lot of things. One puts one's 
self and one's ambition in a new pair of scales. 

“ Then there are hours when one is just exploring the 
wilderness like a child. Sometimes perhaps one gets a glimpse 
from some precipice edge of the plains far away, and houses 
and roadways, and remembers there is still a busy world of 
men. And at last one turns one's feet down some slope, some 
gorge that leads back. You come down, perhaps, into a pine 
forest, and hear that queer clatter reindeer make—and then, 
it may be, see a herdsman very far away, watching you. You 
wear your pilgrim's badge, and he makes no sign of seeing 
you. . . . 

“ You know, after these solitudes, I feel just the same queer 
disinclination to go back to the world of men that I feel when I 
have to leave it. X think of dusty roads and hot valleys, and 
being looked at by many people. I think of the trouble of 
working with colleagues and opponents. This last journey I 
outstayed my time, camping in the pine woods for six days. 
Then my thoughts came round to my proper work again. I 
got keen to go on with it, and so I came back into the world. 
You come back physically clean—as though you had had your 
arteries and veins washed out. And your brain has been 
cleaned, too. ... I shall stick to the mountains now until I 
am old, and then I shall sail a boat in Polynesia. That is what 
so many old men do. Only last year one of the great leaders of 
the samurai *—a white-haired man, who followed the Rule in 
spite of his one hundred and eleven years—was found dead in 
his boat far away from any land, far to the south, lying like 
a child asleep, . , /* 

44 That's better than a tumbled bed," said I, “and some boy 
of a doctor jabbing you with injections, and distressful people 
hovering about you." 
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“ Yes/' said ray double ; “ in Utopia we who are samurai 
die better than that. ... Is that how your great men die ? ” 

It came to me suddenly as very strange that, even as we sat 
and talked, across deserted seas, on burning sands, through 
the still aisles of forests, and in all the high and lonely places of 
the world, beyond the margin where the ways and houses go, 
solitary men and women sailed alone or marched alone, or 
clambered—quiet, resolute exiles ,• they stood alone amidst 
wildernesses of ice, on the precipitous banks of roaring torrents, 
in monstrous caverns, or steering a tossing boat in the little 
circle of the horizon amidst the tumbled, incessant sea, all in 
their several ways communing with the emptiness, the enig¬ 
matic spaces and silences, the winds and torrents and soulless 
forces that lie about the lit and ordered life of men. 

I saw more clearly now something I had seen dimly already, 
in the bearing and the faces of this Utopian chivalry, a faint 
persistent tinge of detachment from the immediate heats and 
hurries, the little graces and delights, the tensions and stimula¬ 
tions of the daily world. It pleased me strangely to think of 
this steadfast yearly pilgrimage of solitude, and how near men 
might come then to the high distances of God. 


§ 8 

After that I remember we fell talking of the discipline of the 
Rule, of the Courts that try breaches of it, and interpret doubt¬ 
ful cases—for, though a man may resign with due notice and be 
free after a certain time to rejoin again, one deliberate breach 
may exclude a man for ever—of the system of law that has 
grown up about such trials, and of the triennial council that 
revises and alters the Rule. From that we passed to the dis¬ 
cussion of the general constitution of this World State. Practi¬ 
cally all political power vests in the samurai. Not only axe 
they the only administrators, lawyers, practising doctors, and 
public officials of almost all kinds, but they are the only voters. 
Yet, by a curious exception, the supreme legislative assembly 
must have one-tenth, and may have one-balf of its members 
outside the order, because, it is alleged, there is a sort of 
wisdom that comes of sin and laxness, which is necessary to the 
perfect ruling of life. My double quoted me a verse from the 
Canon on this matter that my unfortunate verbal memory did 
not retain, but it was in the nature of a prayer to save the 
world from ** unfermented men/' It would seem that Aris¬ 
totle's idea of a rotation of rulers, an idea that crops up again 
in Harrington's Oceana , that first Utopia of “ the sovereign 
people " (a Utopia that, through Dan ton's readings in English, 
played a disastrous part in the French Revolution), gets a 
little respect in Utopia. The tendency is to give a practically 
permanent tenure to good men. Every ruler and official, it is 
true, is put on his trial every three years before a jury drawn by 
lot, according to the range of his activities, either from the 
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samurai of his municipal area or from the general catalogue of 
the samurat, but the business of this jury is merely to decide 
whether to continue him in office or order a new election. In 
the majority of cases the verdict is continuation. Even if it is 
not so the official may still appear as a candidate before the 
second and separate jury which fills the vacant post. , . . 

My double mentioned a few scattered details of the electoral 
methods, but as at that time I believed we were to have a 
number of further conversations, I did not exhaust my 
curiosities upon this subject. Indeed, I was more than a little 
preoccupied and inattentive. The religion of the samurai 
was after my heart, and it had taken hold of me very strongly. 

. , . But presently I fell questioning him upon the complica¬ 
tions that arise in the Modern Utopia through the differences 
between the races of men, and found my attention returning. 
But the matter of that discussion I shall put apart into a 
separate chapter. In the end we came back to the particulars 
of this great Rule of Life that any man desiring of joining the 
samurai must follow. 

I remember bow, after our third bout of talking, I walked 
back through the streets of Utopian London to rejoin the 
botanist at our hotel. 

My double lived in an apartment in a great building—I 
should judge about where, in our London, the Tate Gallery 
squats, and, as the day was fine, and I had no reason for hurry, 

I went not by the covered mechanical way, but on foot along 
the broad, tree-set terraces that follow the river on either side. 

It was afternoon, and the mellow Thames Valley sunlight, 
warm and gentle, lit a clean and gracious world. There were 
many people abroad, going to and fro, unhurrying, but not 
aimless, and I watched them so attentively that were you to 
ask me for the most elementary details of the buildings and 
terraces that lay back on either bank, or of the pinnacles and 
towers and parapets that laced the sky, I could not teU you 
them. But of the people I could tell a great deal. 

No Utopians wear black, and for all the frequency of the 
samurai uniform along the London ways the general effect is 
of a gaily-coloured population. You never see any one 
noticeably ragged or dirty ; the police, who answer questions 
and keep order (and are quite distinct from the organisation 
for the pursuit of criminals) see to that j and shabby people 
are very infrequent. People who want to save money for 
other purposes, or who do not want much bother with their 
clothing, seem to wear costumes of rough woven cloth, dyed 
an unobtrusive brown or green, over fine woollen under¬ 
clothing, and so achieve a decent comfort in its simplest form. 
Others outside the Rule of the samurai range the spectrum 
for colour, and have every variety of texture ; the colours 
attained by the Utopian dyers seem to me to be fuller and 
purer than the common range of stuffs on earth ; and the 
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subtle folding of the woollen materials witness that Utopian 
Bradford is no whit behind her earthly sister. White is 
extraordinarily frequent ; white woollen tunics and robes into 
which are woven bands of brilliant colour, abound. Often 
these ape the cut and purple edge that distinguishes the 
samurai. In Utopian London the air is as clear and less dusty 
than it is among high mountains ; the roads are made of 
unbroken surfaces, and not of friable earth ; all heating is done 
by electricity, and no coal ever enters the town ; there are 
no horses or dogs, and so there is not a suspicion of smoke and 
scarcely a particle of any sort of dirt to render white impossible. 

The radiated influence of the uniform of the samurai has 
been to keep costume simple, and this, perhaps, emphasises 
the general effect of vigorous health, of shapely bodies. Every 
one is well grown and well nourished ; every one seems in 
good condition ; every one walks well, and has that clearness 
of eye that comes with cleanness of blood. In London I am 
apt to consider myself of a passable size and carriage ; here I 
feel small and mean-looking. The faint suspicions of spinal 
curvatures, skew feet, unequal legs, and ill-grown bones, that 
haunt one in a London crowd, the plain intimations—in 
yellow faces, puffy faces, spotted and irregular complexions, 
m nervous movements and coughs and colds—of bad habits 
and an incompetent or disregarded medical profession, do not 
appear here. I notice few old people, but there seems to be a 
greater proportion of men and women at or near the prime 
of life. 

I hang upon that, I have seen one two fat people here— 
they are all the more noticeable because they are rare. But 
wrinkled age ? Have I yet in Utopia set eyes on a bald bead ? 

The Utopians have brought a sounder physiological science 
than ours to bear upon regimen. People know better what 
to do and what to avoid, how to foresee and forestall coming 
trouble, and how to evade and suppress the subtle poisons 
that blunt the edge of sensation. They have put off the years 
of decay. They keep their teeth, they keep their digestions, 
they ward off gout and rheumatism, neuralgia and influenza, 
and all those cognate decays that bend and wrinkle men and 
women in the middle years of existence. They have extended 
the level years far into the seventies, and age, when it comes, 
comes swiftly and easily. The feverish hurry of our earth, 
the decay that begins before growth has ceased, is replaced 
by a ripe prolonged maturity. This modern Utopia is an 
adult world. The flushed romance, the predominant eroticisms, 
the adventurous uncertainty of a world in which youth pre¬ 
vails, gives place here to a grave deliberation, to a fuller and 
more powerful emotion, to a broader handling of life. 

Yet youth is here. 

Amidst the men whose faces have been made fine by thought 
and steadfast living, among the serene-eyed women, comes 
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youth, gaily-coloured, buoyantly healthy, with challenging 
eyes, with fresh and eager face. ... 

For every one in Utopia who is sane enough to benefit 
study and training last until twenty ; then comes the travel 
year, and many are still students until twenty-four or twenty- 
five. Most are still, in a sense, students throughout life, but 
it is thought that, unless responsible action is begun in some 
form in the early twenties, will undergo a partial atrophv 
But the full swing of adult life is hardly attained until thirty Is 
reached. Men marry before the middle thirties, and the 
women rather earlier, few are mothers before five-and -twenty. 
Ihe majority of those who become samurai do so between 
twenty-seven and thirty-five. And, between seventeen and 
thirty, the Utopians have their dealings with love, and the 
play and excitement of love is a chief interest in life. Much 
freedom of act is allowed them so that their wills may grow 
freely. For the most part they end mated, and love gives 
place to some special and more enduring interest, though, 
indeed, there is love between older men and fresh girls and 
between youths and maturer women. It is in these most 
graceful and beautiful years of life that such freedoms of 
dress as the atmosphere of Utopia permits are to be seen, and 
the crude bright will and imagination of youth peeps out in 
ornament and colour. 


Figures come into my sight and possess me for a moment 
and pass, and give place to others ; there comes a dusky little 
Jewess, red-lipped and amber-clad, with a deep crimson 
flower—I know not whether real or sham—in the dull black 
of her hair. She passes me with an unconscious disdain • 

^ looking at a brightly-smiling, blue-eyed girl, 
ruddy, and freckled warmly, clad like a stage Rosalind, 
Mid talking gaily to a fair young man, a novice under the 
Rule. A red-haired mother under the Lesser Rule goes by 
green-gowned, with dark green straps crossing between her 
breasts, and her two shock-headed children, bare-legged and 
lightly shod, tug at her hands on either side. Then a grave 
man in a long, fur-trimmed robe, a merchant, maybe, debates 
some serious matter with a white-tunicked clerk. And the 

clerks face-? I turn to mark the straight, blue-black 

hair. The man must be Chinese. . . . 

Then come two short-bearded men in careless indigo-blue 
r-ment, both of them convulsed with laughter—men outside 
the Rule, who practise, perhaps, some art—and then one of 
the samurai, in cheerful altercation with a blue-robed girl of 
eight. “ But you could have come back yesterday, Dadda/ f 
she persists. He is deeply sunburnt, and suddenly there 
passes before my mind the picture of a snowy mountain waste 
at nightfall and a solitary small figure under the stars, 

^When I c°me back to the present thing again, my eye is 
caught at once by a young negro, carrying books in his hand, 



A MODERN UTOPIA 


160 

a prosperous-looking, self-respecting young negro, in a trimly- 
cut coat of purple-blue and silver. 

I am reminded of what my double said to me of race. 


CHAPTER TEN 

RACE IN UTOPIA 

§ I 

Above the sphere of the elemental cravings and neces- 
sities, the soul of man is in a perpetual vacillation 
-Z .V be tween two conflicting impulses : the desire to assert 
his individual differences, the desire for distinction, and his 
terror of isolation. He wants to stand out, but not too far 
out, and, on the contrary, he wants to merge himself with a 
group, with some larger body, but not altogether. Through 
all the things of life runs this tortuous compromise, men 
follow the fashions but resent ready-made uniforms on every 
plane of their being. The disposition to form aggregations 
and to imagine aggregations is part of the incurable nature 
of man ; it is one of the great natural forces the statesman 
must utilise, and against which he must construct effectual 
defences. The study of the aggregations and of the ideals of 
aggregations about which men's sympathies will twine, and 
upon which they will base a large proportion of their conduct 
and personal policy, is the legitimate definition of sociology. 

Now the sort of aggregation to which men and women 
will refer themselves is determined partly by the strength 
and idiosyncrasy of the individual imagination, and partly 
by the reek of ideas that chances to be in the air at the time. 
Men and women may vary greatly both in their innate and 
their acquired disposition towards this sort of larger body or 
that, to which their social reference can be made. The 
“ natural " social reference of a roan is probably to some 
rather vaguely conceived tribe, as the 44 natural ** social 
reference of a dog is to a pack. But just as the social reference 
of a dog may be educated until the reference to a pack is 
completely replaced by a reference to an owner, so on his 
higher plane of educability the social reference of the civilised 
man undergoes the most remarkable transformations. But the 
power and scope of liis imagination and the need he has of 
response sets limits to this process, A highly intellectuahsed 
mature mind may refer for its data very consistently to ideas 
of a higher being so remote and indefinable as God, so com¬ 
prehensive as humanity, so far-reaching as the purpose in 
tilings. I write 44 may/' but I doubt if this exaltation of 
reference is ever permanently sustained. Comte, in his Positive 
Polity, exposes his soul with great freedom, and the curious 
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may trace how, while he professes and quite honestly intends 
to refer himself always to his " Greater Being ” Humanity, 
he narrows constantly to his projected “ Western Republic M 
of civilised men, and quite frequently to the minute indefinite 
body of Positivist subscribers. And the history of the Chris¬ 
tian Church, with its development of orders and cults, sects 
and dissents, the history of fashionable society with its cliques 
and^ sets, and every political history with its cabals and inner 
cabinets, witness to the struggle that goes on in the minds 
of men to adjust themselves to a body larger indeed than 
themselves, but which still does not strain and escape their 
imaginative grasp. 

The statesman, both for himself and others, must recognise 
this inadequacy of grasp, and the necessity for real and 
imaginary aggregations to sustain men in their practical 
service of the order of the world. He must be a sociologist ; 
h© must study the whole science of aggregations in relation 
to that World State to which his reason and his matures! 
thought direct him. He must lend himself to the development 
of aggregatory ideas that favour the civilising process, and he 
must do his best to promote the disintegration of aggregations 
and the effacement of aggregatory ideas, that keep men 
narrow and unreasonably prejudiced one against another. 

H© will, of course, know that few men are even rudely 
consistent in such matters, that the same man in different 
moods and on different occasions, is capable of referring 
himself in perfect good faith, not only to different, but to 
contradictory larger beings, and that the more important 
thing about an aggregatory idea from the State maker s point 
of view is not so much what it explicitly involves as what it 
implicitly repudiates. The natural man does not feel he is 
a Kg r 6gating at all, unless he aggregates against something. 
He refers himself to the tribe * he is loyal to the tribe, and 
quite inseparably he fears or dislikes those others outside the 
tribe. The tribe is always at least defensively hostile and 
usually actively hostile to humanity beyond the aggregation. 
The Anti-idea, it would seem, is inseparable from the aggre¬ 
gatory idea ; it is a necessity of the human mind. When we 
think of the class A as desirable, we think of Not-A as unde¬ 
sirable. The two things are as inevitably connected as the 
tendons of our hands, so that when we flatten down our little 
fingers on our palms, the fourth digit, whether we want it or 
not, comes down half-way. All real working gods, one may 
remark, all gods that are worshipped emotionally, are tribal 
gods, and every attempt to uni versa Use the idea of God trails 
dualism and the devil after it as a moral necessity. 

When we inquire, as well as the unformed condition of 
terrestrial sociology permits, into the aggregatory ideas that 
seem to satisfy men, we find a remarkable complex, a disorderly 
complex, in the minds of nearly all our civilised contemporaries 
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For example, all sorts of aggregatory ideas come and go across 
the chameleon surfaces of my botanist's mind. He has a 
strong feeling for systematic botanists as against plant physi¬ 
ologists, whom he regards as lewd and evil scoundrels in this 
relation, but he has a strong feeling for all botanists, and, 
indeed, all biologists, as against physicists, and those who 
profess the exact sciences, all of whom he regards as dull, 
mechanical, uglv-minded scoundrels in this relation ; but he 
has a strong feeling for all who profess what is called Science 
as against psychologists, sociologists, philosophers, and literary 
men, whom he regards as wild, foolish, immoral scoundrels in 
this relation ; but he has a strong feeling for all educated 
men as against the working man, whom he regards as a cheat¬ 
ing, lying, loafing, drunken, thievish, dirty scoundrel in this 
relation ; but so soon as the working man is comprehended 
together with those others, as Englishmen—which includes, 
in this case, I may remark, the Scottish and Welsh—he holds 
them superior to all other sorts of European, whom he regards, 
etc.... 


Now one perceives in all these aggregatory ideas and re¬ 
arrangements of the sympathies one of the chief vices of human 
thought, due to its obsession by classi ficatory suggestions. 1 
The necessity for marking our classes has brought with it a 
bias for false and excessive contrast, and we never Invent a 
term but we are at once cramming it with implications beyond 
its legitimate content. There is no feat of irrelevance that 
people will not perform quite easily in tliis way ; there Is no 
class, however accidental, to which they wifi not at once 
ascribe deeply distinctive qualities. The seventh sons of 
seventh sons have remarkable powers of insight ; people with 
a certain sort of ear commit crimes of violence ; people with 
red hair have souls of fire ; all democratic socialists are trust¬ 
worthy persons ; all people bom in Ireland have vivid imagina¬ 
tions and all Englishmen are clods ; all Hindoos are cowardly 
hars ; all curly-haired people are good-natured ; all hunch¬ 
backs are energetic and wicked, and all Frenchmen eat frogs. 
Such stupid generalisations have been believed with the 
utmost readiness, and acted upon by great numbers of sane, 
respectable people. And when the class is one's own class, 
when it expresses one of the aggregations to which one refers 
one's own activities, then the disposition to divide all qualities 
between this class and its converse, and to cram one's own 
class with every desirable distinction, becomes overwhelming. 

It is part of the training of the philosopher to regard all 
such generalisations with suspicion ; it is part of the tr ain i n g 
of the Utopist and statesman, and all good statesmen are 
Utopists, to mingle something very like animosity with that 
suspicion. For crude classifications and false generalisations 
are the curse of all organised human life. 


* Sec Chapter Oac, $ 5, and the Appeadix. 
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§ 2 

Disregarding classes, cliques, sets, castes, and the like minor 
^STCffs-tions, concerned for the most part with details and 
minor aspects of life, one finds among the civilised peoples of 
the world certain broad types of aggregatery idea. There are, 
firstly, the national ideas, ideas which, in their perfection, 
require a uniformity of physical and mental type, a common 
idiom, a common religion, a distinctive style of costume, 
decoration, and thought, and a compact organisation acting 
with complete external unity. Like the Gothic cathedral, the 
national idea is never found complete with all its parts ; but 
one has in Russia, with her insistence on political and religious 
orthodoxy, something approaching it pretty closely, and again 
in the inland and typical provinces of China, where even a 
strange pattern of hat arouses hostility . We had it in vigorous 
struggle to exist in England under the earlier Georges in the 
minds of those who supported the Established Church. The 
idea of the fundamental nature of nationality is so ingraiDed 
in thought, with all the usual exaggeration of implication, that 
no one laughs at talk about Swedish painting or American 
literature. And I will confess and point out that my own 
detachment from these delusions is so imperfect and dis¬ 
continuous that in another passage I have committed myself 
to a short assertion of the exceptionally noble quality of the 
English imagination. 1 I am constantly gratified by flattering 
untruths about English superiority which I should reject 
indignantly were the application bluntly personal, and I am 
ever ready to believe the scenery of England, the poetry of 
England, even the decoration and music of England, in some 
mystic and impregnable way, the best. This habit of intensi¬ 
fying all class definitions, and particularly those in which one 
has a personal interest, is in the very constitution of man's 
mind. It is part of the defect of that instrument. We may 
watch against it and prevent it doing any great injustices, 
or leading us into follies, but to eradicate it is an altogether 
different matter. There it is, to be reckoned with, like the 
coccyx, the pineal eye, and the vermiform appendix, And a 
too consistent attack on it may lead simply to its inversion, to 
a vindictively pro-foreigner attitude that is equally unwise. 

The second sort of aggregatory ideas, running very often 
across the boundaries of national ideas and in conflict with 
them, axe religious ideas. In Western Europe true national 
ideas only emerged to their present hectic vigour after the 
shock of the Reformation had liberated men from the great 
tradition of a Latin-speaking Christendom, a tradition the 
Roman Catholic Churcn has sustained as its modification of • 
the old Latin-speaking Imperialism in the rule of the pontifex 
maxiinus. There was, and there remains to this day, a pro* 

1 Chapter Seven, jj 6. 
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found disregard of local dialect and race in the Roman Catholic 
tradition, which has made that Church a persistently disinte¬ 
grating influence in national life. Equally spacious and equally 
regardless of tongues and peoples is the great Arabic-speaking 
religion of Mahomet. Both Christendom and Islam are 
indeed on their secular sides imperfect realisations of a Utopian 
World State. But the secular side was the weaker side of 
these cults ; they produced no sufficiently great statesmen to 
realise their spiritual forces, and it is not in Rome under 
pontifical rule, nor in Munster under the Anabaptists, but 
rather in Thomas a Kemp is and Saint Augustin’s City of God 
that we must seek for the Utopias of Christianity. 

In the last hundred years a novel development of material 
forces, and especially of means of communication, has done 
very much to break up the isolations in which nationality 
perfected its prejudices and so to render possible the extension 
and consolidation of such a world-wide culture as mediaeval 
Christendom and Islam foreshadowed. The first onset of 
these expansive developments has been marked in the world 
of mind by an expansion of political ideals—Comte’s Western 
Republic (1848) was the first Utopia that involved the synthesis 
of numerous States—-*bv the development of “ Imperialisms ” 
in the place of national policies, and by the search for a basis 
for wider political unions in racial traditions and linguistic 
affinities. Anglo-Saxonism, Pan-Germanism, and the like 
are such synthetic ideas. Until the 'eighties, the general 
tendency of progressive thought was at one with the older 
Christian tradition which ignored " race,” and the aim of the 
expansive liberalism movement, so far as it had a clear aim, 
was to Europeanise the world, to extend the franchise to- 
negroes, put Polynesians into trousers, and train the teeming 
myriads of India to appreciate the exquisite lilt of The Lady 
of the Lake. There is always some absurdity mixed with 
human greatness, and we must not let the fact that the middle 
Victorians counted Scott, the suffrage, and pantaloons among 
the supreme blessings of life, conceal from us the very real 
nobility of their dream of England’s mission to the world. . . , 

We of this generation have seen a flood of reaction against 
such universalism. The great intellectual developments that 
centre upon the work of Darwin have exacerbated the realisa¬ 
tion that life is a conflict between superior and inferior types, 
it has underlined the idea that specific survival rates are of 
primary significance in the world’s development, and a swarm 
of inferior intelligences has applied to human problems elabor¬ 
ated and exaggerated versions of these generalisations. These 
social and political followers of Darwin have fallen into an 
obvious confusion between race and nationality, and into the 
natural trap of patriotic conceit. The dissent of the Indian 
and Colonial governing class to the first crude applications of 
liberal propositions in India has found a voice of unparalleled 
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penetration in Mr. Kipling, whose want of intellectual delibera¬ 
tion is only equalled by his poietic power. The search for a 
basis for a new political synthesis in adaptable sympathies 
based on linguistic affinities, was greatly influenced by Max 
Muller’s unaccountable assumption that language indicated 
kindred, and led straight to wildly speculative ethnology, to 
the discovery that there was a Keltic race, a Teutonic race', 
an Indo-European race, and so forth. A book that has had 
enormous influence in this matter, because of its use in teaching, 
is J. R. Green’s Short History of the English People , with its 
grotesque insistence upon Anglo-Saxonism. And just now 
the world is in a sort of delirium about race and the racial 
struggle. The Briton forgetting his Defoe, 1 the Jew forgetting 
the veiy word proselyte, the German forgetting his anthro¬ 
pometric variations, and the Italian forgetting everything, are 
obsessed by the singular purity of their blood, and the danger 
of contamination the mere continuance of other races involves. 
True to the law that all human aggregation involves the 
development of a spirit of opposition to whatever is external 
to the aggregation, extraordinary intensifications of racial 
definition are going on ; the vile ness, the inhumanity, the 
incompatibility of alien races is being steadily exaggerated. 
The natural tendency of every human being towards a stupid 
conceit in himself and his kind, a stupid depreciation of all 
unlikeness, is traded upon by this bastard science. With the 
weakening of national references, and with the pause before 
reconstruction in religious belief, these new arbitrary and 
unsubstantial race prejudices become daily more formidable. 
They are shaping policies and modifying laws, and they will 
certainly be responsible for a large proportion of the wars, 
hardships, and cruelties the immediate future holds in store for 
our earth. 

No generalisations about race are too extravagant for the 
inflamed credulity of the present time. No attempt is ever 
made to distinguish differences in inherent quality—the true 
racial differences-—from artificial differences due to culture. 
No lesson seems ever to be drawn from history of the fluctuat¬ 
ing incidence of the civilising process first upon this race and 
then upon that. The politically ascendant peoples of the 
present phase arc understood to be the superior races, including 
such types as the Sussex farm labourer, the Bowery tough, 
the London hooligan, and the Paris apache ; the races not at 
present prospering politically, such as the Egyptians, the 
Greeks, the Spanish, the Moors, the Chinese, the Hindoos, the 
Peruvians, and all uncivilised people are represented as the 
inferior races, unfit to associate with the former on terms of 
equality, unfit to intermarry with them on any terms, unfit 
for any decisive voice in human a flairs. In the popular 
Imagination of Western Europe, the Chinese are becoming 

l The True-born Englishman* 
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bright gamboge in colour, and unspeakably abominable in 
every respect ; the people who are black—the people who have 
fuzzy hair and flattish noses, and no calves to speak of—are no 
longer held to be within the pale of humanity. These super¬ 
stitions work out along the obvious lines of the popular logic. 
The depopulation of the Congo Free State by the Belgians, 
the horrible massacre of Chinese by European soldiery during 
the Pekin expedition, are condoned as a painful but necessary 7 
part of the civilising process of the world. The world-wide 
repudiation of slavery in the nineteenth century was done 
against a vast sullen force of ignorant pride, which, reinvigorated 
by^the new delusions, swings back again to power. 

* Science ” is supposed to lend its sanction to race mania, 
but it is only ** science " as it is understood by very illiterate 
people that does anything of the sort—" scientists' " science, 
in fact. What science lias to tell about " The Races of Man ** 
will be found compactly set forth by Doctor J. Deinker, in the 
book published under that title. 1 From that book one may 
learn the beginnings of race charity. Save for a few isolated 
pools of savage humanity, there is probably no pure race in 
the whole world. The great continental populations are all 
complex mixtures of numerous and fluctuating types. Even 
the Jews present every kind of skull that is supposed to be 
racially distinctive, a vast range of complexion—from blackness 
in Goa, to extreme fairness in Holland—and a vast mental and 
physical diversity. Were the Jews to discontinue all inter¬ 
marriage with “ other races" henceforth for ever, it would 
depend upon quite unknown laws of fecundity, prepotency, 
and variability, what their final type would be, or, indeed, 
whether any particular type would ever prevail over diversity. 
And, without going beyond the natives of the British Isles, 
one can discover an enormous range of types, tall and short, 
straight-haired and curly, fair and dark, supremely intelligent 
and unteachably stupid, straightforward, disingenuous, and 
what not. The natural tendency is to forget all this range 
directly "race " comes under discussion, to take either an 
average or some quite arbitrary ideal as the type, and think 
only of that. The more difficult thing to do, but the thing 
that must be done, if we are to get just results in this discussion, 
is to do one's best to bear the range in mind. 

Let us admit that the average Chinaman is probably different 
in complexion, and, indeed, in all his physical and psychical 
proportions, from the average Englishman. Does that render 
their association upon terms of equality in a World State 
impossible ? What the average Chinaman or Englishman 
may be, is of no importance whatever to our plan of a World 
State. It is not averages that exist, but individuals. The 
average Chinaman will never meet the average Englishman 

1 See also an excellent paper in the American Journal of Sociology for March, 1904, 

" The Psychology of Race Prejudice," by W. I. Thomas. 
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anywhere ; only individual Chinamen will meet individual 
Englishmen. Now among Chinamen will be found a range oi 
variety as extensive as among Englishmen, and there is no 
single trait presented by all Chinamen and no Englishman, or 
vice versa . Even the oblique eye is not universal in China, and 
there are probably many Chinamen who might have been 
" changed at birth,” taken away and educated into quite 
passable Englishmen. Even after we have separated out and 
allowed for the differences in carriage, physique, moral pre¬ 
possessions, and so forth, due to their entirely divergent 
cultures, there remains, no doubt, a very great difference 
between the average Chinaman and the average Englishman ; 
but would that amount to a wider difference than is to be found 
between extreme types of Englishmen ? 

For my own part I do not think that it would. But it is 
evident that any precise answer can be made only when 
anthropology has adopted much more exact and exliaustive 
methods of inquiry, and a far more precise analysis than its 
present resources permit. 

Be it remembered how doubtful and tainted is the bulk of 
our evidence in these matters. These are extraordinarily 
subtle inquiries, from which few men succeed in disentangling 
the threads of their personal associations—the curiously 
interwoven strands of self-love and self-interest that affect 
their inquiries. One might almost say that instinct fights 
against such investigations, as it does undoubtedly against 
many necessary medical researches. But while a long special 
training, a high tradition and the possibility of reward and 
distinction, enable the medical student to face many tasks 
that are at once undignified and physically repulsive, the 
people from whom we get our anthropological information 
are rarely men of more than average intelligence, and of no 
mental training at all. And the problems are far more elusive. 

It surely needs at least the gifts and training of a first-class 
novelist, combined with a sedulous patience that probably 
cannot be hoped for in combination with these, to gauge the 
all-round differences between man and man. Even where 
there are no barriers of language and colour, understanding 
may be nearly impossible. How few educated people seem to 
understand the servant class in England, or the working men [ 
Except for Mr, Bart Kennedy's A Man Adrift, 1 know ot 
scarcely any book that shows a really sympathetic and living 
understanding of the navvy, the longshore sailor man, the 
rough chap of our own race. Caricatures, luridly tragic or 
gaily comic, in which the misconceptions of the author blend 
with the preconceptions of the reader and achieve success, 
are, of course, common enough. And then consider the sort 
of people who pronounce judgments on the moral and intel¬ 
lectual capacity of the negro, the Malay, or the Chinaman. 
You have missionaries, native schoolmasters, employers of 
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coolies, traders, simple downright men, who scarcely suspect 
whe existence of any sources of error in their verdicts, who ax© 
incapable of understanding the difference between what is 
innate and what is acquired, much less of distinguishing them 
their interplay. Now and then one seems to have a glimpse 
of something really living—in Mary Kingsley’s buoyant work, 
for instance—and even that may be no more than my illusion! 

* or my own part I am disposed to discount all adverse 
Judgments and all statements of insurmountable difference© 
between race and race. I talk upon racial qualities to all men 
who have had opportunities of close observation, and I find 
that their insistence upon these differences is usually in inverse 
proportion to their intelligence. It may be the chance of my 
encounters, but that is my clear impression. Common sailors 
will generalise in the profoundest way about Irishmen, and 
Scotchmen, and Yankees, and Nova Scotians, and “ Dutchies/’ 
until one might think one talked of different species of animal, 
but the educated explorer flings clear of all these delusions. 
To him men present themselves individualised, and if they 
classify it is by some skin-deep accident of tint, some trick of 
the tongue, or habit of gesture, or such-like superficiality. And 
after all there exists to-day available one kind at least of 
unbiased anthropological evidence. There are photographs. 
Let the reader turn over the pages of some such copiously 
illustrated work as The Living Races of Mankind* and look 
into the eyes of one alien face after another. Are they not 
very like the people one know's ? For the most part, one 
finds it hard to believe that, with a common language and 
common social traditions, one w r ould not get on very well with 
these people. Here or there is a brutish or evil face, but you 
can find as brutish and evil in the Strand on any afternoon. 
There are differences no doubt, but fundamental incompati¬ 
bilities— no / And very many of them send out a ray of 
special resemblance and remind one more strongly of this 
friend or that, than they do of their own kind. One note© 
with surprise that one’s good friend and neighbour X and an 
anonymous naked Gold Coast negro belong to one type, a© 
distinguished from one’s dear friend Y and a beaming indi¬ 
vidual from Somaliland, who as certainly belong to another. 

In one matter the careless and prejudiced nature of accepted 
racial generalisations is particularly marked. A great and 
increasing number of people are persuaded that " half-breeds*’ 
are peculiarly evil creatures—as hunchbacks and bastard© 
were supposed to be in the middle ages. The full legend of 
the wickedness of the half-breed is best to be learnt from a 
drunken mean white from Virginia or the Cape. The half- 
breed, one hears, combines all the vices of either parent, he is 
wretchedly poor in health and spirit, but vindictive, powerful, 

1 The Living Roots of Mankind, by H* N. Hutchinson, jf. W. Gregory, and K. Lydekker. 
(Hutchinson). 
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and dangerous to an extreme degree, his morals—the mean 
white has high and exacting standards —are indescribable 
even in whispers in a saloon, and so on, and so on. There is 
really not an atom of evidence an unprejudiced mind would 
accept to sustain any belief of the sort. There is nothing to 
show that the children of racial admixture are, as a class, 
inherently either better or worse in any respect than either 

E arent. There is an equally baseless theory that they are 
otter, a theory displayed to a hue degree of foolishness in 
the article on Shakespeare in the Encyclopaedia Britannica. 
Both theories belong to the vast edifice of sham science that 
smothers the realities of modem knowledge. It may be that 
most “ half-breeds ” are failures in life, but that proves nothing. 
They are, in an enormous number of cases, illegitimate and 
outcast from the normal education of either race ; they are 
brought up in homes that are the battle-grounds of conflicting 
cultures ; they labour under a heavy premium of disadvantage. 
There is, of course, a passing suggestion of Darwin's to account 
for atavism that might go to support the theory of the vileness 
of half-breeds, if it had ever been proved. But, then, it never 
has been proved. There is no proof in the matter at all. 

5 3 

Suppose, now, there is such a thing as an all-round inferior 
race. Is that any reason why we should propose to preserve 
it for ever in a condition of tutelage ? Whether there is a race 
so inferior I do not know, but certainly there is no race so 
superior as to be trusted with human charges. The true 
answer to Aristotle's plea for slavery, that there are " natural 
slaves/' lies in that fact that there are no ''natural " masters. 
Power is no more to be committed to men without discipline 
and restriction than alcohol. The true objection to slavery 
is not that it is unjust to the inferior but that it corrupts the 
superior. There is only one sane and logical thing to be done 
with a really inferior race, and that is to exterminate it. 

Now there are various ways of exterminating a race, and 
most of them are cruel. You may end it with fire and sword 
after the old Hebrew fashion; you may enslave it and work 
it to death, a9 the Spaniards did the Caribs ; you may set it 
boundaries and then poison it slowly with deleterious com¬ 
modities, as the Americans do with most of their Indians ; 
you may incite it to wear clothing to which it is not accustomed, 
and to live under new and strange conditions that will expose 
it to infectious diseases to which you yourselves are immune, 
as the missionaries do the Polynesians; you may resort to 
honest simple murder, as we English did with the Tasmanians ; 
or you can maintain such conditions as conduce to "race 
suicide/* as the British administration does in Fiji. Suppose, 
then, for a moment, that there is an all-round inferior race; a 
Modern Utopia is under the hard logic of life, and it would 
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have to exterminate such a race as quickly as it could. On 
the whole, the Fijian device seems the least cruel. But 
Utopia would do that without any clumsiness of race dis¬ 
tinction 3 in exactly the same manner, and by the same 
machinery, as it exterminates all its own defective and inferior 
strains ; that is to say, as we have already discussed in Chapter 
Five, § 1 , by its marriage laws, and by the laws of the minim um 
wage. That extinction need never be discriminatory. If 
any of the race did, after all, prove to be fit to survive they 
would survive—they would be picked out with a sure and 
automatic justice from the over-ready condemnation of all 
their kind. 

Is there, however, an all-round inferior race in the world ? 
Even the Australian black-fellow is, perhaps, not quite so 
entirely eligible for extinction as a good, wholesome, horse¬ 
racing, sheep-farming Australian white may think. These 
queer little races, the black fellows, the Pigmies, the Bushmen, 
may have their little gifts, a greater keenness, a greater fineness 
of this sense or that, a quaintness of the imagination or what 
not, that may serve as their little unique addition to the 
totality of our Utopian civilisation. We are supposing that 
every individual alive on earth is alive in Utopia, and so all 
the surviving “ black-fellows ** are there. Every one of them 
in Utopia has had what none have had on earth, a fair educa¬ 
tion and fair treatment, justice, and opportunity. Suppose 
that the common idea is right about the general inferiority 
of these people, then it would follow that in Utopia most of 
them are childless, and working at or about the minimum 
wage, and some will have passed out of all possibility of off¬ 
spring under the hand of the offended law ; but still—cannot 
we imagine some few of these little people—whom you must 
suppose neither naked nor clothed in the European style, but 
robed in the Utopian fashion—may have found some delicate 
art to practise, some peculiar sort of carving, for example, 
that justifies God in creating them ? Utopia has sound 
sanitary laws, sound social laws, sound economic laws ; what 
harm are these people going to do ? 

Some may be even prosperous and admired, may have 
married women of their own or some other race, and so may 
be transmitting that distinctive thin thread of excellence, 
to take its due place in the great synthesis of the future. 

And, indeed, coming along that terrace in Utopia, I see a 
little figure, a little bright-eyed, bearded man, inky black, 
frizzy haired, and clad in a white tunic and black hose, and 
with a mantle of lemon yellow wrapped about his shoulders. 
He walks, as most Utopians walk, as though he had reason to 
be proud of something, as though he had no reason to be afraid 
of anyt hin g in the world. He carries a portfolio in his hand. 

It is that, I suppose, as much as his hair, that recalls the 
Quartier Latin to my mind. 
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§4 

I had already discussed the question of race with the 
botanist at Lucerne. 

14 But you would not like/ 1 he cried in horror, " your 
daughter to marry a Chinaman or a negro ? ” 

” Of course,” said I, 44 when you say Chinaman, you think 
of a creature with a pigtail, long nails, and insanitary habits, 
and when you say negro you think of a filthy-headed, black 
creature in an old hat. You do this because your imagination 
is too feeble to disentangle the inherent qualities of a thing 
from its habitual associations/ 7 

“ Insult isn’t argument,” said the botanist. 

“ Neither is unsound implication. You make a question 
of race into a question of unequal cultures. You would not 
like your daughter to marry the sort of negro who steals hens, 
but then you would also not like your daughter to marry a 
pure English hunchback with a squint, or a drunken cab tout 
of Norman blood. As a matter of fact, very few well-bred 
English girls do commit that sort of indiscretion. But you 
don't think it necessary to generalise against men of your own 
race because they are drunken cab touts, and why should you 
generalise against negroes ? Because the proportion of 
undesirables is higher among negroes, that does not justify a 
sweeping condemnation. You may have to condemn most, 
but why all ? There may be—neither of us knows enough to 
deny—negroes who are handsome, capable, courageous.” 

“ Ugh ! ” said the botanist. 

How detestable you must find Othello I ” 

It is my Utopia, and for a moment I could almost find it 
in my heart to spite the botanist by creating a modem Desde- 
mona and her lover sooty black to the lips, there before our 
eyes. But I am not so sure of my case as that, and for the 
moment there shall come nothing more than a swart-faced, 
dusky Burmese woman in the dress of the Greater Rule, with 
her tall Englishman (as he might be on earth) at her side. 
That, however, is a digression from my conversation with the 
botanist. 

” And the Chinaman ? ” said the botanist. 

** I think we shall have all the buff and yellow peoples 
intermingling pretty freely.” 

** Chinamen and white women, for example.” 

** Yes,” I said, ” you’ve got to swallow that, anyhow ; you 
shall swallow that,” * 

He finds the idea too revolting for comment, 

I try to make the thing seem easier for him. ” Do try,” 

I said, “to grasp a Modem Utopian's conditions. The China¬ 
man will speak the same language as his wife—whatever her 
race may be—he will wear costume of the common civilised 
fashion, he will have much the same education as his European 
T.-B.—M.U. Q 
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rival, read the same literature, bow to the same traditions. 
And you must remember a wife in Utopia is singularly not 
subject to her husband. . . 

The botanist proclaims his invincible conclusion : u Every 
one would cut her ! ” 

“ This is Utopia,” I said, and then sought once more to 
tranquillise his mind. “No doubt among the vulgar, coarse- 
minded people outside the Rule there may be something of 
the sort. Every earthly moral blockhead, a little educated, 
perhaps, is to be found in Utopia. You will, no doubt, find 
the ‘ cut ' and the 4 boycott/ and all those nice little devices 
by which dull people get a keen edge on life, in their place 
here, and their place here is somewhere-■” 

I turned a thumb earthward. “ There ! ” 

The botanist did not answer for a little while. Then he 
said, with some temper and great emphasis : “ Well, I'm jolly 
glad anyhow that Ira not to be a permanent resident in this 
Utopia, if our daughters are to be married to Hottentots by 
regulation. Pm jolly glad.” 

He turned his back on me. 

Now did I say anything of the sort ? . . . 

I had to bring him, I suppose ; there's no getting away from 
him in this life. But, as I have already observed, the happy 
ancients went to their Utopias without this sort of company. 

55 

What gives the botanist so great an advantage in all his 
Anti-Utopian utterances is his unconsciousness of his own 
limitations. He thinks in little pieces that lie about loose, 
and nothing has any necessary link with anything else in his 
mind. So that I cannot retort upon him by asking him, if 
he objects to this synthesis of all nations, tongues, and peoples 
in a World State, what alternative ideal he proposes. 

People of this sort do not even feel the need of alternatives. 
Beyond the scope of a few personal projects, meeting Her 
again, and things like that, they do not feel that there is a 
future. They are unencumbered by any baggage of con¬ 
victions whatever, in relation to that. That, at least, is the 
(> p] y way in which I can explain our friend s high intellectual 
mobility. Attempts to correlate statesmanship, which they 
regard with interest as a dramatic interplay of personalities, 
with any secular movement of humanity, they class with the 
differential calculus and Darwinism, as things far too difficult 

to be anything but finally and subtly wrong. 

So the argument must pass into a direct address to the 

rcstdsr* 

If you are not prepared to regard a world-wide synthesis 
of all cultures and polities and races into one World Stat e as 
the desirable end upon which all civilising efforts converge, 
what do you regard as the desirable end ? Synthesis, one 
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may remark in passing, does not necessarily mean fusion, nor 
does it mean uniformity. 

The alternatives fall roughly under three headings. The 
first is to assume there is a best race, to define as well as one 
can that best race, and to regard all other races as material* 
for extermination. This has a fine, modem, biological air 
C* Survival of the Fittest ”). If you are one of those queer 
German professors who write insanity about Welt-Politik. 
you assume the best race is the “Teutonic ” ; Cecil Rhodei 
affected that triumph of creative imagination, the “ Anglo 
Saxon race ” ; my friend, Moses Cohen, thinks there is much 
to be said for the Jew. On its premises, this is a perfectly 
sound and reasonable policy, and it opens out a brilliant 
prospect for the scientific inventor for what one might cal 2 
Welt-Apparat in the future, for national harrowing and reaping 
machines, and race-destroying fumigations. The great plain 
of China (" Yellow Peril ") lends itself particularly (.» some 
striking wholesale undertaking ; it might, for example, be 
flooded for a few days, and then disinfected with volcanic 
chlorine. Whether, when all the inferior races have been 
stamped out, the superior race would not proceed at once, or 
after a brief millennial period of social harmony, to divide 
itself into sub-classes, and begin the business over again at a 
higher level, is an interesting residual question into which we 
need not now penetrate. 

That complete development of a scientific Welt-Politik is, 
not, however, very widely advocated at present, no doubt 
from a want of confidence in the public imagination. We 
have, however, a very audible and influential school, the 
Modem Imperialist school, which distinguishes its own race—- 
there is a German, a British, and an Anglo-Saxon section in 
the school, and a wider teaching which embraces the whole 
“ white race ** in one remarkable tolerance—as the superior 
race, as one, indeed, superior enough to own slaves, collectively, 
if not individually ; and the exponents of this doctrine look 
with a resolute, truculent, but slightly indistinct eye to a 
future in which all the rest of the world will be in subjection 
to these elect. The ideals of this type are set forth pretty 
clearly in Mr. Kidd's Control of the Tropics. The whole world 
is to be administered by the “ white ** Powers—Mr. Kidd 
did not anticipate Japan—who will see to it that their 
subjects do not “ prevent the utilisation of the immense 
natural resources which they have in charge.*' Those other 
races are to be regarded as children, recalcitrant children at 
times, and without any of the tender emotions of paternity. 
It is a little doubtful whether the races lacking “ in the ele¬ 
mentary qualities of social efficiency ** are expected to acquire 
them under the chastening hands of those races which, through 
'* strength and energy of character, humanity, probity, and 
integrity! and a single-minded devotion to conceptions of 
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duty ” are developing “ the resources of the richest regions of 
the earth J1 over their heads, or whether this is the ultimate 

id€ Next comes the rather incoherent alternative that one 
associates in England with official Liberalism. 

Liberalism in England is not quite the same thing as 
Liberalism in the rest of the world ; it is woven of two strands. 
There is Whiggism, the powerful tradition of seventeenth- 
century Protestant and republican England, with its great debt 
to republican Rome, its strong constructive and disciplinary 
bias its broad and originally very living and intelligent out¬ 
look * and interwoven with this there is the sentimental and 
logical Liberalism that sprang from the stresses of the 
eighteenth century, that finds its early scarce differentiated 
expression in Harrington's Oceana, and after fresh draughtsmen 
tli© tradition of Brutus and Cato and some elegant tr ifli ng witu 
uoble savages, budded in La Citf Morellyste, flowered in the 
emotional democratic naturalism of Rousseau, and bore 
abundant fruit in the French Revolution. These are two very 
distinct strands. Directly they were freed in America from 
the grip of conflict with British Toryism, they came apart as 
the Republican and Democratic parties respectively. Their 
continued union in Great Britain is a political accident. 
Because of this mixture, the whole career of English-speaking 
Liberalism, though it has gone to one unbroken strain of 
eloquence, has never produced a clear statement of polioy m 
relation to other peoples politically less fortunate. It has 
developed no definite ideas at all about the future of mankind. 
The Whig disposition, which once had some play m India, was 
certainly to attempt to anglicise the “native, to assimilate 
his culture, and then to assimilate his political status with that 
of his temporary ruler. But interwoven with this anglicising 
tendency, which was also, by the bye, a Christianising ten¬ 
dency, was a strong disposition, derived from the Rousseau 
strand, to leave other peoples alone, to facilitate even the 
separation and autonomy of detached portions of our own 
peoples, to disintegrate finally into pe^ct, because Uwless, 
individuals. The official exposition of British 
to-day still wriggles unstably because of these conflicting 
constituents, but on the whole the Whig strand now seems the 
weaker. The contemporary Liberal politician offers cogent 
criticism upon the brutality and conceit of modem imperialisms, 
but that seems to be the limit of his service. TaMng what^^j 
do not say and do not propose as an . ? f 

intentions, it would seem that the 

and of the American Democrats is to favour the existence oi 
iust as many petty, loosely allied, or quite independent nation¬ 
alities as possible, just as many languages as possible, to 
deprecate armies^ and all controls, and to teust to tee imiate 
goodness of disorder and the powers of an ardent sentimental ty 
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to keep the world clean and sweet. The Liberals will not 
face the plain consequence that such a state of affairs is 
hopelessly unstable, that it involves the maximum risk of 
war with the minimum of permanent benefit and public order. 
They will not reflect that the stars in their courses rule inex¬ 
orably against it. It is a vague, impossible ideal, with a rude 
sort of unworldly moral beauty, like the gospel of the Doukho- 
bors. Besides that charm it has this most seductive quality 
to an official British Liberal, that it does not exact intellectual 
activity nor indeed activity of any sort whatever. It is, by 
virtue of that alone, a far less mischievous doctrine than the 
crude and violent Imperialism of the popular Press. 

Neither of these two schools of policy, neither the inter¬ 
national laisser faire of the Liberals, nor “ hustle to the top " 
Imperialism, promise any reality of permanent progress for 
the world of men. They are the resort, the moral reference, 
of those who will not think frankly and exhaustively over the 
whole held of this question. Do that, insist upon solutions of 
more than accidental applicability, and you emerge with one 
or other of two contrasted solutions, as the consciousness of 
kind or the consciousness of individuality prevails in your 
mind. In the former case you will adopt aggressive Im¬ 
perialism, but you will carry it out to its “ thorough ” degree 
of extermination. You will seek to develop the culture and 
power of your kind of men and women to the utmost in order 
to shoulder all other kinds from the earth. If on the other 
hand you appreciate the unique, you will aim at such a syn¬ 
thesis as this Utopia displays, a synthesis far more credible 
and possible than any other Welt-Politik. In spite of all the 
pageant of modem war, synthesis is in the trend of the world. 
To aid and develop it, could be made the open and secure 
policy of any great modem empire now. Modern war, modem 
international hostility is, I believe, possible only through the 
stupid illiteracy of the mass of men and the conceit and intel¬ 
lectual indolence of rulers and those who feed the public mind. 
Were the will of the mass of men lit and conscious, I am firmly 
convinced it would now bum steadily for synthesis and peace. 

It would be so easy to bring about a world peace within a 
few decades, was there but the will for it among men ! The 
great empires that exist need but a little speech and frankness 
one with another. Within, the riddles of social order are 
already half solved in books and thoughts, there are the 
common people and the subject peoples to be educated and 
drilled, to be led to a common speech and a common literature, 
to be assimilated and made citizens ; without, there is the 
possibility of treaties. Why, for example, should Britain and 
France, or either and the United States, or Sweden and Norway, 
or Holland, or Denmark, or Italy, fight any more for ever ? 
And if there is no reason, how foolish and dangerous it is still 
to sustain linguistic differences and custom bouses, and all 
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sorts of foolish and irritating distinctions between their various 
citizens 1 Why should not all these peoples agree to teach 
some common language, French, for example, in their common 
schools, or to teach each other’s languages reciprocally ? Why 
should they not aim at a common literature, and bring their 
various common laws, their marriage laws, and so on, into 
uniformity ? Why should they not work for a uniform mini¬ 
mum of labour conditions through all their communities ? 
Why, then, should they not—except in the interests of a few 
rascal plutocrats—trade freely and exchange their citizenship 
freely throughout their common boundaries ? No doubt 
there are difficulties to be found, but they are quite finite 
difficulties. What is there to prevent a parallel movement 
of all the civilised Powers in the world towards a common ideal 
and assimilation ? 

Stupidity—nothing but stupidity, a stupid brute jealousy, 
aimless and unjustifiable. 

The coarser conceptions of aggregation are at hand, the 
hostile, jealous patriotisms, the blare of trumpets and the 
pride of fools ; they serve the daily need though they lead 
towards disaster. The real and the immediate has us in its 
grip, the accidental personal thing. The little effort of thought, 
the brief sustained effort of will, is too much for the contem¬ 
porary mind. Such treaties, such sympathetic international 
movements, are but dream stuff yet on earth, though Utopia 
has realised them long since and already passed them by. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 

THE BUBBLE BURSTS 

§ I 

4 S I walk back along the river terrace to the hotel where 
the botanist awaits me, and observe the Utopians 
J \.l encounter, I have no thought that my tenure of 
Utopia becomes every moment more precarious. There float 
in my mind vague anticipations of more talks with my double 
and still more, of a steady elaboration of detail, of interesting 
journeys of exploration. I forget that a Utopia is a thing of 
the imagination that becomes more fragile with every added 
circumstance, that, like a soap-bubble, it is most br illian tly 
and variously coloured at the very instant of its dissolution. 
This Utopia is nearly done. All the broad lines of its social 
organisation are completed now, the discussion of all its 
general difficulties and problems. Utopian individuals pass 
me by, fine buildings tower on either hand ; it does not occur 
to me that I may look too closely. To find the people assuming 
the concrete and individual* is not, as X fondly imagine# the 
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last triumph of realisation, but the swimming moment of 
opacity before the film gives way. To come to individual 
emotional cases, is to return to the earth. 

I find the botanist sitting at a table in the hotel courtyard. 

“ Well ? ” I say, standing before him. 

” I’ve been in the gardens on the river terrace,” he answers, 
44 hoping I might see her again.” 

“ Nothing better to do ? ” 

” Nothing in the world.” 

14 You’ll have your double back from India to-morrow. 
Then you’ll have conversation,” 

* 4 1 don’t want it,” he replies compactly. 

I shrug my shoulders, and he adds, “ At least with him.” 

I let myself down into a seat beside him. 

For a time I sit restfully enjoying his companionable silence, 
and thinking fragmentarily of those samurai and their Rules. 
I entertain something of the satisfaction of a man who has 
finished building a bridge ; I feel that I have joined together 
things that I had never joined before. My Utopia seems real 
to me, very real, I can believe in it, until the metal chair-back 
gives to my shoulder blades, and Utopian sparrows twitter 
and hop before my feet. I have a pleasant moment of unhesi¬ 
tating self-satisfaction ; I feel a shameless exultation to be 
there. For a moment I forget the consideration the botanist 
demands ; the mere pleasure of completeness, of holding and 
controlling all the threads possesses me. 

” You will persist in believing,” I say, with an aggressive 
expository note, ” that if you meet this lady she will be a 
person with the memories and sentiments of her double on 
earth. You think she will understand and pity, and perhaps 
love you. Nothing of the sort is the case.” I repeat with 
confident rudeness, <f Nothing of the sort is the case. Things 
•are different altogether here ; you can hardly tell even now 
how different are-” 

I discover he is not listening to me. 

” What is the matter ? ” I ask abruptly. 

He makes no answer, but his expression startles me. 

” What is the matter ? ” and then 1 follow his eyes. 

A woman and a man are coming through the great archway 
—and instantly I guess what has happened. She it is arrests 
my attention first—long ago I knew she was a sweetly beautiful 
woman. She is fair, with frank blue eyes, that look with a 
sort of tender receptivity into her companion’s face. For a 
moment or so they remain, greyish figures in the cool shadow, 
•against the sunlit greenery of the gardens beyond, 

" It is Mary,” the botanist whispers with white lips, but he 
stares at the form of the man. His face whitens, it becomes 
^so transfigured with emotion that for a moment it does not 
-look weak. Then I see that bis thin hand is clenched. 

I realise how little I understand his emotions. 
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A sudden fear of what he will do takes hold of me. He sits 
white and tense as the two come into the clearer light of the 
courtyard. The man, I see, is one of the samurai, a dark, 
strong*faced man, a man I have never seen before, and she is 
wearing the robe that shows her a follower of the Lesser Rule. 

Some glimmering of the botanist’s feelings strikes through 
to my slow sympathies. Of course—a strange man ! I put 
out a restraining hand towards his arm. ” I told you/’ I say, 
" that very probably, most probably, she would have met some 
other. I tried to prepare you.” 

" Nonsense,” he whispers, without looking at me. ” It 
isn’t that. It’s—that scoundrel-” 

He has an impulse to rise, ” That scoundrel,” he repeats. 

“ He isn’t a scoundrel,” I say. ” How do you know ? Keep 
still I Why are you standing up ? ” 

He and I stand up quickly, I as soon as he. But now the 
full meaning of the group has reached me. I grip his arm. 
£< Be sensible,” I say, speaking very quickly, and with my back 
to the approaching couple. " He’s not a scoundrel here. 
This world is different from that. It’s caught his pride some¬ 
how and made a man of him. Whatever troubled them 
there-” 

He turns a face of white wrath on me, of accusation, and 
for the moment of unexpected force, " This is your doing,” 
he says. *' You have done this to mock me. He—of all 
men l ” For a moment speech fails him, then ; ** You—you 
have done this to mock me.” 

I try to explain very quickly. My tone is almost pro¬ 
pitiatory. 

“ I never thought of it until now. But he’s- How did 

I know he was the sort of man a disciplined world has a use 
for ? ” 

He makes no answer, but he looks at me with eyes that are 
positively baleful, and in the instant I read his mute but mulish 
resolve that Utopia must end. 

“ Don’t let that old quarrel poison all this,” I say almost 
entreatingly. ” It happened all differently here—everything 
is different here. Your double will be back to-morrow. Wait 
for him. Perhaps then you will understand-” 

He shakes his head, and then bursts out with, “ What do I 
want with a double ? Double 1 What do I care if things 
have been different here ? This-” 

He thrusts me weakly back with his long, white hand. 

“ ]viy God ! ” he says almost forcibly, ** what nonsense all this 

is J All these dreams ! All Utopias ! There she is-! 

Oh, but I have dreamt of her ! And now-” 

A sob catches him. I am really frightened by this time. 

I still try to keep between him and these Utopians, and to hide 
his gestures from them. 

*« it’s different here,” I persist. ” It’s different here. The 
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emotion you feel has no place in it. It's a scar from the earth 
—the sore scar of your past-" 

“ And what are we all but scars ? What is life but a 
scarring ? It's you —you who don't understand 1 Of course 
we are covered with scars, we live to be scarred, we are scars I 
We are the scars of the past ! These dreams, these childish 
dreams-1 " 

He does not need to finish his sentence, he waves an un- 
teachable destructive arm. 

My Utopia rocks about me. 

For a moment the vision of that great courtyard hangs real. 
There the Utopians live real about me, going to and fro, and 
the great archway blazes with sunlight from the green gardens 
by the riverside. The man who is one of the samurai, and his 
lady, whom the botanist loved on earth, pass out of sight 
behind the marble flower-set Triton that spouts coolness in 
the middle of the place. For a moment I see two working 
men in green tunics sitting on a marble seat in the shadow of 
the ^ colonnade, and a sweet little silver-haired old lady, clad 
all in violet, and carrying a book, comes towards us, and lifts 
a curious eye at the botanist’s gestures. And then—— 

“ Scars of the past I Scars of the past 1 These fanciful, 
useless dreams I " 

§ 2 

There is no jerk, no sound, no hint of material shock. We 
are in London, and clothed in the fashion of the town. The 
sullen roar of London fills our ears. , . . 

I see that I am standing beside an iron seat of poor design 
in that grey and gawky waste of asphalt—Trafalgar Square, 
and the botanist, with perplexity in his face, stares from me to 
a poor, shrivelled, dirt-lined old woman—my God f what a 
neglected thing she is !—who proffers a box of matches. . . . 

He buys almost mechanically, and turns back to me. 

u 1 was saying," he says, ** the past rules us absolutely. 
These dreams-" 

His sentence does not complete itself. He looks nervous and 

Irritated. 

" You have a trick at times," he says instead, " of making 
your suggestions so vivid-" 

He takes a plunge. 11 If you don't mind," he says in a sort 
of quavering ultimatum, ** we won't discuss that aspect of the 
question—the lady, I mean—further." 

He pauses, and there still hangs a faint perplexity 
between us. 

** But—" I begin. 

For a moment we stand there, and my dream of Utopia runs 
off me like water from an oiled slab. Oi course—we lunched at 
our club. We came back from Switzerland by no dream train 
but by the ordinary B&le express. We have been talking of 
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that Lucerne woman he harps upon, and I have made some 
novel comment on his story. I have touched certain possi¬ 
bilities. 

,r You can't conceivably understand," he says. 

“ The fact remains," he goes on, taking up the thread of his 
argument again with an air of having defined our field, 44 we 
arc the scars of the past. That's a thing one can discuss— 
without personalities/' 

“ No, I say rather stupidly, “ no," 

“ You are always talking as though you could kick the past 
to pieces ; as though one could get right out from oneself and 
begin afresh. It is your weakness—if you don't mind my being 
frank—it makes you seem harsh and dogmatic. Life has gone 
easily for you ; you have never been badly tried. You have 
been lucky—you do not understand the other way about. 
You are—hard." 

I answer nothing. 

He pants for breath. I perceive that in our discussion of 
his case I must have gone too far, and that he has rebelled. 
Clearly I must have said something wounding about that in¬ 
effectual love story of his. 

“ You don’t allow for my position," he says, and it occurs to 
me to say, “I’m obliged to look at the thing from my own 
point of view. ..." 

One or other of us makes a move. What a lot of filthy, tom 
paper is scattered about the world I We walk slowly side by 
side towards the dirt-littered basin of the fountain, and stand 
regarding two grimy tramps who sit and argue on a farther 
seat. One holds a horrible old boot in his hand, and gesti¬ 
culates with it, while his other hand caresses his rag-wrapped 
foot. “ Wot does Cham'lain si ? " his words drift to us. 
“ W'y, 'e says, wot's the good of 'nvesting your kepital where 
these ’ere Americans may dump it fiat any time they like.. . ." 

(Were there not two men in green sitting on a marble seat ?J 

§ 3 

We walk on, our talk suspended, past a ruthlessly clumsy 
hoarding, towards where men and women and children are 
struggling about a string of omnibuses. A newsvendor at the 
corner spreads a newspaper placard upon the wood pavement, 
pins the comers down with stones, and we glimpse something 
about: 

MASSACKB IN ODESSA 

DISCOVERY OF HUMAN REMAINS AT CHBRTSEY 

SHOCKING LYNCHING OUTRAGE IN NEW 

YORK STATE 

4 

GERMAN INTRIGUES GET A SET-BACK 
THE BIRTHDAY HONOURS-FULL LIST 
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Dear old familiar world I 

An angry parent in conversation with a sympathetic friend 
jostles against us, “ I’ll knock his blooming young ’ed orf 
if 'e cheeks me again. It's these ’ere brasted Board 
Schools-" 

An omnibus passes, bearing on a board beneath an in¬ 
correctly drawn Union Jack an exhortation to the true patriot 
to ** Buy Bumper's British-Boiled Jam." . , . 

I am stunned beyond the possibility of discussion for a 
space. In this very place it must have been that the high 
terrace ran with the gardens below it, along which I came from 
my double to our hotel. I am going back, but now through 
reality, along the path I passed so happily in my dream. And 
the people I saw then are the people I am looking at now—with 
a difference. 

The botanist walks beside me, white and nervously jerky in 
his movements, his ultimatum delivered. 

We start to cross the road. An open carriage drives by, 
and we see a jaded, red-haired woman, smeared with paint, 
dressed in furs, and petulantly discontented. Her face is 
familiar to me, her face with a difference. 

Why do I think of her as dressed in green ? 

Of course!—she it was I saw leading her children by the hand f 

Comes a crash to our left, and a running of people to see a 
cab-horse down on the slippery, slanting pavement outside 
St. Martin's Church. 

We go on up the street. 

A heavy-eyed young Jewess, a draggled prostitute—no 
crimson flower for her hair, poor girl!—regards us with a 
momentary speculation, and we get a whiff of foul language 
from two newsboys on the kerb. 

* 4 We can’t go on talking/’ the botanist begins, and ducks 
aside just in time to save his eyes from the ferrule of a stupidly 
held umbrella. He is going to treat our little tiff about that 
lady as closed. He has the air of picking up our conversation 
again at some earlier point. 

He steps into the gutter, walks round outside a negro hawker, 
just escapes the wheel of a hansom, and comes to my side again. 

" We can’t go on talking of your Utopia/’ he says, “ in a 
noise and crowd like this." 

We are separated by a portly man going in the opposite 
direction, and join again. “ We can’t go on talking of 
Utopia," he repeats, " in London. . , . Up in the mountains 
-—and holiday-time—it was all right. We let ourselves go I " 

" I've been living in Utopia/' I answer, tacitly adopting his 
tacit proposal to drop the lady out of the question. 

" At times," he says, with a queer laugh, " you've almost 
made me live there, too." 

He reflects. 11 It doesn't do, you know. No / And I don't 
know whether, after all, I want-" 
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We are separated again by half a dozen lifted flagstones, a 
burning brazier, and two engineers concerned with some 
underground business or other—in the busiest hour of the day's 
traffic. 


" Why shouldn’t it do ? ” I ask. 

“ It spoils the world of everyday to let your mind run on 
impossible perfections.” 

“ I wish,” I shout against the traffic, ” I could smash the 
world of everyday.” 

My note becomes quarrelsome. ** You may accept this as 
the world of reality, you may consent to be one scar in an ill- 


dressed compound wound, but so—not 11 This is a dream, 
too—this world. Your dream, and you bring me back to it— 
out of Utopia-” 

The crossing of Bow Street gives me pause again. 

The face of a girl who is passing westward, a student girl, 
rather carelessly dressed, her books in a carrying-strap, comes 
across my field of vision. The westward sun of London glows 
upon her face. She has eyes that dream, surely no sensuous 
nor personal dream. 

After all, after all, dispersed, hidden, disorganised, undis¬ 
covered, unsuspected even by themselves, the samurai of 
Utopia are in this world, the motives that are developed and 


organised there stir dumbly here and stifle in ten 
futile hearts. . . . 


ope 

tho 


ousand 


I overtake the botanist, who got ahead at the crossing by 
the advantage of a dust-cart. 

” You think this is real because you can’t wake out of it,” I 
say. “ It’s all a dream, and there are people—I'm just one of 
the first of a multitude—between sleeping and waking—who 
will presently be rubbing it out of their eyes.” 

A pinched and dirty little girl, with sores upon her face 
stretches out a bunch of wilting violets, in a pitifully thin little 
fist, and interrupts my speech. “ Bunch o’ vi’lets—oa’y a 
penny.” 

“ No ! ” I says curtly, hardening my heart. 

A ragged and filthy nursing mother, with her last addition 
to our Imperial People on her arm, comes out of a drinkshop, 
and stands a little unsteadily, and wipes mouth and nose com¬ 
prehensively with the back of a red chapped hand. . . . 


§ 4 

“ Isn’t that reality ? ” says the botanist, almost triumph¬ 
antly, and leaves me aghast at his triumph. 

” That / ” I say belatedly. “ It’s a thing in a nightmare I ” 

He shakes his head and smiles—exasperatingly. 

I perceive quite abruptly that the botanist and 1 have 
reached the limits of our intercourse. 

“ The world dreams things like that,” I say, *' because it 
suffers from an indigestion of such people as you.” 
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His low-toned self-complacency, like the faded banner of an 
obstinate fort, still flies unconquered. And you know, he's 
not even a happy man with it all l 

For ten seconds or more I am furiously seeking in my mind 
for a word, for a term of abuse, for one compendious verbal 
missile that shall smash this man for ever. It has to express 
total inadequacy of imagination and will, spiritual anaemia, 
dull respectability, gross sentimentality, a cultivated pettiness 
of heart. . . . 


That word will not come. But no other word will do. 
Indeed the word does not exist. There is nothing with suffi¬ 
cient vituperative concentration for this moral and intellectual 
stupidity of educated people. . . . 

Er--” he begins. 

No ! I can't endure him. 


With a passionate rapidity of movement, I leave his side, 
dart between a carriage and a van, duck under the head of a 
cab-horse, and board a bus going westward somewhere—but 
anyhow, going in exactly the reverse direction to the botanist. 
I clamber up the steps and thread my swaying way to the seat 
immediately behind the driver. 

“ There I " I say, as I whack myself down on the seat and 
pant. 

When I look round the botanist is out of sight. 


§ 5 

But I am back in the world for all that, and my Utopia is 
done. 

It is good discipline for the Utopist to visit this world 
occasionally. 

But from the front seat on the top of an omnibus on a sunny 
September afternoon, the Strand, and Charing Cross comer, 
and Whitehall, and the great multitude of people, the great 
uproar of vehicles, streaming in all directions, is apt to look a 
world altogether too formidable. It has a glare, it has a tumult 
and vigour that shouts one down. It shouts one down, if 
shouting is to carry it. What good was it to trot along the 
pavement through this noise and tumult of life, pleading 
Utopia to that botanist ? What good would it be to recom¬ 
mend Utopia in this driver's preoccupied ear ? 

There are moments in the life of every philosopher and 
dreamer when he feels himself the flimsiest of absurdities, when 
the Thing in Being has its way with him, its triumphant way, 
when it asks in a roar, unanswerably, with a fine solid use of the 
current vernacular, " What Good is all this—Rot about 
Utopias ? " 

One inspects the Thing in Being with something of the 
diffident speculation of primitive man, peering from behind a 
tree at an angry elephant. 

(There is an omen in that image. On how many occasions 
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must that ancestor of ours have had just the Utopist’s feeling 
of ambitious unreality, have decided that on the whole it was 
wiser to go very quietly home again, and leave the big beast 
alone ? But, in the end, men rode upon the elephant's head, 
and guided him this way or that. . . . The Thing in Being 
that roars so tremendously about Charing Cross comer seems a 
bigger antagonist than an elephant, but then we have better 
weapons than chipped flint blades. , * .) 

After all, in a very little time everything that impresses me 
so mightily this September afternoon will have changed or 
passed away for ever, everything. These omnibuses, these 
great, stalwart, crowded many-coloured things that Jostle one 
another, and make so handsome a clatter-clamour, will all have 
gone ; they and their horses and drivers and organisation ; 
you will come here and you will not find them. Something 
else will be here, some different sort of vehicle, that is now 
perhaps the mere germ of an idea in some engineer student's 
brain. And this road and pavement will have changed, and 
these impressive great buildings ; other buildings will be here, 
buildings that are as yet more impalpable than this page yon 
read, more formless and flimsy by far than anything that is 
reasoned here. Little plans sketched on paper, strokes of a 
pen or of a brush, will be the first materialisations of what will 
at last obliterate every detail and atom of these re-echoing 
actualities that overwhelm us now. And the clothing and 
gestures of these innumerable people, the character of their 
faces and bearing, these, too, will be recast in the spirit of what 
are now obscure and impalpable beginnings. 

The new things will be indeed of the substance of the things 
that is, but differing just in the measure of the will and imagina¬ 
tion that goes to make them. They will be strong and fair as 
the will is sturdy and organised and the imagination compre¬ 
hensive and bold ; they will be ugly and smeared with 
wretchedness as the will is fluctuating and the imagination 
timid and mean. 

Indeed Will is stronger than Fact, it can mould and over¬ 
come Fact. But this world has still to discover its will, it is a 
world that slumbers inertly, and all this roar and pulsation of 
life is no more than its heavy breathing. * . . My mind runs 

on to the thought of an awakening. 

As my omnibus goes lumbering up Cockspur Street, through 
the clatter rattle of the cabs and carriages, there comes another 
fancy in my mind. , . . Could one but realise an apocalyptic 
image and suppose an angel, such as was given to each of the 
seven churches of Asia, given for a space to the service of the 
Greater Rule. I see him as a towering figure of flame and 
colour, standing between earth and sky, with a trumpet in his 
hands, over there above the Haymarket, against the October 
glow ; and when he sounds, all the samurai , all who are 
samurai in Utopia, will know themselves and one another. . . 
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(Whup t says a motor brougham, and a policeman stays the 
traffic with his hand.) 

All of us who partake of the samurai would know ourselves 
and one another t 

For a moment I have a vision of this resurrection of the 
living, of a vague, magnificent answer, of countless myriads 
at attention, of all that is fine in humanity at attention, round 
the compass of the earth. 

Then that philosophy of individual uniqueness resumes its 
sway over my thoughts, and my dream of a world's awakening 
fades. 

I had forgotten. ... 

Things do not happen like that. God is not simple, God is 
not theatrical, the summons comes to each man in its due time 
for him, with an infinite subtlety of variety. . . . 

If that is so, what of my Utopia ? 

This infinite world must needs be flattened to get it on one 
retina. The picture of a solid thing, although it is flattened 
and simplified, is not necessarily a lie. Surely, surely, in the 
end, by degrees, and steps, something of this sort, some such 
understanding, as this Utopia must come. First here, then 
there, single men and then groups of men will fall into line— 
not indeed with my poor faulty hesitating suggestions—but 
with a great and comprehensive plan wrought out by many 
minds and in many tongues. It is just because my plan is 
faulty, because it mis-states $0 much, and omits so much, that 
they do not now fall in. It will not be like my dream, the 
world that is coming. My dream is just my own poor dream, 
the thing sufficient for me. We fail in comprehension, we fad 
so variously and abundantly. We see as much as it is service¬ 
able for us to see, and we see no further. But the fresh un¬ 
daunted generations come to take on our work beyond our 
utmost effort, beyond the range of our ideas. They will learn 
with certainty things that to us are guesses and riddles. . . . 

There will be many Utopias. Each generation will have its 
new version of Utopia, a little more certain and complete and 
real, with its problems lying closer and closer to the problems of 
the Thing in Being. Until at last from dreams Utopias will 
have come to be working drawings, and the whole world will be 
shaping the final World State, the fair and great and fruitful 
World State, that will only not be a Utopia because it will be 
this world. So surely it must be—- 

The policeman drops his hand . “ Come up** says the bus 

driver , and the horses strain ; ** CUtter , clatter , cluck, ciah /* the 
line of hurrying hansoms overtakes the omnibus going west . A 
dexterous lad on a bicycle with a bale of newspapers on his back 
dodges nimbly across the head of the column and vanishes up a 
side street. 

The omnibus sways forward. Rapt and prophetic, his plump 
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hands clasped round the handle of his umbrella, his billycock hat 
a trifle askew, this irascible little man of the Voice, this impatient 
dreamer, this scolding Optimist, who has argued so rudely and 
dogmatically about economics and philosophy and decoration, and 
indeed about everything under the sun, who has been so hard on 
the botanist and fashionable women, and so reluctant in the matter 
of beer f is carried onward, dreaming dreams } dreams that with all 
the inevitable ironies of difference, may be realities when you and 
I are dreams. 

He passes, and for a little space we are left with his egoisms and 
idiosyncrasies more or less in suspense. 

But why was he intruded ? you ask , Why could not a modern 
Utopia be discussed without this impersonation—impersonally ? 
It has confused the book, you say, made the argument hard to 
follow, and thrown a quality of insincerity over the whole. Are 
we but mocking at Utopias, you demand, using all these noble and 
generalised hopes as the backcloth against which two bickering 
personalities jar and squabble ? Do I mean we are never to 
view the promised land again except through a foreground of 
fellow-travellers ? There is a common notion that the reading of 
a Utopia should end with a swelling heart and clear resolves, with 
lists of names, formation of committees, and even the commence - 
ment of subscriptions. But this Utopia began upon a philosophy 
of fragmentation, and ends, confusedly t amidst a gross tumult of 
immediate realities, in dust and doubt, with, at the best, one in¬ 
dividual’s aspiration. Utopias were once in good faith, projects 
for a fresh creation of the world and of a most unworldly complete¬ 
ness ; this so-called Modern Utopia is a mere story of personal 
adventures among Utopian philosophies. 

Indeed, that came about without the writer's intention. So it 
was the summoned vision came. For I see about me a great multi¬ 
tude of little souls and groups of souls as darkened, as derivative 
as my own ; with the passage of years l understand more and 
more clearly the quality of the motives that urge me and urge them 
to do whatever we do. ... Vet that is not all I see, and I am not 
altogether bounded by my littleness. Ever and again, contrasting 
with this immediate vision, come glimpses of a comprehensive 
scheme, in which these personalities float, the scheme of a syn¬ 
thetic wider being, the great State, mankind, in which we all move 
and go, like blood corpuscles, like nerve cells, it may be at times 
like brain cells, in the body of a man. But the two visions are not 
seen consistently together, at least by me, and I do not surely know 
that they exist consistently together. The motives needed for those 
wider issues come not into the interplay of my vanities and wishes. 
That greater scheme lies about the men and women I know, as I 
have tried to make the vistas and spaces, the mountains, cities, 
laws, and order of Utopia lie about my talking couple, too great for 
their sustained comprehension. When one focuses upon these 
two that wide landscape becomes indistinct and distant, and when 
one regards that then the real persons one knows grow vague and 
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unreal. Nevertheless, I cannot separate these two aspects of 
human life, each commenting on the other. In that incongruity 
between great and individual inheres the incompatibility I could 
not resolve i and which , therefore, I have had to present in this con¬ 
flicting form. At times that great scheme does seem to me to enter 
certain men's lives as a passion , as a real and living motive ; there 
are those who know it almost as if it was a thing of desire ; even 
for me, upon occasion , the little lures of the immediate life are seen 
small and vain , and the soul goes out to that mighty Being, to 
apprehend it and serve it and possess . But this is an illumina¬ 
tion that passes as it comes, a rare transitory lucidity, leaving the 
soul's desire suddenly turned to presumption and hypocrisy upon 
the lips, One grasps at the Universe and attains — Bathos, The 
hungers, the jealousies , the prejudices and habits have us again t 
and we are forced back to think that it is so, and not otherwise, 
that we are meant to serve the mysteries ; that in these blinkers it 
is we are driven to an end we cannot understand. And then t for 
measured moments in the night watches, or as one walks alone, or 
while one sits in thought and speech with a friend , the wider 
aspirations glow again with a sincere emotion t with the colours 
of attainable desire, . . . 

That is my all about Utopia, and about the desire and need for 
Utopia , and how that planet lies to this planet that bears the daily 
lives of men „ 
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(See also Chapter One, § 6, and Chapter Ten, §§ 1 and 2 .) 

I T seems to me that I may most propitiously attempt to 
interest you this evening by describing very briefly the 
particular metaphysical and philosophical system in 
which I do my thinking, and more particularly by setting out 
for your consideration one or two points in which I seem to 
myself to differ most widely from current accepted philosophy. 

You must be prepared for things that will strike you as 
crude, for a certain difference of accent and dialect that you 
may not like, and you must be prepared, too, to hear what may 
strike you as the clumsy statement of my ignorant re-discovery 
of things already beautifully thought out and said. But in 
the end you may incline to forgive me some of this first olfence. 

. . . It is quite unavoidable that, in setting out these intel¬ 
lectual foundations of mine, I should lapse for a moment or 
so towards autobiography. 

A convergence of circumstances led to my having my know¬ 
ledge of concrete things quite extensively developed before I 
came to philosophical examination at all. I have heard some 
one say that a savage or an animal is mentally a purely objec¬ 
tive being, and in that respect I was like a savage or an animal 
until I was well over twenty. I was extremely unaware of 
the subjective or introverted element in my being. I was a 
Positivist without knowing it. My early education was a 
feeble one ; it was one in which my private observation, 
inquiry and experiment were far more important factors than 
any instruction, or rather perhaps the instruction I received 
was less even than what I learnt for myself, and it terminated 
at thirteen. I had come into pretty intimate contact with the 
harder realities of life, with hunger in various forms, and many 
base and disagreeable necessities, before I was fifteen. About 
that age, following the indication of certain theological and 
speculative curiosities, I began to learn something of what I 
will call deliberately and justly. Elementary Science—stuff 
I got out of Cassell’s Popular Educator and cheap text-books— 
and then, through accidents and ambitions that do not matter 
in the least to us now, I came to three years of illuminating 
and good scientific work. The central fact of those three years 
was Huxley’s course in Comparative Anatomy at the school in 
Exhibition Road. About that as a nucleus I arranged a 
spacious digest of facts. At the end of that time I had 
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ac Puired what I still think to be a fairly clear and complete 
and ordered view of the ostensibly real universe. Let me try 
to give you the chief things I had* I had man definitely 
placed in the great scheme of space and time. I knew him 
incurably for what he was, finite and not final, a being of com- 

E remises and adaptations* I had traced his lungs, for example, 
■om a swimming bladder, step by step, with scalpel and probe, 
through a dozen types or more, I had seen the ancestral caecum 
shrink to that disease nest, the appendix of to-day, I had 
watched the gill slit patched slowly to the purposes of the ear 
and the reptile jaw suspension utilised to eke out the needs of 
a sense organ taken from its native and natural water. I had 
worked out the development of those extraordinarily unsatis¬ 
factory and untrustworthy instruments, man's teeth, from the 
skin scutes of the shark to their present function as a basis for 
gold stoppings, and followed the slow unfolding of the com* 
plex and painful process of gestation through which man comes 
into the world. I had followed all these things and many 
kindred things by dissection and in embryology—I had 
checked the whole theory of development again in a year's 
course of palaeontology, and I had taken the dimensions of the 
whole process, by the scale of the stars, in a course of astro¬ 
nomical physics. And all that amount of objective elucidation 
came before I had reached the beginnings of any philosophical 
or metaphysical inquiry, any inquiry as to why I believed, how 
I believed, what I oelieved, or what the fundamental stuff of 
things was. 

Now following hard upon this interlude with knowledge, 
came a time when I had to give myself to teaching, and it 
became advisable to acquire one of those Teaching Diplomas 
that are so widely and so foolishly despised, and that enter¬ 
prise set me to a superficial, but suggestive study of educational 
method, of educational theory, of logic, of psychology, and so 
at last, when the little affair with the diploma was settled, to 
philosophy. Now to come to logic over the bracing uplands of 
comparative anatomy is to come to logic with a lot of very 
natural preconceptions blown clean out of one's mind. It is, 

I submit, a way of taking logic in the flank. When you have 
realised to the marrow that all the physical organs of man and 
ail his physical structure are what they are through a series of 
adaptations and approximations, and that they are kept up 
to a level of practical efficiency only by the elimination of 
death, and that this is true also of his brain and of his instincts, 
and of many of his mental predispositions, you are not going 
to take his thinking apparatus unquestioningly as being in 
any way mysteriously different and better. And I had read 
only a little logic before I became aware of implications that 
I could not agree with, and assumptions that seemed to me to 
be altogether at variance with the general scheme of objective 
fact established in my mind* 
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I came to an examination of logical processes and of lan¬ 
guage with the expectation that they would share the pro¬ 
foundly provisional character, the character of irregular 
limitation and adaptation that pervades the whole physical 
and animal being of man. And I found the thing I had ex¬ 
pected. And, as a consequence, I found a sort of intellectual 
hardihood about the assumptions of logic, that at first confused 
me and then roused ail the latent scepticism in my mind. 

My first quarrel with the accepted logic I developed long ago 
in a little paper that was printed in the Fortnightly Review in 
July 1891. It was called the “ Rediscovery of the Unique/’ 
and re-reading it I perceive not only how bad and even annoy¬ 
ing it was in manner—a thing I have long known—but also 
how remarkably bad it was in expression. I have good reason 
for doubting whether my powers of expression in these uses 
have very perceptibly improved, but at any rate I am doing 
my best now with that previous failure before me. 

That unfortunate paper, among other oversights I can no 
longer regard as trivial, disregarded quite completely the fact 
that a whole literature upon the antagonism of the one and 
the many, of the specific ideal and the individual reality, was 
already in existence. It defined no relations to other thought 
or thinkers. I understand now, what I did not understand 
then, why it was totally ignored. But the idea underlying 
that * paper I cling to to-day. I consider it an idea that will 
ultimately be regarded as one of primary importance to human 
thought, and I will try to present the substance of that early 
paper again now very briefly, as the best opening of my general 
case. My opening scepticism is essentially a doubt of the 
objective reality of classification. I have no hesitation in saying 
that is the first and primary proposition of my philosophy. 

I have it in my mind that classification is a necessary 
condition of the working of the mental implement, but that it 
is a departure from the objective truth of things, that classifica¬ 
tion is very serviceable for the practical purposes of life, but a 
very doubtful preliminary to those fine penetrations the 
philosophical purpose, in its more arrogant moods, demands. 
All the peculiarities of my way of thinking derive from that. 

A mind nourished upon anatomical study is, of course, 
permeated with the suggestion of the vagueness and instability 
of biological species. A biological species is quite obviously a 
great number of unique individuals which is separable from 
other biological species only by the fact that an enormous 
number of other linking individuals are inaccessible in time— 
are in other words dead and gone—and each new individual m 
that species does, in the distinction of its otvn individuality, 
break away in however infinitesimal degree from the previous 
average properties of the species. There is no property of any 
species, even the properties that constitute the specific defini¬ 
tion, that is not a matter of more or less. If, for example, a 
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species be distinguished by a single large red spot on the back, 
you will find if you go over a great number of specimens that 
red spot shrinking here to nothing, expanding there to a more 
general redness, weakening to pink, deepening to russet and 
brown, shading into crimson, and so on, and so on. And this 
is true not only of biological species. It is true of the mineral 
specimens constituting a mineral species, and I remember as 
a constant refrain in the lectures of Prof. Judd upon rock 
classification, the words “ they pass into one another bj' 
insensible gradations.” That is true, I hold, of all things. 

You will think perhaps of atoms of the elements as instances 
of identically similar things, but these are things not of experi¬ 
ence but of theory, and there is not a phenomenon in chemistry 
that is not equally well explained on the supposition that it is 
merely the immense quantities of atoms necessarily taken in 
any experiment that mask by the operation of the law of 
averages the fact that each atom also has its unique quality, 
its special individual difference. This idea of uniqueness in 
all individuals is not only true of the classifications of material 
science ; it is true, and still more evidently true, of the species 
of common thought, it is true of common terms. Take the 
word chair . When one says chair, one thinks vaguely of an 
average chair. But collect individual instances, think of arm¬ 
chairs and reading chairs, and dining-room chairs and kitchen 
chairs, chairs that pass into benches, chairs that cross the 
boundary and become settees, dentists' chairs, thrones, opera 
stalls, seats of all sorts, those miraculous fungoid growths that 
cumber the floor of the Arts and Crafts Exhibition, and you 
will perceive what a lax bundle in fact is this simple straight¬ 
forward term. In co-operation with an intelligent joiner I 
would undertake to defeat any definition of chair or chairisb- 
ness that you gave me. Chairs, just as much as individual 
organisms, just as much as mineral and rock specimens, are 
Unique things—if you know them well enough you will find 
an individual difference even in a set of machine-made chairs— 
and it is only because we do not possess minds of unlimited 
capacity, because our brain has only a limited number of 
pigeon-holes for our correspondence with an unlimited universe 
of objective uniques, that we have to delude ourselves into the 
belief that there is a chairishness in this species common to 
and distinctive of all chairs. 

Let me repeat ; this is of the very smallest importance in 
all the practical affairs of life, or, indeed, in relation to any¬ 
thing but philosophy and wide generalisations. But in 
philosophy it matters profoundly. If I order two new-laid 
©g^s for breakfast, up come two unhatched but still unique 
avian individuals, and the chances are they serve my rude 
physiological purpose. I can afford to ignore the hens* eggs 
of the past that were not quite so nearly this sort of thing, 
^nd the hens' eggs of the future that will accumulate modi- 
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Ideation age by age ; I can venture to ignore the rare chance of 
an abnormality in chemical composition and of any startling 
aberration in my physiological reaction ; I can, with a con¬ 
fidence that is practically perfect, say with unqualified sim¬ 
plicity “ two eggs/* but not if my concern is not my morning's 
breakfast but the utmost possible truth. 

Now let me go on to point out whither this idea of uniqueness 
tends. I submit to you that syllogism is based on classifica¬ 
tion, that all hard logical reasoning tends to imply and is apt 
to imply a confidence in the objective reality of classification. 
Consequently in denying that I deny the absolute validity of 
logic. Classification and number, which in truth ignore the 
fine differences of objective realities, have in the past of human 
thought been imposed upon things. Let me for clearness' 
sake take a liberty here—commit, as you may perhaps think, 
an unpardonable insolence. Hindoo thought and Greek 
thought alike impress me as being overmuch obsessed by an 
objective treatment of certain necessary preliminary conditions 
of human thought—number and definition and class and 
abstract form. But these things, number, definition, class and 
abstract form, I hold, are merely unavoidable conditions of 
mental activity—regrettable conditions rather than essential 
facts. The forceps of our minds are clumsy forceps , and crush 
the truth a Utile in taking hold of it. 

It was about this difficulty that the mind of Plato played a 
little inconclusively all his life. For the most part he tended 
to regard the idea as the something behind reality, whereas it 
seems to me that idea is the more proximate and less perfect 
thing, the titling by which the mind, by ignoring individual 
differences, attempts to comprehend an otherwise unmanage¬ 
able number of unique realities. 

Let me give you a rough figure of what I am trying to 
convey in this first attack upon the philosophical validity of 
general terms. You have seen the results of those various 
methods of black and white reproduction that involve the use 
of a rectangular net. You know the sort of process picture 
I mean—it used to be employed very frequently in repro¬ 
ducing photographs. At a little distance you really seem to 
have a faithful reproduction of the original picture, but when 
you peer closely you find not the unique form and masses of the 
original, but a multitude of little rectangles, uniform in shape 
and size. The more earnestly you go into the thing, the closer 
you look, the more the picture is lost in reticulations. I sub¬ 
mit the world of reasoned inquiry has a very similar relation to 
the world I call objectively real. For the rough purposes of 
every day the network picture will do, but the finer your 
purpose the less it will serve, and for an ideally fine purpose, 
for absolute and general knowledge that will be as true iot a 
man at a dis tan ce with a telescope as for a man with a miscro- 
scope it will not serve at all. 
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It is true you can make your net of logical interpretation 
finer and finer, you can fine your classification more and more 
~7~ U P to a certain limit. But essentially you are working in 
liucuts, and as you come closer, as you look at finer and subtler 
t hin gs, as you leave the practical purpose for which the method 
exists, the element of error increases. Every species is vague, 
every term goes cloudy at its edges, and so in my way of 
thinking, relentless logic is only another phrase for a stupidity 
—for a sort of intellectual pigheaded ness. If you push a 
philosophical or metaphysical inquiry through a series of 
valid syllogisms—never committing any generally recognised 
fallacy—you nevertheless leave a certain rubbing and marginal 
loss of objective truth, and you get deflections that are difficult 
to trace, at each phase in the process. Every species waggles 
about in its definition, every tool is a little loose in its handle, 
every scale has its individual error. So long as you are 
reasoning for practical purposes about the finite things of 
experience, you can every now and then check your process, 
and correct your adjustments. But not when you make what 
are called philosophical and theological inquiries, when you 
tuni your implement towards the final absolute truth of 
things. Doing that is like firing at an inaccessible, unmark- 
able and indestructible target at an unknown distance, with a 
defective rifle and variable cartridges. Even if by chance you 
hit, you cannot know that you hit, and so it will matter nothiug 
at all. 

This assertion of the necessary untrustworthiness of ali 
reasoning processes arising out of the fallacy of classification in 
what is quite conceivably a universe of uniques, forms ouly one 
introductory aspect of my general scepticism of the Instrument 
of Thought. 

I have now to tell you of another aspect of this scepticism 
of the instrument which concerns r^gative terms. 

Classes in logic are not only represented by circles with a 
hard firm outline, whereas they have no such definite limits, 
but also there is a constant disposition to think of negative 
terms as if they represented positive classes. With words just 
as with numbers and abstract forms there are definite phases 
of human development. There is, you know, with regard to 
number, the phase when «T>a.n can barely count at all,or counts 
in perfect good faith and sanity upon his fingers. Then there 
is the phase when he is struggling with the development of 
number, when he begins to elaborate ali sorts of ideas about 
numbers, until at last he develops complex superstitions abou t 
perfect numbers and imperfect numbers, about threes and 
sevens and the like. The same is the case with abstracted 
forms, and even to-day we are scarcely more than heads out 
of the vast subtle muddle of thinking about spheres and ideally 
perfect forms and so on, that was the price of this little 
necessary step to clear thinking. You know better than I do 
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how large a part numerical and geometrical magic, numerical 
and geometrical philosophy has played in the history of the 
mind. And the whole apparatus of language and mental 
communication is beset with like dangers. The language of the 
savage is, I suppose, purely positive ; the thing has a name, 
the name has a thing. This indeed is the tradition of language, 
and to-day even we, when we hear a name, are predisposed— 
and sometimes it is a very vicious disposition—to imagine 
forthwith something answering to the name. We are disposed , 
as an incurable mental vice , to accumulate intension in ter$ns. If 
I say to you Wodget or Crump, you find yourself passing over 
the fact that these are nothings, these are, so to speak, mere 
blankety blanks, and trying to think what sort of thing a 
Wodget or a Crump may be. And where this disposition has 
come in, in its most alluring guise, is in the case of negative 
terms. Our instrument of knowledge persists in handling even 
such openly negative terms as the Absolute, the Infinite, as 
though they were real existences, and when the negative 
element is ever so little disguised, as it is in such a word as 
Omniscience, then the illusion of positive reality may be 
complete. 

Please remember that I am trying to tell you my philosophy, 
and not arguing about yours. Let me try to express how in my 
mind this matter of negative terms has shaped itself. I think 
of something which I may perhaps best describe as being off 
the stage or out of court, or as the Void without Implications, 
or as Nothingness or as Outer Darkness. This is a sort of 
hypothetical Beyond to the visible world of human thought, 
and thither I think all negative terms reach at last, and merge 
and become nothing. Whatever positive class you make, 
whatever boundary you draw, straight away from that 
boundary begins the corresponding negative class and passes 
into the illimitable horizon of nothingness. You talk 01 pink 
thin gs, you ignore, if you are a trained logician, the more 
elusive shades of pink, and draw your line. Beyond is the not 
pink, known and knowable, and still in the not pink region one 
comes to the Outer Darkness. Not blue, not happy, not iron, 
all the not classes meet in that Outer Darkness. That same 
Outer Darkness and nothingness is infinite space, and infinite 
time, and any being of infinite qualities, and all that region I 
rule out of court in my philosophy altogether. I will neither 
affirm nor deny if I can help it about any not things. I will not 
deal with not things at all, except by accident and inadvert¬ 
ence. If I use the word “ infinite ” I use it as one often uses 
“ countless/* “ the countless hosts of the enemy or “im¬ 
measurable "—“immeasurable cliffs **—that is to say as the 
limit of measurement rather than as the limit of imaginary 
measurability, as a convenient equivalent to as many times 
this cloth yard as you can, and as many again and so on and 
bo on. Now a great number of apparently positive terms are. 
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become, practically negative terms and are under the 
same ban with me. A considerable number of terms that have 
played a great part in the world of thought, seem to me to be 
invalidated by this same defect, to have no content or an un¬ 
defined content or an unjustifiable content. For example, 
that word Omniscient, as implying infinite knowledge, Im¬ 
presses me as being a word with a delusive air of being solid and 
full, when it is really hollow with no content whatever, I am 
persuaded that knowing is the relation of a conscious being to 
something not itself, that the thing known is defined as a 
system of parts and aspects and relationships, that knowledge 
is comprehension, and so that only finite things can know or be 
known. When you talk of a being of infinite extension and in¬ 
finite duration, omniscient and omnipotent and Perfect, you 
seem to me to be talking in negatives of nothing whatever. 
When you speak of the Absolute you speak to me of nothing. 
If, however, you talk of a great yet finite and thinkable being, 
a being not myself, extending beyond my imagination in time 
and space, knowing all that I can think of as known and 
capable of doing all that I can think of as done, you come into 
the sphere of my mental operations, and into the scheme of my 
philosophy. . . . 

These then are my first two charges against our Instrument 
of Knowledge, firstly, that it can work only by disregarding 
individuality and treating uniques as identically similar objects 
in this respect or that, so as to group them under one term, and 
that once it has done so it tends automatically to intensify the 
significance of that term, and secondly, that it can only deal 
freely with negative terms by treating them as though they 
were positive. But I have a further objection to the Instru¬ 
ment of Human Thought, that is not correlated to these former 
objections and that is also rather more difficult to convey. 

Essentially this idea is to present a sort of stratification 
in human ideas. I have it very much in mind that various 
terms in our reasoning lie, as it were, at different levels and in 
different planes, and that we accomplish a large amount of error 
and confusion by reasoning terms together that do not lie or 
nearly lie in the same plane. 

Let me endeavour to make myself a little less obscure by a 
most flagrant instance from physical things. Suppose some 
one began to talk seriously of a man seeing an atom through 
a microscope, or better perhaps of cutting one in half with a 
knife. There are a number of non-analytical people who would 
be quite prepared to believe that an atom could be visible to 
the eye or cut in this manner. But any one at all conversant 
with physical conceptions would almost as soon think of 
killing the square root of a with a rook rifle as of cutting an 
atom in halt with a knife. Our conception of an atom is 
reached through a process of hypothesis and analysis, and in 
the world of atoms there are no knives and no men to cut. 
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If you have thought with a strong consistent mental movement, 
then when you have thought of your atom under the knife 
blade, your knife blade has itself become a cloud of swinging 
grouped atoms, and your microscope lens a little universe of 
oscillatory and vibratory molecules. If you think of the 
universe, thinking at the level of atoms, there is neither knife 
to cut, scale to weigh, nor eye to see. The universe at that 
plans to which the mind of the molecular physicist descends has 
none of the shapes or forms of our common life whatever. 
This hand with which I write is in the universe of molecular 
physics a cloud of warring atoms and molecules, combining 
and recombining, colliding, rotating, flying hither and thither 
in the universal atmosphere of ether. 

You see, I hope, what I mean when I say that the universe 
of molecular physics is at a different level from the universe of 
common experience what we call stable and solid is in that 
world a freely moving system of interlacing centres of force, 
what we call colour and sound is there no more than this length 
of vibration or that. We have reached to a conception of 
that universe of molecular physics by a great enterprise of 
organised analysis, and our universe of daily experiences 
stands in relation to that elemental world as if it were a 
synthesis of those elemental things. 

I would suggest to you that this is only a very extreme in¬ 
stance of the general state of affairs, that there may be finer 
and subtler differences of level between one term and another, 
and that terms may very well be thought of as lying obliquely 
and as being twisted through different levels. 

It will perhaps give a clearer idea of what I am seeking to 
convey if I suggest a concrete image for the whole world of a 
man's thought and knowledge. Imagine a large clear jelly, 
in which at all angles and in all states of simplicity or contor¬ 
tion his ideas are imbedded. They are all valid and possible 
ideas as they lie, none in reality incompatible with any. If 
you imagine the direction of up or down in this clear jelly being 
as it were the direction in which one moves by analysis or by 
synthesis, if you go down for example from matter to atoms and 
centres of force and up to men and states and countries—if yon 
will imagine the ideas lying in that manner—you will get the 
beginning of my intention. But our Instrument, our process 
of thinking, like a drawing before the discovery of perspective, 
appears to have difficulties with the third dimension, appears 
capable only of dealing with or reasoning about ideas by pro¬ 
jecting them upon the same plane. It will be obvious that a 
great multitude of things may very well exist together in a 
solid jelly, which would be overlapping and incompatible and 
mutually destructive, when projected together upon one plane* 
Through the bias in our Instrument to do this, through reason¬ 
ing between terms not in the same plane, an enormous amount 
of confusion, perplexity, and mental deadlocking occurs. 
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The old theological deadlock between predestination and 
free-will serves admirably as an example of the sort of deadlock 
I mean. Take life at the level of common sensation and 
common experience, and there is no more indisputable fact 
than man's freedom of will, unless it is his complete moral 
responsibility. But make only the least penetrating of analyses 
and you perceive a world of inevitable consequences, a rigid 
succession of cause and effect. Insist upon a flat agreement 
between the two, and there you are 1 The Instrument fails. 

It is upon these three objections, and upon an extreme 
suspicion of abstract terms which arises materially out of my 
first and second objections, that I chiefly rest my case for a 
profound scepticism of the remoter possibilities of the Instru¬ 
ment of Thought. It is a thing no more perfect than the 
human eye or the human ear, though like those other instru¬ 
ments it may have undefined possibilities of evolution towards 
increased range, and increased power. 

So much for my main contention. But before I conclude I 
—-since I am here—say a little more in the autobiographi¬ 
cal vein, and with a view to your discussion to show how I 
reconcile this fundamental scepticism with the very positive 
beliefs about world-wide issues I possess, and the very definite 
distinction I make between right and wrong. 

I reconcile these things by simply pointing out to you that 
if there is any validity in my image of that three dimensional 
jelly in which our ideas are suspended, such a reconciliation 

you demand in logic, such a projection of the things as 
in accordance upon one plane, is totally unnecessary and 
impossible. 

This insistence upon the element of uniqueness in being, this 
subordination of the class to the individual difference, not only 
destroys the universal claim of philosophy, but the universal 
claim of ethical imperatives, the universal claim of any 
religious teaching. If you press me back upon my funda¬ 
mental position I must confess I put faith and standards 
and rules of conduct upon exactly the same level as I put 
my belief of what is right in art, and what I consider right 
practice in art. I have arrived at a certain sort of self-know- 
fedge, and there are, I find, very distinct imperatives for me, 
but I am quite prepared to admit there is no proving them im¬ 
perative on any one else. One's political proceedings, one's 
moral acts are, I hold, just as much self-expression as one’s 
poetry or painting or music. But since life has for its prim¬ 
ordial elements assimilation and aggression, I try not only to 
obey my imperatives, but to put them persuasively and con¬ 
vincingly into other minds, to bring about my good and to 
resist and overcome my evil as though they were the universal 
Good and the universal Evil in which unthinking men believe. 
And it is obviously in no way contradictory to this philosophy, 
for me, if I find others responding sympathetically to any notes 
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of mine, or if I find myself responding sympathetically to notes 
sounding about me, to give that common resemblance between 
myself and others a name, to refer these others and myself in 
common to this thing as if it were externalised and spanned us 
all. 

Scepticism of the Instrument is, for example, not incom¬ 
patible with religious association and with organisation upon 
the basis of a common faith. It is possible to regard God as a 
Being synthetic in relation to men and societies, just as the idea 
of a universe of atoms and molecules and inorganic relation¬ 
ships is analytical in relation to human life. 

The repudiation of demonstration in any but immediate 
and verifiable cases that this Scepticism of the Instrument 
amounts to, the abandonment of any universal validity for 
moral and religious propositions, brings ethical, social, and 
religious teaching into the province of poetry, and does some¬ 
thing to correct the estrangement between knowledge and 
beauty that is a feature of so much mental existence at this 
time. All these things are self-expression. Such an opinion 
sets a new and greater value on that penetrating and illuminat¬ 
ing quality of mind we call insight, insight which when it faces 
towards the contradictions that arise out of the imperfections of 
the mental instrument is called humour. In these innate, un- 
teachable qualities I hold—in humour and the sense of beauty 
-—lies such hope of intellectual salvation from the original sin of 
our intellectual instrument as we may entertain in this uncer¬ 
tain and fluctuating world of unique appearances. . . . 

So frankly I spread my little equipment of fundamental 
assumptions before you, heartily glad of the opportunity you 
have given me of taking them out, of looking at them with the 
particularity the presence of hearers ensures, and of hearing the 
impression they make upon you. Of course, such a sketch 
must have an inevitable crudity of effect. The time I had for 
it—I mean the time I was able to give in preparation—was 
altogether too limited for any exhaustive finish of presenta¬ 
tion ; but I think on the whole I have got the main lines of this 
sketch map of my mental basis true. Whether I have made 
myself comprehensible is a different question altogether. It is 
for you rather than me to say how this sketch map of mine lies 
with regard to your own more systematic cartography. . . - 

Here followed certain comments upon Fersonai l deal ism t and Mr. F. C. S, Schfller 1 * 
Humanism, of no particular value. 








